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Prologue

Sybil stared at her brother, “Do you want to talk
about it?”

“What about?”

She sighed. “Crossdressing. You’ve been into my
undies again, | had hoped, with Mom and Dad gone,
that you would grow up.”

“Is this why you ;)romoted this trip to France? You
want an argument?”

Sybil bit nervously at her lower lip. “Can you tell
me what it means? Do you want to seduce girls with
that ridiculous apparel? Or boys? Honestly, Seth, I
wonder if all fraternal twins have such off-the-wall
concerns.

His wan smile meant to his sister that something
more mysterious was on his mind. “You’re badgering
becausé you’re older than me.

“Ten minutes! Don’t say stupid stuff like that.”
_“Maybe some new friends will clear up the confu-
sion. In my defense, I’d like to point gut that I do not

criticize your choice of friends Therefore I ask you to
give me the same benefit.
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_“OK, truce then. I admit I’'ve been close to some
girls in my little circle, The university sorority helped
me see myself as [ would like to be. That make any
sense:

He pounced on her so swiftly it made her come
alert. "Would you rather be a boy? We would be the
same.

“Conversely, if I was a girl, uh, that tog.” He
blushed in spite of the hostilé glare from his sister.

After a longf ause, Sybil giggled. “The idea is in-
triguing, Would you like'to be a girl to wear the linge-
rie'you steal from me? And get unnoticed in the girl’s
locker room? What? Tell me.” Her tone of voice was
back to teasing mode.

Seth considered the end of the discussion but the
tlilou ht nagged him. “Is it good with a girl?” he asked
slowly.

She rested against the seat cushions. “Just forget
you ever asked that.”

“You don’t want to talk about oral sex, do you?
Does it bother you that we are so different?”

“The same but different. Yes, I can see how that

could add to your confusion.
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FRATERNAL
TWINS

by Monica James

One

Seth sat up and leaned toward the window. The
sleek jumbo jet shgped out of cloud cover; Sybil
moved aside so her brother could see.

“It’s the coast of France,” Seth said laconically.

_“This is so exciting,” Sybil answered. She couldn’t
hide her enthusiasmni.

The usual cabin chatter silenced them. The stew-
ard predicted landing at the Paris International Air-
port and asked for s€at belts to be fastened and the
service trays secure. After that he stood next to the
twins and smiled.

“First Class passengers can leave as soon as the
forward ports are open,” he said in an automatic
monotone. His eyes flicked interest in Sybil’s lus-
cious body curves but he was able to hide his feel-
ings.
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“Your lu%ga e will be forwarded to your hotel as
soon as we land, Hopefully no delay by the customs.
Your behavior has been a pleasure. Thank you for fly-
ing Air France.”

“Maybe we will meet again,” Sybil said as they
made ready to exit.

She forwarded her hand which he grasped lightly
and smiled. “It is my hope,” he said, then attended
quickly to the exit pfocedures,

Sybil turned and looked behind them as they left
the terminal, Other passengers were milling around
wa1t1n% for their customs checks. Soon the taxi
zoomed down the busy highway to the hotel,

“That steward was about to eat you alive,” Seth
said in a controlled whisper, “Good that I was there to
protect you.”

She %iggled “If he had asked for just a tiny taste,
I’d still B€'0n the aircraft with my legs spread for him.
He is so cute.”

Seth frowned, “Don’t be gross. At least pretend we
are personable.

She slapped his leg. “You are no fun. Oh look,
tl’}llere is the Sorbonne. Appears just like the bro-
chure.

As they turned onto the street to their destination,
Sybil was sitting on the edge of her seat/ “Look for
number 71 Avenue du Bosquet,” she said, quickly
scanning the myriad signs. “Yes there it is-The Amer-
ican University.”

“It even looks expensive. [ know we have the money
our parents left us but at least be grateful.”

“It was destin;g, Mom be]%ged Dad to avoid flying to-
ether in case ol trouble. Dad would have none of it.
t’s comfortlnfg[ that their last thoughts were for our

mutual benefit.”

Seth squinted at the busy pathways in the shad-
ows of the later afternoon. “We have to make the best
of a bad situation when we remember them.” He was
thougll'{ltful as he gazed onto the manicured campus.
“It looks like I might have been too hasty trying to dis-
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courage you on this educational adventure, This
place is full of girls, like a platoon on each corner.”

Sybil jabbed him in the ribs. “Calm down brother
dear; we€ are told the boy students are the minority
Girls: eighty percent, Guys: twenty percent. Wha
think ye of that?” She burst out,lau% ing, “You can
be thepirate leader running off with the pretty girls.”

Seth sat back and took her hand. Next he whis-
pered, “Smorgasbord.”

She slapped him lightly on the shoulder. “And you
say I'm bad, Are you ever going to grow up?”

He grinned. “We are the same age but the gender
might be confusing.”

“Blame it on the DNA; the plan was for us to be the
same sex but the XY and XX chromosomes won out.”

“Yeah yeah,cCool it. Wait until these hot French
chicks get a look at your flgure, You will be the gal in
the candy store with a credit card.”

The taxi jerked to a stop as the front tire hit the
curb. The driver collected his fare and abruptly left
them standing on the sidewalk,

A uniformed man approached them.

Seth blinked, “I think we’re on our way; here co-
mes a rent-a-cop.”

Sybil chuckled, “Gendarmeto you. Where were you
when they handed out curriculum for High School
French class?”

He stepped toward the security guard and ex-
tended his hand. “Could you...” he asked but was in-
terrupted.

The guard motioned them to follow him, “This
way,” he said in accented English.
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Two

Sybil jumped up off her bunk when she heard Seth
come in.

“Where have you been?” she said. Her tone was
laced with an accusation that he had committed a
mortal sin.

He laughed. “I know the plan was for me to return
to the States when you were settled, in class and all
that. I didn’t feel right about leaving you to the mercy
of these adventuresome students and your roomi-
mate takes offense at me being here most of the time
so I decided to find a place o mfy own. Come on, I'll
?)ho,w Jyou, It’s perfect for the free-lancing lover in

aris.

“I’'m in shock. We could have discussed whatever it
was that prompted all this.”

They walked across the campus past the AMEX
Cafe. *You need, to spend more time here. Many in-
tetre§t1ng folks, like a’cross-culture survey each min-
ute.

Sybil ignored him as they strolled hand-in-hand
along the wide boulevard. “Af home the student un-
ion was for the younger set,” she said as if she was
laying a problem to rést. “Where is this room you are
so excited about?”

Finally they turned the corner and stepped
through'a tall gate hiding a lush garden.

“See? Three floors, six mini apartments, A guy on
the first floor is graduating this term so I bought in to
get his place. That having been done, my generous
resident left with his parents. Voilal”

Sybil glanced around. “Your partner is a student
too? Why did you drag me over here when all you had
to do was tell me instead of keeping me in_suspense
with an anxiety fit? Good-lgoking guy all alone in
Paris; worth worrying, [ say.”

They walked out between the tall, shuttered doors

onto the garden. Seth pressed a key into her hand,
“This is yours for as long as needed. It should help,
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seems to me

seems t >, 10 know where to go when you are as
ost as [ am.

They sat on a low wooden béench,
“What happened to your desire to return home?”

“Right, I wanted to come here with you to be sure
¥ou are settled, bills paid, courses lined up, all of
hat. You are doing fine unless you say otherwise.”

“So, now_you are holed ug in a bachelor pad in
Paris, walking distance to the Latin Quarter. You
make me feel Tike you should get an allowance.” She
grinned and took his hand. “I'm glad you are happy
and, honestly, I really feel better now that you are
close by.” She leaned her head on his shoulder. “Not
itpo close, you understand. We have to live our own
ives.

He turned and kissed her on the forehead. “Maybe
I'm not ready for the avuncular role.”

She stood up. Acting indignant, she said, “Uncle
Seth? I'm not even pregnant yet!”

They both laughed.

“You very nearly raped that cute airline steward.
Poor fellow, he was so taken with you that he’s now a
weekly wanker.”

She turned to go inside. “So, do you or not?”
“What?”
“Have some wine to offer a parched sister?”

He found the usual pleasure at hearing the cork
pop out of the bottle. “Mouton Cadet. Red,” he said
with authority, “Count the gurgles.”

Later, after they finished the wine, Sybil and Seth
exchanged hugs as she headed back to her sorority
house. On the way out the gate she was blocked by a
muscular man carrying a passel of books. He smiled
_shtowm even teeth” but his eyes did not betray any
interest.

“Well, who was that?” he said, coming in. “You

move in one day and a gorgeous creature is visiting
already.

Page -7



FRATERNAL TWINS BY MONICA JAMES

Seth laughed. “My sister; her name is Sybil, You
could have introduced yourself. I promise she is
self-sufficient. Just don’t get too close. She studied
karate for a while.” He laughed. “I brought some wine
if you need some encouragement on the rigors of the
class schedule.”

#

The end of a relatively qgiet week was upon them.
Seth was curled up on his bunk engrossed in conver-
sational French lessons based on a lusty romance
novel. The evening silence was abruptly broken with
a crash. That was followed by the front door opening
with a loud bang as it slammed against the wall.

Damian fell across the threshold with a groan and
appeared semi-conscious.

Seth swiftbhwent to him and helped him through
the doorway. He closed the door after checking to see
if Damian had any helpers or followers. Outside, the
bedlam of an_impending riot struck him. That was
when he felt the onset of dread, a mood new to him,

Sybil was on the cell phone. “Seth; it looks bad.
Stay inside, some lunatic just threw a full can of beer
through our window.”

He tried to be his usual laconic self. It was difficult.
That someone just has no couth; might have at least
opened it.”

“Oh, be serious for once. This might be the start of
a war of some kind.”

Perhaps. In this case, the winner gets control of
your mind.”

Sybil calmed enough to drop her voice a decibel or
two. “You would have us man the Bastille.”

“Not unti] the fourteenth of July.” He chuckled at
using the history tidbit he had just learned.

Sybil snapped her phone shut after one shriek.
Oh, you are impossible!”

[3
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Seth’s amused reply was lost on her. He went to
Egalpraﬁnan when he 'saw the lad struggling to get to
is bunk,

He tutg[ged Damian’s shirt off and searched for any
cause of trauma. Nothing. “You better get to the clinic
when this dies down,” he said still looking for
bruises. “What happened?”

Damian felt it when Seth pressed his rib cage,
clavicle and back. “Our regular Friday night poker
game was shamelessly interrupted. They were mill-
ing around looking for'a fight. I decided to make a run
for it but didn’t get far. Several of them stopped me
and took their leisure to use me for a punching bag. I
was giving them some response until one of them
lﬁlckteg mte;, hard enough to crunch my ribs I think.

at hurt.

“Others will be injured, as well,” Seth said as he re-
moved Damian’s shoes and tugged off his soiled trou-
sers. “When it appears the trouble is over, we can go
look for your friends. Did you grab the poker pot on
the way out?”

“Wise guy. No, there wasn’t time. I think I was the
only one dumb enough to try such a brazen escape.
Theé rest of them sprinted down the alley and were
gone. Hope so, anyhow.”

“My sister called to tell me to stay in as the rioters
izye.rée aiming at them. Probably for the terrorist pub-
icity.

Damian grumbled as he tried to get comfortable.
“The clinic awaits,” he said with an unsteady voice.

“ I:[y for some rest. You can go in the morning, How
abouf a hot_bath? That should help, Also, T have
some pain killers that might let you sleep.”

Damian’s facial expression changed to benign in-
stead of pain. “I didn’t know you cared.” His lips
curled to a smile until he groaned again,

“Well, I do care, You would do the same for me.”
_As Damian sank into a hot bath, Seth picked u
his cell phone and handed it to him. Damian too

several calls and was thankful he was the only one
injured in the mLlee. Seth switched on the TV but
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didn’t make much, sense of the commentary until
Damian explained it.

They discussed the social unrest until Seth saw
Damian’s eyes blink. “Enough of this,” he said and
turned over in the bed.

“You seem improved,” Seth said, “Maybe those
pain killers from Sybil did their job.”

Damien closed his eyes. “I must remember to
thank her, Must be nice to have a beautiful sister;
looks and brains don’t usually come as a package.”

Face-to-face with his pillow, Seth was awakened
as Damien_ journeyed to the WC. He sat up and
swung his légs out until his bare feet rested on the
carpet. “Hey guy, let me dglve 3701,1 a lift.” He caught
Damian bgi the elbow and held him upright until he
made it fo the small bathroom. He waited until
Damian came out and assisted him to bed. “Those
sure are sexy boxer shorts,” he said lightly. “Didn’t
they have any pink?”

“No, wise ass, These are just fir;p(;, Are you com-

menting about my near-nakedness:

_Seth puffed up some pillows and held Damian un-
til he groaned some more and rested. “I remember
yo%%*”p ysical body. You are all muscle, Do you work
out:

Damian turned until his shoulders were straight
up. “I was more athletic in_school, Some muscle tis-
sue must have taken residence. Now I wish I could
have at least landed a telling punch on one of those
rioters. Maybe the gendarmes_with their English
billy-style clubs did some good.” He glanced at Seth
who stood at the side of his bunk dressed only in pa-
jama briefs, no shirt. He chuckled. “You should be a
girl with that light build. Do you and Sybil compare?”

Seth laughed. “No, she is the better of the two of
Hs. Of course, I'm younger so that might have an in-
uence.

“After seeing her yesterday, I wondered about age.
How much older is she?”

"About ten minutes, we have been advised.”
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Damian grinned, “Now that you mention it, [ can
see a resemblance, You are both beautiful. But how
can you be twins?”

_Seth_sat on the side of the bunk, “The word is
dizygotic; both born at the same time but with differ-
enf genders. We are close friends as well as family.”

“Fraternal twins; I've heard of that.” Damian
squinted in the early morning gloom. “Don’t tell me
your parents were the same. That would be incest.”

. They both laughed. “Neither of us are experienced
in the sensual arts. Our parents kept us closely teth-
ered thou%h we did manage sex-ed classes at school,
some random porno at overnight sleepovers, like
that,” Seth said in an easy tone.

“So youve managed some freedom now, They
might show up any moment to check on you.

Seth was silent for a long moment before he an-
swered. “They were both killed in an airliner,_crash.
We are here on the insurance proceeds. Sybil is de-
termined to further her education. I can’t answer for
her sexual adventures, if any.”

~ Damian coughed and touched his chest with his
fist. “I'm sorry, Seth. That was really awkward; I
might have guessed. There seems little I can do or
say.

Seth imé)ulsivegf, caught the edge of Damian’s
blanket and tucked it under his chin, “Please; it’s not

M ”

a problem unless we make it one.

“You are generous.” Damian moved over on the
bunk to make space. “You've been comforting me all
evening. I should do the same for you since I brought
up such a personal topic. Climb under these covers
and you can go to sleep. Maybe you will forgive my
crasS comments.”

Seth shrugged and, remembering that Damian
had only the boxer shorts on, stretched out on the
bed, He sighed when Damian moved one knee over
Seth’s reclining body.

The fleshy contact sent waves of erotic feeling

through him. “Damian, I’'ve never been this close to a
guy before. Nor a woman, for that matter.”
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. “Are you complaining? Maybe you are feeling infe-
rior because you are not a girl.”

Seth chuckled. “No complaint, I like the closeness.
[ may be short on experience but I'm informed.”

“I can’t believe this; an American virgin in Paris,
And Sybil?”

She has never mentioned one way or the other.
?he is aware, however, that her looks attract atten-
ion.

Damian moved his knee higher on Seth’s thighs.
When he heard Seth suck in his breath, he relaxed
the contact. “One of these days she might look down
to see her favorite girlfriend lapping between her legs,
After that we can only guess what will happen.”

“The thought makes me wish I could be a girl.
Think of the thrill.”

Damian pressured higher, far enough to again en-
age Seth’s genitals, “It can be done, you know. Uh,
eing a girl, I mean.” He raised one arin high enough

so he could touch Seth’s lips with his finger, The soft
fingertip caressed the fine line of his jaw and onto his
lips again. “Do you know what you would be doing
right now if you were in fact a girl?”

“Yes, but I don’t think I could be good for you. I've
never been in such a situation.”

Damian removed his knee and deftly clawed gentl
on Seth’s flat tummy, “Nice figure for a guy,” he said,
teasing. “Would you like it?”

“Like what? I’'m afraid of what you are going to
say.

. Damian laughed, “You may have wondered about
it. Do you like me? My looks? Being with me as a
friend? As a lover?”

“Omigod, Damian, Take it easy, please. This is all
too fast for me. You_are suptposed to be injured. The
pills from Sybil can’t be that good.” He knew he was
running his words together. Next he was aware of
Damian’s hand creeping over his naked torso, lower
onto his stomach, He knew he couldn’t hide the dull
throb signaling his erection.
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~ Damian touched lig[htly at the soft flesh. After go-
ing lower, he felt Seth’s raging erection. “Yes, we
should talk, I don’t want to rush you; not my style.”

“T'hanks. I don’t want you to know how dumb I
am.

. Damian giggled as if self-conscious. “A bit of expe-
rience lacking here and_ there doesn’t make you
dumb. You are thinking about it now, aren’t you?”

In a labored hreath, Seth whispered, “The answer
to all your questions is ‘yes.’I do like you. You are my
friend. I was in a panic when you had such chaos this
evening. You are verg handsome, as you know. But
being easily arouse bry appearance doesn’t cover
whatl see. You are hot. 'm not doing this well, am [?”

“You don’t seem in a panic. Let me help.” Damian
begla;n a tantalizing touch along the length of Seth’s
cock.

“Do you want a gentle hand job? I can do that.”
“So can [.”
Damian laughed lightly. “On me or you? Both?”

. “You are confusir(l)% me. I've known a long time that
it would happen., course, my interests went to
some very attractive girls in my life. Now, I'm on the
edge of anhew experience.” Seth closed his eyes to en-
joy the ecstatic moment.

Damian turned his hand, palm down, to slip be-
neath Seth’s shorts. “Take this off,” he demanded. “I
don’t care that you've not had it. Think, Seth. I'm go-
ing to take you so that you can feel my warm, lush,
wet mouth Sucking you until you explode.”

Seth removed his shorts. He almost fainted with
the torment Damian caused. He closed his eyes as
the muscular ‘hunk’ began an exciting, soothing,
jacking back and forth.

Later, Damian quietly left the bed. The morning
sun peeking through the blinds awoke him. He re-
;[lﬁect((i:d on what had happened in those early hours of

e day.
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_He found a note on the kitchen table. “Went to the
clinic. There is to be a subsidy for anybody injured
last night. Later. Call your sisfer.”

Three

Sybil walked swiftly along the Champs-Elysé€e. She
was to meet Seth at Montmartre but the events of the
prior evening had so thoroughll:y frightened her that
she was unsure of her step. Finally, she saw him
seated near the exit, back to the crowd, reading.

They embraced. “It’s a marvel you aren’t hurt,” she
said to him,

He looked furtively around as if expecting armed
conflict. Thouigh the luncheon crowd was subdued,
there was still talking, laughing and music flowing
from the inside, He watched the waiter drop menus
on other tables before reaching them.

“Your phone_ call alerted me. Actually, when you
called I was going to go out for a stroll. No more of
that, for certain.” He took her hand. “I hope nobody
was hurt at your place. I could see no purpose in run-
ning headlong through that mob to reach you. It’s
quiet now.

“For how long?” she said with disdain. “Well, as
long as you are not injured, we can be grateful.”

Damian, the chap you saw at the garden gate, was
assaulted when he tried to get from his Friday night
poker game to the street and home. He is at the clinic
now. | gave him some of your pain pills. They worked
fine. Thank you.”

She smiled ruefully. “So, did you two hide like chil-
dren being scolded?”

“Not so; I helped him into a hot bath and then to
bed. He didn’t have any visible injuries but I suspect
(siome cracked ribs du€ to being Kicked while he was

own.

“They are monsters.” She observed him with her
original, severe inquiring look. “You better tell me,
Seth. You know you can't keep carnal secrets from
me after all our confidences.”
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His lips turned down in a brief smile. “We had sex.”
er” raised his eyes to confront her stare. “Well, sort
of.

“You mean not all the way? What does that
cover-sort of?”

"Just a hand job but I loved it. It wouldn’t have
happened without your pain pills.”

She gazed at the luncheon crowd as if in fear every-
one could overhear. Of course they could not but she
was ready to break and run if h€r brother’s confes-
sion might cause an uprising. “So,” she replied in her
best icy tone, “it’s my fault. Explain that.

“Darling, you are over-reacting. You have to un-
derstand. He had been victimized by some political
movement none of us_ know about. It was a
high-00tension moment. Reviewing how it happened,
[ realize he wanted it but it took that assault, the un-
rest, and the uncertainty of his friends to lower his
caufion. I did not object.”

She pointed at some menu item for the attentive
waiter and said, “Vino. Red,” in her practiced French.
After hes1tat1ng[, she watched him with a wary eye.
“Are you going to object?”

Seth_squirmed in his chair and sipped his wine.
“No, I liked it. I want more.”

She slammed her hand, face down, on the table,
:[Fﬁle sharp crack caused several heads to turn toward
em .

“Are you aware of what he wants from you?”
"Not exactly, What are you asking?”

“After he goes down on %ou, he will ask the same in
return. Did you two talk about it even though he was
in pain? Seth, this is weird.”

_“He wanted a girl but I was a replacement of a
kind. He was very gentle with me, Just before he fell
asleep—passed out more like it—he asked me if [ was
Jéealou,slo,f you and further inquired if I would rather

e a girl.
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She drained her wine glass and motigoned the
waiter for another. “Why would you possibly even
consider being a girl? This is really lame.”

_Seth was quick. “He asked if I had any experience
with girls. I told him the truth, that [ had none. Also, I
admifted I’d never had a gay experience.”

“And after that?”

“l see how easily gou charm your girlfriends. If I
could do that, I could enjoy sex with girls. Are we re-
ally birds of a feather, sister dear?”

_ A cloud of uncertainty hung over them. They fin-
ished their meal in abject silence. Finally, after Seth
paid the check, she stood up. “Take mé home, Any
more talk like this and I'll need an analyst.”

Late that evening, Yvette came in to find Sybil with
her head buried in her Plllow sobbing. en_she
looked up at her roommate, tears streaked her face.

Yvette hastily took her in her arms; they em-
braced. “Darling, what in the world?”

“I think Seth is gay. It happened last night when
everyone was so frightened.”

Yvette sighed and patted her back for comfort. “If it
was going to happen, why delay it? Are you, sure I]ust
one night of a riot forced him to change his lifestyle?”

“He said I was over-reacting. We have both seen
some tough times recently. Our parents were killed
in an airline crash. That was totally bad exce?t, that
the income from insurance paid” for this trip to
France with someg left gover.” She broke from her sobs
and forced a smile. “Thank you for being my friend.
I'm not experienced in sexuality but, even so, [ con-
sidered Seth and I settled in our attitudes. Now I real-
ize I was mistaken.”

Yvette loosened her embrace. “Honey, you are both
hot and are meeting the sexy city with innocent hon-
esty. If you want to get laid, go to the AMEX cafe, Sex,
all kinds and flavors, is rampant on this campus You
are your own person, uh, with a great figure I might
add, so just stand up, wave your finger and pick from
the line.” She laughed as if it was a private joke.
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“I'm not ready for any of that though I have won-
dered when [ see two “girls ha]foqpﬂy just being to-
ether. What can I say to Seth? Right now I'm afraid
e feels alienated and I don’t want that to go on for
very long. We need each other to stay straight.”

Yvette was s%zmpatheti,c. “To begin with, Seth has
wisdom in that he considered gou over-reacting. It
seems to me that a random hand job does not make a
lifestyle, Like you, he may have been wondering from
time-to-time. 'If his friend continues to satisfy him,
well, it may get serious. As for a sex change, that too
would fall info the curiosity mode. Getting wigged out
won’t helip him, What he might not have considered is
the simple fact that us girls in a lot of situations are
asked to give head to safisfy or gain some advantage.
Boy-on-girl; girl-on-girl or boy-on-boy. It isn’t essen-
tial, just possible.”

She stood up and went to the sideboard to pour
them both some wine, “Give it some thought. You
each have a great body to give so use it wisely.”

_Sybil followed Yvette across the room to get some
win€. “You have encyclopedic knowledge at your fin-
gertips. How does that happen when we are near the
Same age?”

Yvette handed Sybil the glass of wine. “Simple to
?onder of but not éasy to explain. I know me better
han you know you.”

Sybil giggled. She was closer to Evette in the quiet
moment. “Seth explained another issue that he ap-
arently thinks supports his sex-change theory.
aving had more than one failure with girls he ad-
mired, he has convinced himself that, as a girl, he
couk% seduce girls, I don’t think he has extended that
very far.

Yvette sipped her wine and gazed with serious elyes
over the rim of the glass. “I see you,” she said play-
fully. “We have a lot to discuss to'get %ou two through
all this. I have a suggestion; think about this. There
are professionals that might help your perspective. In
selecting one, be certain she is a qualified therapist
that follows the ‘Benjamin Standards of Care for
Gender Identity.’ It should help.”
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C“If T mention that to Seth, he will think I'm calling
him crazy and will object to every topic after that.”

~ "You have to handle it in a casual way. Don’t men-
tion the gender crisis subject up front but dwell on
his curiosity. That might work.”

. Yvette went to her desk to answer a phone call, She
listened, was thoughtful a moment, then put the
phone down,

“Can I help?” Sgbil asked, seeing that Yvette was
deep in thought, “School problem?

. Yvette brightened. “No but thanks. Just a some-
time girlfriend asking a favor. I really don’t want to
get involved right now. Class demands would suffer
and one low grade would swiftly send me back sniff-
ing lavender in Provence.”

Sybil stood next to Yvette. She was dressed in her
Terrycloth, robe, heading for the shower. She
stopped, finished the glass of wine and stared di-
r(ic,ly, at Yvette as if an important thought needed ex-
plaining.

“Yvette, is the reason you are so well informed be-
cause you have had sex with a girl? Tell me to shut
up if I'm prying, please.”

"Um, a few, It would be more if I had learned to be
ag%resswe, Some girls seem willing to jump into any
bed for a round of tantalizing ecstasy, I’'m short on
experience because I am very particular about who I
enlist for sex. We probably would not be discussing
this if Seth hadn’t opened the door for us.”

"I know you respect my concern for my brother.
Have I offended you? Not'intended except, uh, well,
you know.”

"No, I don’t know any of it. Does Seth’s interest in
ay sex cause you curiosity as well? I mean, uh,
wins and all.”

"I can’t answer that rigt}llt now but I am thinking

about sex with a girl, Perhaps it is because Seth is
thinking about sex with a guy, Lopsided, right?”

Page - 18



RELUCTANT PRESS

In gne impulsive move, Yvette held the door open
for Sybil. “Into the bath for you, pretty girl,” she said
witha wide smile.

By the time Sybil came out of her bath, Yvette had
left for a lab class. The loneliness of the room closed
in on her so she put on her Bermuda shorts and
walking shoes. The pedestrian path along the water
was a magnet for physical fitness enthusiasts.

The summer green scents mingled with the banks
of flowers, bushes and some art-nouyveau sculptures
of varying themes. She ke?t up a lively step until
reaching the ‘pont neuf,” stopped for a'rest and to
start the return trip. It was a beautiful early evening
in the City of Light.

“Hello, I'm Destra.”

‘Sybil spun around to face a heautiful young grilrl
with the complexion of coffee toffee. Surprised, she
blurted out, “Oh! I'm Sybil, Sorry to be so withdrawn;
just random thoughts.”

_Destra laughed. “I could tell. My apologies if I'm
disturbing you. I've seen ygu on the campus at the
American University. I’'m going back there now; shall
we walk together?”

Sybil nodded ‘yes’ and they started out together.
She realized she was scantily dressed with bare legs
and a loose halter keeping her breasts in place, The
thought of her white skin against Destra’s olive tone
made€ her blush. “Thank you for su%éestmg the com-
pany. It is getting late and I'm told there are girl-eat-
ing monsters loose in these parts.” She giggled and
hustled to keep up.

"When they reached Sybil’s sorority, Destra
touched her arm gently. She€ smiled and said, “That
was a real treat méeting you on the grand esplanade.
Shall we do it again?”

OMG, Sybil thought. This gorgeous creature just
asked me for a date, well, sort of, “That would be nice,
If we set a time we can avoid, sklgpln the opportu-
nity. Tomorrow; here about six, then?” She watched
in suspended amazement as the lovely girl walked
firmly away, She didn’t look back.
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Seth looked ug when Damian came in. “That’s a
better entrance than the one [ recall from last night.
What’s the news from the clinic?”

Damian busily cracked a tray of ice cubes, filled a
l‘Elall glﬁsg and uncorked some white wine. “Thirsty?”
e asked.

“I'll join you. Glad to see you feeling better.”

"Thanks, later you get to change the bandages
?r%q[r,l,d my chest. That doctor’s aide wound ‘em really
ight.

"Doctor Seth at your service.”

Damian sat heavily on his bunk and kicked off his
dusty shoes. “I was right; damaged ribs but not bro-
ken,"Maybe that guy who kicked me had other issues
on his mind. Otherwise I might have expected a more
thorough assault.”

Seth sipped his wine cooler and looked away, dis-
tracted momentarily. “I had lunch with Sybil today,”
he began. “We had a chat, I told her what ha Eened
to you during the riots, She was interested and hopes
you aren’t se€riously injured.”

“;é”nd? And what did you tell her or did you chicken
out:

Seth was nervous. “We discussed gender reassign-
ment, Not a lot of detail.”

“What was her comment? She is certainly intelli-
gent enough to think that through.”

“We are direct; honest with each other, All she said
was ‘naVve’.”

Seth took a deep breath and waited for Damian’s
opinion. “She’s correct, of course, To make a major
life char;glr%y event based on one very tentative Sex
contact is obviously juvenile.”

“I told her you were going to teach me what I would
need to know as a young girl going out with boys.”

"I doubt she believed any of that. As we sag; in phi-
losophy class, how did you leave it with her?”
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"It’s still in the air, | plan to meet her again tomor-
row after I've learned more.”

Damian sighed, “I like you, Seth; really, a lot. After
[ made the appointment at the clinic today I hiked
across the block to that office building. They adver-
tised medical sl:[)eaaltles, laboratory services, psy-
chologists, like that. A career counselor gave me a
moment and when | explained your feeling she urged
ou to see a professional who has knowledge of the
aw, the physical changes to expect, that sort of is-
sue. So, in the meantime, we are left to our own de-
vices. | have classes to attend but you have time to
learn as much as you can. As I see if, once the proce-
dure is complete there is no going back. There has to
be an immense amount in the archives, periodicals
and all. Up to you, chum.”

After struggling with Damian’s bandages, Seth let
the water run until fully hot. “This should help,” he
called out. “I can wrap you again after your bath.”

When Damian came out of the bath he found Seth
concentrating on the information he had found on
%E@ 1n,3c,§rnet. e touched Seth on the shoulder. “Any-

ing’

“Yes; for once I'm not alone like I thqu§ht. There is
a lot of transgender interest, Also, an inferesting es-
say on birth abnormalities like trannies and so on.
One seriously illustration on fellatio and cunnilingus
that went info detail on procedures, hygiene, all that.
Yesterday, after the riot, | was wondering about these
issues, Now I’'m getting excited.”

Damian gathered his bandage kit. “I'll look like an
Egyptian mummy when you’ve finished wrappin
me. Right now I don’t feel the need but probably wi
when the medicine wears off. Get dressed; we’re go-
ing for a walk.”

_As they walked with purposeful steps down_ the
wide avenue, Seth shook off the feeling of doom from
the night before. “Where are you leadihg me?”

“Astraﬁ, if no place else. There is a singles bar
around the corner. It’s where the fugitive poker play-
ers made their escape down the alley.”

"Yes, you told me.”
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"Don’t be uptight; I'm buying you a drink and, with
some luck, will introduce you around. It’s abouf time
they had the pleasure of & new face to admire.”

Once inside, Seth was in a new world as a fresh
ambiance caught his senses. The old-fashioned
strobe light flashed on shadowy figures on the nar-
row dance floor. The display behind the bar blended
colors with _attractive bottlés from all over creation.
He accepted Damian’s hand and they sat at a cocktail
table to soak up the atmosphere,

“What is this place? I'm mesmerized.”

Damian laughed and motioned for a friend to_join
them. “This is one of the lucky poker Ela%lers.’ He
stood and offered his hand. Before long the table was
full of jovial friends bent on their joy of the moment
fortified with drink. Damian accCepted one dance
partner, winked at Seth and disappeared in the
ghta}(liows. Another guy quickly took the seat next to

eth.

“Hope you like it here,” he said, “Did Damian kid-
nap you from somewhere or are we just lucky?”

Seth was suddenly on guard. “I had just started
sharing the rooms with Damian when "he was as-
saulted. He went to the clinic today.”

“Good report, I hope. I sure wouldn’t like it if he
took a swm% at me.  Those shoulders are a power
house.” He ropI];[)ed one hand onto Seth’s leg just
above the knee. [t was very casual but Seth was im-
mediately uncomfortable. “By the way,” he said
goftly,” “I'visit here from Samoa so everyone call me

ami.

With Sami’s hand creeping up his leg, Seth looked
up to search for Damian for a rescue attempt. “Did
¥ou know Gauguin?” he asked. He tried to move from
hhg table. “Oh, no; that must have been at Bali or Ta-

iti.

As Damian approached holding twao glasses filled
to the brim, Sami furtively removed his hand and
laughed. “You are so clever.”

t“gan we leave now?” Seth said, slightly exasper-
ated.
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Damian flashed a hostile glance and nodded.
“Sure, let’s go. Bring your drink.” Next he turned to-
ward Sami. “Cool it, OK Sami?”

The slight Samoan shrugged and slinked away
soon to be seen on the dance floor with someone else.

. “Are you disappointed in me? Seth asked. “I was all
right until that guy, Sami they call him, embarrassed
me. [ don’t want to run into him again.”

"My fault,” Damian answered. “I didn’t realize
Sami was on the prowl, Horny is as horny does, I
guess.

“He is well known? Seems everyone, including you,
were paying homage of some kind.”

Damian sighed. “There is more than you realize. [
am not disappointed in you just because you acted
like the self-respecting human you are. Sami has
firm connections politically. He may well have been
involved in the riots last night. Whén you wonder at
his interest, it only remains that his"minions were
stirring up trouble for publicity centered on the so-
rority. Best that he not know Sybil’s identity since
you so deftly rejected him.”

“Wow! He hides it, doesn’t he?” Seth was thought-
ful.d“A” little guy on the make; fugitive from the is-
ands.

"Actually, Sami is more than that. His famijly in the
Samoan ISlands are very comfortable, having been
quick to make lucrative deals after the war. Sami is
well educated, uh, Eton for one, and has money in-
vested in political venues here. It isn’t likely he will be
thrown out of that bar. He all but owns it.”

{ ”E(,), [ innocently offended the big power. Just my
uck.

"Well, not entirely bad luck. Your good looks carry
most of the blame. He wants you and now, having
considered how he may have reacted, he wants you
even more.

"But you stood up to him. Did I involve you in some
way?”
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Damian exhaled, exasperated. “We’ve known _each
other for a long time. I was a lot like you when I first
came to Paris. Sami took me under his wing and I
was OK with that. After his version of seduction, he
moved on and we have been even with each other
since. I refused to attend his political meetings. He
draws support from different political parties. We will
never know how much nor the when-or-where of
such events.”

On the well-worn path back home, Seth and
Damian carried their drinks and occasionally
touched one to the other in a brief ‘toast.” Out of
breath, Damian stopped, leaned a%lalnst a, wrought
iron gateway and grinned. He first heard singing off
key then saw thre€ revelers walking toward them.

“You know these guys?” Seth asked, apprehensive.

"Don’t think so; maybe, Let them pass.”

“Show me the way to go home,

Tired and [ wanna go to bed.

Wherever we may perambulate

On land or sea or real estate

Show me the way to go home”

Seth smiled. “Right amusing, those three,” he said
as the three songsters passed them. “They have their
genders mixed but it’s adding a new dimension to the
Street noises.”

~Damian sat heavily on the bunk and unbuttoned
his shirt. “Help me out of these restraints,” he said,
tugging at the bandages. He watched as Seth’s busy
fingers worked the stays. “Did that Samoan upseét

you? You are a magnet’in some ways, you know.’

Seth frowned. “I wasn’t ready, It’s fair to say he did
not turn me on.”

_“Considering the success of his riot action last
night, [ would guess he was ‘on a roll’ as you Ameri-
cans often say.

"That is a comment I can explain, It started on the
gaming tables and crept into our language.”
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"If he sees us comin a%ain it’s easy to predict he
might take the other side of the street.” Damian bun-
dled up the bandages and set them aside, “Much
better to have a little freedom. I’ll celebrate with a hot
shower, That seems to help.”

As Damian step%:)ed out of his slacks and headed
for the shower, Seth took easy notice of the athletic
body. ‘Just what the Samoan ‘said,” he mused. ‘Pow-
erhouse.” Later he was awakened when Damian sat
on the edge of his bunk. Seth had dozed off leaving
the open book on his lap, “Oogps,” he said quickly.
“You leave me one minute; the next moment I’'m
sound asleep.”

Damian chuckled and gently caressed Seth’s na-
ked leg. “Don’t worry about Sami the Samoan,” he
said pressing with his fingers on Seth’s fleshy thighs.
“By now he 1s on his knees, ur_121¥)p1ng some horny
creature while they try to hide in that short hallway
;go the men’s room. I'ni pleased that sordid tale is not
or you.

Seth leaned back on his elbows. “Have you done
that? Uh, I mean, sex in the hallway?”

Damian laughed and brought one knee up to rest
against Seth’s leg. “Not my escapade, for sure. But,
an issue for you to think about.” Answer this: When
you are aroused with no place to go and not a soul
around to help, would ’lyou rather be watching some
lover giving you head? The bobbing in-and-outtanta-
11Zﬁr1§” your feelings as you stand there wondering
why:

“You have shown me I can have such feelings but,
even so, | hope I never get that far gone. It would have
to ‘\D/e with someone I know or care about. Maybe I'm
naVve.

He grinned at Seth as the younger b%y shuddered.
“Decidedly. You like this, don’t you?” He moved one
hand over Seth’s shoulder, fondled his torso and, as
if b¥< accident, brushed against Seth’s partially erect
cock.

Seth closed his eyes and sucked in his breath.
“Yes, I like it.”

“Want more? I know you do. You had to notice all
those people hanging around the bar drinking, They
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were soaking up, sex like a damp cloth. It’s a game of-
ten played but, it has been my experience, not likely
anyone will force you unless you camp on Sami’s
doorstep.” Damian chuckled.

"l wasn’t aroused by Sami’s advances. 1 was
shocked at first, then horrified. Sure was happy to
see you arriving with the drinks.”

Without further mention, Damian stroked Seth’s
“E)}(l)n%,—,hard cock using just three fingers. “OK with
IRy,

“Yes, I feel all out of breath, What shall I do?”

"In return for ygur excellent services as my live-in
nurse, you, can  do as you wish.” Saying nothing
more, Damian released the slight knot holding his
towel together. “Give me your hand. It’s time you quit
thinking about me.” He pushed Seth’s hand down
until the tingling fingers found his erection. “Take it,
cute boy, §et used tothe touch. Fleshy, I know. Excit-
ing, that too. Uh, yes; back and forth. Oh, I believe
you really do like me.

_In the flash of an erotic adventure, both men were
Jéackmg each other with the evident goal in mind.

eth was on the edge of control as he stroked,
pressed and pushed o give Damian the ecstasy he
seemed to need. The hand of nature took over. He
threw himself into the sensual kiss; 11%)8 exploring
and licking, sighs, squeals and moans. “You're ready,
aren’t you?” Damian asked.

“Yes, no, maybe, I don’t know,” Seth responded.

Damian leaned into him, shoulders tilted until his
warm lips nibbled the flesh of Seth’s flat stomach.
“I'm coming closer, If you want more, now is the time,
If not, you have this last chance to push me away. No
argument.”

“What are you going to do?”

"I told you already, I'm ready to take you the way
Sami would like.”

"Which is, uh, what?”
Damian inched lower and wet Seth’s burgeoning
cock with the flat of his tongue. Next, he parted his
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lips and Seth’s untried sex was history. The firm lips,
tongue and mouth engaged with a tormenting thrust.
Deeper and back, in and out, Damian was bringin

oung Seth to néw heights. He looked up to see 1

cth was géettmg the passion he intended. Seth was a
sight-hands clamped against Damian’s head, mouth
aigape and tongue snapping back and forth, eyes
closed, then open with the onrush of lust.

. Damian moaned in pleasure and worked it deeper
into his throat. “Cum, damn you,” he said with force.
Deeper and he swallowed.

Seth called out his craving. He shoved his body up
to meet Damian’s busy mouth. “Yes, yes; [ will. Can’t
stop. It’s so good.”

Damian took all he could, It was the gallant prize
he had wanted since first seeing the innocent Ameri-
can lad. He rolled away and reached his arm across
Seth’s body. He was alr,ead%z planning to invade
Seth’s lush'mouth and ultimately to find satisfaction
between the cute, firm buns awaiting his pleasure.

Four

,Loné shadows cast by the late afternoon sun re-
minded that Sybil time was near for her meeting with
Destra. She glanced at her watch and searched the
siea of faces busily keeping schedules to and from
class.

“Hello, there; glad you decided to wait. Sorry to be
fashionably lafe as T've heard denizens_ from the
States use for an excuse.” Destra grinned and took
Sybil’s hand. “Marvelous_to see you, I think about
you. In a pleasant way, of course.”

Sybil grinned and they set out along the path to
the "bridge where they had met the previous day.
“Nice that someone thinks of me,” she said softly,
more to herself than to Destra.

“I know you are joking. That cute, sexy figure you

carry with you everywhere must attract admirers in
legion strength.”
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Theg laughed. Sybil admitted the truth as Destra
walked along beside her. She wore her Bermuda
shorts, halter and_ decorative cap. With bare legs
flashing health and toned muscles, she told herself
she had dressed for comfort. Yet, she considered,
glancing at Destra, she knew she wanted to appear
enticing in the company of such a mature woman.

Destra caught her watching. “There is a bench up
here a ways. Want to rest for a moment? Am [ cor-
rect? You want to talk? Whatever is on your mind, I'm
the perfect listener, I don’t carry tales.”

The rough wooden bench was easy to miss be-
cause of nature’s growth all around it. Destra
brushed off some leaves and they sat down,

After going into a brief litany of the Penrod family
tragedies, the airline crash and growing sexqal1t¥,
she began to shake with sobs of grief. Destra nimbly
embraced, her. They remained silent, hesitating for
several minutes.

Sybil contained herself and_ blurted out, “My
brother Seth is a closet gay. I don’t know what to
make of it.”

. Destra was pensive. “Can you answer some ques-
tions? Like, how long has this been %pm on? Is he
going to ‘come out’ and adopt the gay lifestyle? There
are gray areas. Of course, sex on the University cam-
pus is rampant so_ this was perhaps not the right
?lace to bring your brother. He has to be sensitive to

he man%z advances, boys as well as girls. In some

arts of the planet his life’s interest is severely cur-
ailed. How do you see all this? A few answers with-
out the innuendo might show a possible escape if in-
deed there is one needed.”

_“You are wonderful to take me under your wing
like this. The lifestyle you mentioned is now in con-
tention. He is very jealous of me, as he tells it, and
wants to change "his gender to feminine. Whatever
that might mean as far as surgery, transvestite,
whatever, is still unanswered.”

_ Destra sighed. “] see a risk you may not have con-
sidered.” She touched Sybil’s arm for emphasis.

“I often_think I've missed it all. You seem well in-
formed, How do you handle these blank pages in
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¥our life? You are very attractive, worldly as well. Is
h%g,e something I should know about you, about
us?:

“Have you, uh, had sex with a girl? It might be true
that your confusion about your brother stems from
your inexperience. Am [ wrong?”

"I look at you and see an attractive, sensitive mod-
ern woman destined for a future. If [ was to decide to
get better oriented, I think someone like you would be
acceptable, I've heard of some aggressivé women who
would scare me to distraction. But you mentioned
some risk?”

Destra chuckled at the turn the discussion had
taken, “They are called dykes or, sometimes, diesel
ykes, 1 agree with you they are tg be avoided.” She
took Sybil’s hand. “The risk I mentioned is the one of
stability. Consider both sides., Your brother may
right now be finding his way through the jungle of
emotions. He may have legitimate reasons to want to
reflect a woman’s lifestyle. If it is his yearning and he
follows the lead like the carrot and the donkey, well,
he might discover some, feehn%? wholly acceptable.
Or wholly unacceptable in which case he ought to be
able to put all the sensitive thoughts behind him.”
She was watching Sybil’s expression change with
each thought she posed.

“I believe history in your country includes the in-
fluence of suffragettes. You would be hard pressed to
make me believe those gals sat around doing their
knitting through such an upheaval in their lives.
Pressure, tension, anxiety, and sexual coming out all
add to paths of behavior not usually encountered.
The usual, as you know, is husband, mortgage, ba-
bies, diapers, and so on. Do you agree?”

Sybil sobbed again and pressed a tissue to her
nose. “You are scaring me, One would think fraternal
twins of suitable resources would be able to confront
complications in their life, Right now I'm considering
joining the suffragettes.” She forced a smile.

Destra was still holding Sybil’s hand as she stood
up. “Come on; let’s finish outr walk. [ don’t think that
bridge will wash away but, in the light of these heavy

topiCs and issues, it just might.
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Sybil increased her stride to keep up but the obvi-
ous  was _on her mind when she glanced aside at
Destra, ‘Does this girl want me in her bed?’

“You seem deep in thought,” Destra said softly.
They were on the span of the bridge. “Did [ frightén
¥ou. with my words? Unless I'm mistaken, you asked

or information.”

Sybil pretended to be fascinated by some water
fowl swooping near them. Then, “What'was all the ri-
oting about? Never have [ been that close to random
mob violence.”

Destra took her hand and pressed the nimble fin-
gers together. “I can see why you are concerned. Do
you know about Sami the Samoan?”

“I think Seth mentioned that name, What are you
asking?”

Destra frowned. “You have a saying to cover Sami’s
activity. It’s called ‘big man on campus,’ 1 believe,
That mob carrying the signs that few people can read
were responding to Sami’s instructions. It is a politi-
cal p%stul;,lng and, for many of us, we can safely ig-
norée him.

Sybil sighed but did not remove her hand from
Destra’s grasp. “Tell me, please.”

“All right. Sami saw us together §lzesterda . He
called me to ask who you were. I soon learned he al-
ready knew about thé new twins on campus. He so
thoroughly frightened dyour brother at the gay bar
that apparently he felt deeply offended by what he felt
was rejection. Sami is not the man to accept rejection
raciously. Part of the riot, he suggested to me, was
o get Seth’s attention. He mentioned someone
named Damian as well.”

Sybil’s chin quivered as she worked to control the
sobs growing inside her. “It is obvious Sami was not
aware of Seth’s fragile nature. He was wrong to so
quickly take offense

“No doubt but that changes nothing, Sami is deter-
mined which means he will 'stop at nothing. To get his
way, I can see little but grief for your gentle bro. It is a
sort of code of behavior he brings from the Samoan
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culture. In his home islands, he is high-born and no-
body refuses his advances, boy or girl.”

Sybil sniffed and touched her nose with a tissue.
Damian is Seth’s roommate. I'm not very well-in-
formed, it seems.” She plunged her face into Destra’s
shoulder. “This is awful.”

“Do you want me to intercede on your behalf? I can
talk to’ Sami; I've known him a long time. I can tell
him I think he is King of the islands and he will calm
down. Well; probably.”

"Would you do that for me? [ realize we’ve just met.
Sami may have his ethics but Seth and I have ours
too, We take care of each other. If I can be assured
Seth is safe from this man’s advances, I can be very
grateful.”

Destra was pensive. “The easiest would be for Seth
to allow Sami to seduce him. That might be compli-
cated if he and Damian are ﬂedghnig lovers. Sami
knows Damian from early on and would probably de-
hglt')lt in ‘running away’ with Seth to show Damian he
is'boss.

“Am I being too sensitive? Is there a real danger?”

. "Precisely what I’'m trying to avoid. Shall I try talk-
ing to Sami? Sometimes he listens and will play the
martyr, so to speak.” She tightened the embracé and
gently kissed Sybil’s forehead. “If 'm unable to help,
maybe the more direct suggestion will be all that’s
left. We can, as you say, cross that bridge later.”

Sybil looked up at Destra. Her face glowed with in-
terest and her mascara was makm% slight outlines
on her face. Her eyes glistened. Sybil sniffed and re-
laxed in Destra’s arms. “How can’l ever thank you?”

“We can discuss that later. We have to keep our
wits about us. Sami is accustomed to winning all and
diverse but certainly not each and every one. I have
one issue on my mind and I'll stop tornienting you.”

Sy)bil kept staring into Destra’s eyes. “What is
that?”

Destra lifted her chin with a lieht touch of two fin-

gers. “This!” she said and kissed Sybil’s waiting lips
with outrageous insistence.
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Five

Restless and lonely with Damian in class followed
by physical fitness on the soccer field, Seth decided
to bugz an early dinner at the AMEX cafe. He found a
remote table overlooking the gardens.

"May | sit here?” The stunning young woman
plunkéd her stack of books on a chair.

Seth looked up. He made no effort to hide his ap-
preciation of her good looks. “Of course; plenty of
room, Can [ help you with all that loot?” he asked,
gomtmg at her collection of notes, text books and the

ulging purse.

~Sh 1\Aout her ‘,cre%z down and sat gingerly opposite
him. “My name is Yvette,” she said, smiling. Her eyes
twinkled, friendly but shy.

“I'm Seth Penrod,” he said, looking out the window
as if it was important.

"I know,” she said with an audacious touch. “I met
you during intro-week. I can understand if you don’t
remember me. Do other girls stalk you, as well?”

He grinned. “You have caught me unawares. But,
no, not even one girl. Well, perhaps you. Can you ex-
plain?”

“You are my roommate’s brother.”

"With so few guys on the campus that could be in-
teresting. You are very pretty.”

Finally she broke out laughing. “We are discussing
a girl named Sybil Penrod? American.”

Seth blushed. “It appears we have a_topic in com-
mon, First, if you are rooming with Sybil, life must be
very agreeable. She is a nice person.”

“Besides her natural charm, she is beautiful.”
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"It’s in the genetics,” he answered and laughed.
“Sorry, I couldn’t resist, [ don’t get to talk to remark-
able girls like you.”

After finishing the meal, they went to the student
lounge, ordered a pitcher of beer and settled on a
comiortable settee,

Yvette danced all around the subject of
transgender interest. Later, finally, she started tg
collect her belongings to leave. “Tinie for me to scoot,”
she said, “if that is an American cliche.”

“I can’t get over the feelin% ou have an issue you
i)v%nt'p”to iscuss with me, all we plan to meet
ater?

"Sure, right here, Same time?”
As quickly as she had appeared, she was gone.

#

Yvette slipped into an alcove to answer her cell
phone. “Yes, Sami,” she said somewhat breathless. “I
can hear you fine. What is it?  thought we settled our

differencés. Am [ wrong?”

Sami hesitated for effect. “Something new and, ah,
lucratiye, has come up. Am1to be sure you are still in
need of some ready cash? How much?

_ Yvette was immediately wary. “Just give me some
idea of what you want, Sami.”

He chuckled. “I'm interested in your friend, Sybil
Penrod.”

“Get serious, Sami, You are not into girls now, is
that it? There are lots of ‘em around just, as you say,
for the taking. Why pick on me?”

"Couple reasons, [ can trust you, Secondly; the
‘f)lrotk,}er, Seth, fits a new order I have for the likes of

im.

"Why bother me? You want the guy, go take him.”
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"Can’t do that with Damian involved. I need young
Seth Penrod to volunteer without argument. You can
do it, I know.”

Yvette was impatient. “I knew coming to a campus
that has only one guy to every four girls was too %?od
to be true. OK, what do you want me to do and how
much do I get paid?”

#

Again, loneliness closed in from the four walls and
Seth decided to ‘chance’ a walk toward the gay bar.
He ]%)rom_1sed himself he would not go in; just for a
brief outing in the early evening.

_Passing the signature wrought-iron gate, he
sighed remembering the evemng he had helped
Damian to get home. Damian was doing fine until the
pain killers wore off,

A voice_from the shadows: “Monsieur Penrod, I
presume?”

He stopped dead still. The mysterious night visitor
stepped from the shadows. “Yé&s,” Seth answered in
his unsteady voice, “Who is it?”

Coming closer, the light caught his features-Sami
the Samoan. “We need to have a chat,” Sami said
moving against the taller guy.

“Not that I'm_aware of,” Seth replied. “If I offended
you the other mg[ht at the club, I apologize. It was un-
intentional and T was complefely uninformed about
you.

Seth turned to walk away. Sami fell in beside him.
As they approached the corner, Sami took Seth’s arm
and shoved him into a darkened garden. Seth obedi-
ently sat where Sami pushed him.

“You seem a nice lad, Seth,” Sami began with sug-
ary words,. “But assuming you merely offended me is
far from the mark. You made peoplée laugh at me in
an apparent effort to appear more in control than you
were. | was embarrassed. When you implored
Damian to leave with you, well, it inade matters
WOTSE.
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Seth looked quickly down to see Sami move one
hand onto his inner thigh. “There is nothing I can do
about history, Sami. Please understand.”

"I've thought it over and decided to give you a
chance to beright with me. Does that interest you?”

~Seth sucked in_his breath. The roaming hand on
his thighs was distracting. “Would whatever dyou
have in mind involve a public display of some kind?”

“You are tog clever. I understand from chatting
with Damian that you are learning more about the
transgender procédures. Are you aware what
wealthy, free-loving young ig1rls with provocative lips
are asked to do in this world?”

"l have a hunch you are about to tell me. How
n%1gohpt”that make us e€ven in the eyes of the guys at the
clubs:

Sami sat back and rocked gently, still holding Seth
close. He cupped Seth’s crotch and pressed it in, then
back, then encircled. “I know you have enjolzed
Damian’s touch or, if not, it’s certainly a dark mark o
mystery. You are very difficult to arouse, it seems.”

Seth’s mind grasped pictures of risk-coercion,
compelling, gang-bang, the narrow hallway outside
the restroom door. He was frightened. “You give me
credit for more experience than is true.”

Sami touched Seth’s lips with one finger and next
drew a tantalizing line all around. “Did you go down
on Damian? He is a very attractive and a well'accom-
plished man.”

“I did not!”

_t'p”Sami chuckled. “Then you have never, uh, done
it?

“Correct; I told you I’'m inexperienced.”
"Does the act of fellatio disgust you? Are ygu the

kind that enjoys your friend’s mouth but not offerin
our own?” He waved his finger. “Bad, bad, Set

4

enrod.’

Seth was on the verge of running but knew there
was no place to hide. He knew from Damian that
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Sami would find him quickly enough. “What are you
going to do to me?”

“l am goin%lto assist you in getting a sex change.
You have all the valuable features. There is no escape
if that is what you are thinking.”

"You are bluffing, 'm aware of how expensive such
an undertaking would be.”

Sami sighed ha?pily. “True but, as the word has it
out on the street, | own the clinic. Well, a good bit of
it. That doesn’t matter. What I would like from you
now is your promise of cooperation.”

“You can forget that, Sami,” Seth answered with a
touch of anger.

"Really? You are the one that is bluffing, Are you
not aware that my, uh, influence around here will put
your beautiful siSter in danger? She will be a fetching
sight stretched on her back, don’t you think?”

Seth exhaled loudly. “If possible, let’s keep Sybil
out of whatever plans you have. She did not ask for

this complication.

“Then it is done, Easy, wasn’t it? You just released
her by agreeing to give me what [ want.

_Aéain, the impulse to cut-and-run was in Seth’s
mind. Sami’s hand was exploring his crotch and the
gentle touch on his lips seemed to burn there. “What-
eyetr! g,ow can [ be certain no harm will come to my
sister?

“Still easy,” Sami said in a sly tone. “You will do as
you are told until you are on the loose.” He stood up
and with one hand caught Seth under an arm and
pulled him to standing. “Come with me, please.”

Behavior involving murder was in Seth’s mind, He
furtively looked around for anything that could be
used as a weapon. Finding nothing, he followed Sami
along a side street and up a flight of stairs to a private
room. He kept thinking of putiing up a fatal fight un-
til Sami shoved him into the room. “In here will be
f1ri;ea[ young American. You have golden prospects for
a future.
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“Did it cross your mind that I'd rather fight than
surrender to you? I don’t want any of what you offer.
Just don’t forget that one day, one year maybe, you
will be caught. You can’t always watch your back.”

~ Sami laughed. “I love itl What an imagination. I
just told you Sybil is at risk and you go right on play-
ing some silly game of wits.” He 'sat on a stuffed love
seat and pulled Seth down next to him. “Give me your
hand,” he said simply.

“I can’t do this, Sami,” Seth said with a voice he
hoped was convincing,

"Nonsense, my ticklish man-child. When this
night is over you will not be able to tell anyone that
urnless, of course, it might seem to your advantage to
lie. Open my belt. Yes, that’s right.”

With trembling finigers, Seth caught Sami’s zipper
and tugged it down. “I' want to be sure Sybil will not in
any way be harmed,” he said. “May | phone her now?”

“You can call her later as often as you like. Now is
not the time to negotiate a losing hand of poker.”

- When Sami felt Seth’s nimble fingers grasp his
r%%ld cock, he moaned and threw his legs apart.
“What a wonderful touch you have. Now be a Sport
and take off your shirt. Yes. Next your slacks. Um,
nice legs. Very feminine.”

. “I sometimes cross dress starting with my sister’s
lingerie.” Seth’s voice was low but the menace was
one. It was disconcerting to stand naked, all but his
riefs, in front of the powerful man who had so out-
witted him.

"Tell me I3{ou liked it when I touched your lips. Did
%og”know then what pleasure this very evening might
er

At that, Sami reached and with one hand on each
hip pulled Seth toward him. After a final brief hesita-
tion, he touched his shirt and indicated to Seth to
open his torso to view. He watched in fascination as
Seth tugged the shirt off his shoulders. “I was not an-

1' »

noyed when you touched my lips.
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“Marvelous.” He stood up and the slacks fell to the
floor so he could ste%) out of them, “Go ahead, start,
You know you want to feel it with your tongue.”

Seth closed his eyes in an effort to think of some-
thing, an _thm(gfr, to take his mind off the impendin
sex act of invading the inner reaches of his mouth.
was all very extraordinary and he fought to keep from
fainting. Thoughts of any harm coming to Sybil
snapped at his'consciousiiess. “All right, Sami,” he
said after some thought. “I'll suck you.”

At that, Sami nearly lost control. He grabbed
Seth’s head in both hands and lined him up so the
untried lips were inches from his corona. With one
knee on the cushion, he held his cock in one hand
and moved the ti alongL,Seth’s hgs, alternately push-
ing and moving back. “Lick the tip; do it!”

_Nearly out of his mind with lust, Sami pressed un-
til he could watch Seth open the desirable lips and in
the form of a large “O,” take the cock into his mouth.
“Oh, yes; what a lovely girl you are going to be.”

_ Completely sated, Sami fell back on the sofa cush-
ions as if out of breath.

Seth knew a deep depression as he sat, apparentl
dumbfounded, looking at his assailant. “May [ call
my sister now?” he asRed as if it was a solemh occa-
sion.

Sami blinked and allowed a drawn smile. “Yes, of
course. I've arranged to have her kept in her room
until you and I finish our business héere.”

Seth was shocked beyond what he could manage.
“Finished! You dumped your South Pacific spunk in
my mouth. What more is there; please, tell me.” He
Punched Sybil’s name into his cell phone and was re-
ieved when she answered.

Sami was rapidly gaining consciousness of sorts.
He waved his hand as if resigned for the moment in
some_ entertaining expectafion. “Go on, CHJO%.”
Sami’s sudden burst of energy surprised Seth but he
was eager to warn Sybil.

“Yvette and I are working on our lab manuals.” Her
voice, always so pure and innocent, disarmed him.
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"Listen, darling. You have to trust me on this. We
have fallen into a trap but I've yet to fathom how
deep. I want you to grab your passport and debit
card. Head for the Normandy coast without attract-
ing attention. When you gfret to Scotland, stay at the
little hotel we enjoyed. I'll get in tquch when [ can.”
He paused, out of breath. “Sybil! Listen! This is seri-
ous. As long as you are in their clutches, I'm forced to
%% as asked. This is not a game. No, don’t hang up.

Sami was grinning. “So _you see; I was right all

along. Get control of yourself. Theatrics will not serve

ou. From this moment, you are in bondage held by
he most difficult kind; your emotions.”

Seth was busy trIZIing to reconnect to Sybil but
there was no reply. He stopped and stared at Sami
with a malevolence even Sami had not seen before. “If
you hurt that girl you will be in deep trouble so abys-
mal it will take all your influence to dig you out.”

Sami was unmoved. “Take it easy, lover. Which of
the two of us do you think knows what is happening
here? Yvette has been instructed to be certain your
sister is kept hostage. You said it earlier; this is not a
§ame.” He pulled Seth to his feet. “Now, fhere is more

o be done, Drop your drawers, please.” He grabbed
Seth’s partially erect cock and worked it until he
could get it in his mouth, “Um; you get more feminine
every moment we’re together.

Seth was swiftl}si entering a cloud of distress. With
(a{es lazed over he said, “l can’t satisfy you, Sami,
ive 1t up.

“You are a marvel, truly, Now, get on the bed, face
on the pillows, there is more to my pleasure which
['ve ful}y earned. One day you will thank me because,
in the final curtain, before it comes down, you will be
the beautiful girl you wanted to be. Thére will be
many adventures; this is just the begmnm%.l_Reuse
your cute buns high in the air. Right, very fetching.”

#

Sybi] looked up to_see Yvette calmly sitting at her
desk thumbing workbook pages, making calcula-
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tions and advising the computer screen with
thoughtful entries,.

At that juncture she had to decide on Seth’s clar-
ity. She knew him to be practical, more so than she,
but a certain }oamc in his voice had alerted her. She
walked casually to her backpack and fished out her
Pastslp?trt‘[ The debit card was in place where she had
ast left it.

Yvette looked up and smiled. “Going someplace?”
she asked and approached Sybil. “You look upset;
was it the phone call?”

Sybil forced a chuckle. “That was Seth, The foolish
lad is at the AMEX buffet and he has left his card at
his room. I'm going to go rescue him.”

Yvette blocked her way. “Not so fast, sweetie. |
know where he is and why.”

The true danger, elusive at first, burst on Sybil.
She shoved Yvette out of the way only to find the door
locked from the outside. Yvette caught her balance
and as if in a show of pride, held u%t e door key that
would open from inside the room. “You have sote ex-
plaining to do,” Sybil said with confidence.

“You already know as much as I do. I'm charged
with keeping you here with me like a hostage. Not
bad duty in €ither event. We are stuck here until told
otherwise. Now, can you calm down and perhaps we
can find something to do other than lab manuals.”

“I need to make a call,” Sybil said testily. She was
not able to reach Seth so'she quickly entered Destra’s
number. Voice mail. “Destra, this is Sybil. Something
is terribly wrong. At the moment [ am being held pris-
oner in my room. Can you help?” She closed the call
when she heard the remote beep.

Yvette moved behind her and held their bodies
close. “So, it’s Destra, is it? I saw you with her; very
svelte. You have good taste, You haven’t reached first
exams yet and you have a lover. Class, [ say.”

“Which is none of your concern. I realize you find

me attractive but my sex life is my own. Don’t shove.
Open the door.”
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With a coy smile and a shrug of her shoulders,
Yvette kept a _firm 1grg) “I’d like to sample your nice
body. Did this girl; Destra, go down on you? That
must have been beautiful.”

Sybil struggled. “It was if you must know. Now, ['ve
no desire to play games with you. Let me out or you
will be a sorry suitor for sure.”

Yvette giggled but kept her hold firm enough to free
one hand to fondle Sybil’s breasts. “I've dreamed of
ettmg[ I§lzou in a compromising tpo_smon like this. No
oubt there are many others buf right now, [ want it.”
She relaxed her hold slightly to await Sybil’s reply.

“OK, then, How much time will I waste tryin§ to
satlsgy %ou before you will let me out so I can go find
Seth?” She felt Yvette’s hand drop from fondling her
breast to pressing her stomach. “Do you really want
me enough to ruin the life we have here? It appears
true so I guess [ should be flattered. You are very
pretty, I've noticed you scampering about the room in
%oulrg,gll—together to get my attention. Do we have a

eal:

Yvette stepped away and made the phone call
Sami was expecting. “This is Yvette. Your pigeon is
still with me. How much time do I have before I get
word from you? Oh? No, I'm not going to tell you what
is on my mind. She is not only gorgeous but ‘hot.”
She closed the conversation, Next she patted the bed
as she sat down. “You are in luck and so am I. We
both get what we want. Come here.”

After what Sybil considered the performance of the
century, she untangled herself from Yvette’s longéleés
and went to the to freshen up. She spotted the
key on the way. At the same time she picked up the
glass paperweight which she wrapped in her school
uniform skirt.

Yvette was bewildered. “That wasn’t just a sexual
exploit,” she said approaching Sybil. “It V\{E},S inspired,

You really did desiré me, You are so cool.

‘ “I have the key and I'm leaving,” Sybil said in a firm
one.

"Can you please allow me a small taste? I'm quite

taken with you. Like you said; we have changed our
life together here but'at least [ have the memory.”
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~ Sybil nodded ‘yes’ and let Yvette remove her pant-
ies. As Yvette went down on her knees to explore the
mystery of her lust, S%Ibll raised her arm high, hold-
ing the paperweight. The connection was like crack-
ing a brittle bone. Yvette was out cold.

Sybil dressed quickly and without a backwards
glance grabbed her backpack and headed for the ele-
vator. She heard the tone announcing the floor and
instinct told her to disappear. She stepped into the
utility closet just as two rough—lookmgbthugs ran

ast her to the room. She only caught a brief glance
L utt it was just one more clue that trouble was in her
uture.

Rather than chance the elevator, she hustled
down the stairway. The lower exit was to the outside,
Running steps Kept her alert and she hid several
times before turning the corner to Seth’s bachelor
pad. She had the key in hand but the door was al-
ready open.

“Is Seth here?” she asked, still out of breath from
running. “I need to talk to him.” With_that she fell
into Damian’s arms, unconscious in a faint.

When she awoke, she was on Seth’s bunk. Damian
sat across the room in the easy chair. He was reading
while sipping Scotch whiskey. “So, our roving twin
awakes,” Damian said smoothly. “I have not seen
your wandering brother but that’is in the hopes he is
getting laid,” he said laughing.

Sybil was immediatel%,aware that her pleaded
school uniform skirt was hiked up, showing a gener-
ous dls%olay of naked thigh, He was staring at her
with inferést. She again tried to contact Seth but
without success.

~ “I'talked to him a while ago. He was in a é)anic or so
it sounded, He asked me to meet him in Scotland; a
hgtelt%v,g know. Do you have any idea what this is all
about:

"Sounds serious to me,” Damian said and walked
toward her. “Do dyou think you are in danger of some
kind? This used to be a peaceful street until Sami
stirred up so much tension.”

She shifted to one side when Damian sat on the
bed next to her. She furtively tugged at her skirt. “I
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don’t know but I now think it best to comply. Can you
get me safely to the TGV station?”

_“Seth and I are friends, uh, intimate friends. I fear,
like you, some mishap has fallen that will affect us
all. T would be very happy to see you on the train for
London. I know Seth would appreciate it.” Damian
moved one hand on_her leg above the knee. The hem
of her skirt was on his fingers.

"l am _aware you two have enjoyed sex with each
other. Therefore, your interest in"me I find confus-
ing.

"Well, that’s true but I consider myself a man of the
world and you are one desirable woman. We can let
nature take the course.” He raised his hand higher.

Sybil pushed his hand away and sat up. “You can
offer me some of that whiskey now, I can scent the
odor all across the room. I've had enough sex for one
day, honestly. [ hope you can understand.”

He returned with two glasses and blocked her from
getting off the bed. “Here, this mag hel%), To answer
your question, I'm not much difterent than most
men. First, it is tem}i)tmg to take advantage of a pretty
damsel in distress. It would be an affront to my mas-
culinity to do otherwise, Secondly; you already know
how aftractive you are.”

She sighed. “Not my day, I can tell that. I had to go
down on Yvette just to get out of her clutches. After
that 1 spent a lot of energy dodging some unlikel
tylg),es calling my name. Now, you show yourself wit
W 1?_ke Jn hand and gleam in your eyés. You fancy
my lips:

He handed her the glass and she took a deep swal-
low. It soothed her anxiety,

_ “If that is the price of a guided tour to the TGV sta-
tion, I really have become a fallen woman. Could you
feel some compassion if I admit to having an affair or
two but with women?”

He again slid one hand beneath her skirt. The
other hand was busily unbuttoning her blouse.

“You want it; so do I, What shall it be?”
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"'l go for some empathy; you seem to personify
the man of the world you claim. If my brother is reall
gl sililo%s”danger, this tomfoolery you are playing will

acklash.

Damian showed his impatience. “Look and listen, I
can make it clear to you. Seth is destined to visit a fa-
mous hospital in the Swiss Alps, called ‘Middlesex
Clinic.” When he leaves there he will be a girl with all
the same equipment you have. It is what he has
wanted. The difference is that he will be in bondage
and to keep in good standing will be asked to, uh,
perform to satisty IEl)alwn’ighcustomers. There is nothing
you or I can do to help. The men you saw chasing you
were real. You will be the victim of sex trafficking.
Twins are at a premium or so I'm told.”

Svybil sat heavily on the easy chair Damian had
kept for her. “What do you want of me?”

His tone was direct but friendly, gentle in a quick
change of demeanor. “Just your cooperation. I want
to let you feel a man’s touch,; Duplicating what you’ve
had with the girl friends might ‘be different. Can we

et started? It’s true I loved sex with your brother.
ow, it’s your turn.”

“And if I refuse? Am I really the target? It’s not af-
f(j,[ctlogl,; is it? How many notches aré€ on your jock
strap?

He slapped_his leg and roared in laughter. “That’s
good; thanks.” Resigned, he picked up his cell phone
and punched a name.

“Who are you calling? What’s going on?”

"Sami. Those thugs that worried you are paid b%z
him. Seth will be so far in debt to him that he will
turn a handsome profit. As a side issue, I can see you
will be warmly welcomed at some brothel or other
overlooking the Levant. I'm calling to tell him to come
get you. And, by the way, Sami wants the same from
you that he’s getting from your brother. Lots of head
and if the inspiration moves him, some anal to satisfy
his longing.”

Sybil started to cry. “I don’t know why I thought I

could trust you. Now'I seem to be in worse trouble for
this mild indiscretion.”
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He opened her blouse and whistled in aippreciation
when the bra cups were removed. “Shall 1 put the
ghone down? How about that guided tour to the train

ound for England? It seems your future is in your
own hand.”

“Never mind making that call. I'm gtl)ad you like m
body. It’s is apparently all I have to bargain with. If
this'is a dream, it is a nightmare. How could I have
known Seth’s constant running off with my under-
wear would end like this?”

Damian released the narrow belt and next caught
the zipper with his fingers. “Lift up,” he said calmly.
When the skirt was removed, he pushed her down
onto the bed on her back. Without histrionics he
Eushed her panties aside and 1:})11unged his lips onto

er sexual center. His tongue, she soon realized, was
practiced. “Very good,” he said coming up to stretch
next to her. “You can take this in your hand now.”

“What is the cost of a ticket to London?”

. "Same as Sami the Samoan. Lots of head, an elas-
tic hymen and some anal. You’re going to be a very
busy girl.”

Six

Sybil finished her last class of the day and, feelin
neat exhaustion, made her way to the wooden benc
so real in memory. It was silent there except for some
rustling of the léaves agitated by the late afternoon
breeze off the water. Very few students strolled by but
she remained unseen away from the walkway.

“What a mess,’ she thou%ht, trying to sort out her
feelings. ‘My lips still burn from Destra’s kiss. Wow,
what a gal!”She slid forward on the bench, elbows on
her knees and chin cupped by her hands. Being
alone for the moment, she didn’t mind that the hem
of her skirt had hiked up, displaying her naked legs.
She was quiet for a long moment. The late sun
winked at her through the flutter of leaves, ‘OK,’ she
thought finally. ‘It’s Destra, I have to admit it, How
could I not know? I want her. She smiled at her diffi-
dence. Next she took a deep breath and exhaled, feel-
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ing free though slightly exasperated. She stood up,
shook some leaves off her skirt and turned to find the
path to the walkway.

"Hello, Sybil.” A familiar voice.

She spun around and was pleasantly surprised to
find herself in Destra’s embrace. “Oh; you startled
me,” she said with a wide smile. “I was Just resting a
while before heading back to my room.

Destra allowed a sli ht grrlggle “l apologize for
sneaki f% %on you. saw you sitting there
alone with t ose gorgeous legs uncovered well, what
else could I d

Sybil sat down again and settled into Destra’s
arms “No need for an apology, You can surprise me
any time like that.”

“Are you upset because I kissed you?”

"Upset? A little. Distraught? Not at all. I liked it
but, truly, you did take my breath away.”

Destra let one hand rest on Sybil’s naked thigh.
“Then you are agreeable?”

“Yes but what am I agreeing to?”

”More of the same,” Destra said quickly and en-
gaged the younger girl in a lengthy kiss- tender and
entle at first, demanding after a onig assault with
er tongue. Holding the k1ss she fond ed Sybil’s legs
until she felt them relax, open to the touch. Next, s
fumbled with the buttons of her blouse until’ she
could put her hand in and beneath the flimsy bra
cups. Sybil’s moan was Destra’s thrill; acceptance.

"Please, Destra ” Sybhil whispered, her voice deep
and crisp, “I've been t inking about this and am not
sure what you want of me.

"But you’re willing, right? Or did I read you
wrong?”

"Willing to what? Oh, yes; I'm OK with this. There
is no othet girl that interésts me as much as you do.”
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Destra guided the girl’s hand lower to press the pli-
?l'rllttthdy' Um, that feels good, I hope you like doing
at to ie.

Sybil closed her eyes. “How _is this going to end?
Oh,’T don’t care. Just hold me.”

Destra touched her soft lips with one finger, Sybil
opened to let her explore. “You have something I
want,” Destra said after an extended French kiss.
“You will have to think it over.”

Syhil was aroused more than she had ever been.
“Anything; just don’t stop what you are domgj What
do you want that has you so enamored of me?”

Destra touched her hair and let her finger tips ride
the soft flesh along Sybil’s cheek onto her throat and
creamy white shoulders. Leaning closer, she whis-
pered in Sybil’s ear. “I want your mouth.

#

Damian came in and dropped his books in one pile
and hauled the groceries to the kitchen.

“Oh, hi,” Seth said with a smile. He looked up from
the book h@ was reading and methodically slipped a
bookmark in place. “Any news?”

“Clinic results all good and, miracle mile, paid in
full. Are you OK with what happened to you in your
bed last night?”

Seth stood up and they embraced. “More than just
OK. It was an amazing experience; shock and awe, I
might say.”

“Good; we can rejoice, if ¥ou wish.” Damian pulled
a bottle of Scotch whiskey from his grocery bag. “We
might start with this.”

As Damian filled two tumblers with cubed ice, Seth
approached him from behind. He ran one hand along
amian’s shoulders, gver onto his torso and held his
hips tight against his body. “I am glad you fancy me,”
he whispered.
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Damian returned the caress by ,searching%l Seth’s
crotch with two strong fingers. Finding a shig t erec-
tion, he moved to excite the younger lad. “I think a
celebration is in order. Several of my card playin
friends are at the club awaiting your appearance.
believe you are a celebrity.”

“You are all crazy but I know I'm just the latest ex-
cuse for a party. Lét’s go.”

#

Damian finished his drink and began to undress.
“I’'m first for the shower,” he said with a chuckle.

Seth watched him as he trudged off to the bath
wearing only a terry cloth wrap around that covered
his body from waist to hips. The firm athletic step ex-
cited him.
“Your turn,” Damian announced with a grandilo-
quent gesture. “I'll be waiting.”

Seth scrubbed his head and upper body before
stepping into the living area they shared. “Oh, I
thought you were %ett_lnlgl.dres_sed for your big out-
ing,” he said with a lilt in his voice he hoped was teas-
ing.

“Come and sit down, We have to talk.” Damian
patted the cushion next to him.

"Um, OK. Anything you say.”

Damian took a deep breath. “Did you know you
mumble during sex? Last evening while you were
humping on that mattress, I was lucky to tuck a pil-
low beneath your bouncing buns.To make a shorter
story, you kept calling out to your sister and when I
answered using her name, you had an enormous or-

asm which I'm guessma;s new in your experience.
ow long have you had the hots for'your sister?”

Seth went stiff, his back ramrod straight. “How
can you say that? Incest! I couldn’t do that.”

_ “Probably so but that didn’t keep Qyou from admir-
ing her. She is beautiful, is she not?”
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"Of course she is. Damian, this is going nowhere.
Are we going to start a celebration?”

Damian relaxed back on the sofa cushions and
took Seth’s hand. “That’s not what I had in mind to
talk over with you but it is interesting, n’est pas? I
went to that TG counselor this afternoon for another
chat. It’s OK if she has the time. She asked that you
get in touch; gave me her card. Um, here it is.”

“That’s probably a f%ood idea; thanks. I've not been
com]:l)lgetel honest with you. Perhaps because Sybil
and T just broke out of our cocoon. She has caught
me several times in the past when I PUt on her girly
stuff like bras, silk skirts, such as that. When she
confronted me, I admitted I liked the feeling of silks
aﬁd stel}ltlgtlg against my skin. She was more tolerant
after that.

"So, it’s no secret to either of you that you want to
be a sister instead of a brother.’I can se€ it.”

"What else did the transgender counselor say?”

"Frank, honest, up-front, brutal in a way, That
was when she suggested you come in for a talk. You
should be aware that the world of sex is at the feet of

retty young girls, As a guy, like now, in the closet so
o speak, your escapades are limited. Once someone,
boy or §1r , fancies you, desires you, think of it. You
be favoring your admirer with a trip between her
legs, lapping for her pleasure or, in the case of an au-
thority figure, taking advantage of what you can do
with your lips and tongue.”

"What do you mean, authority figure? Maybe I just
don’t get it.”

"You will soon engugh. It’s not unheard of, even in
¥our limited past. When the person in your life, like a
eacher, supérvisor, anyone in a position to influence
our behavior, indicated you should be allowing cer-
ain liberties with your nice body. It could be a com-
plex calling, like who gets the b%g contract and how it
1s done. Or a promotion in the future to put you in a
position to influence someone in the group you ad-
mire. You will learn.”

"You are scaring me, Should I interpret this as

our effort to talk me out of changing gender?
ounds like it.”
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Damian refilled their drinks. “I like you, a lot. Once
you have committed to a new life path, there might be
many hoops to jump you are now unaware of. The big
event is one we've both danced with; you like oral sex.
You actually rivaled a Chinese fireworks display last
night. It was awesome.” He reached over and gently
began fondling Seth’s naked thigh. His fingers
reached lower beneath the fold and Seth relaxed,
knees open.

Seth pulled Damian closer, closed his _eyes and
tried to think. “I feel so inadequate,” he said finally.

For answer, Damian took Seth’s hand which he
was still holding and tugged. Feeling Seth’s resis-
tance, he leaned close and ran one fln%gr along Seth’s
l;ips, around and back, pressing and 1§ht1y tickling.
“There are manﬁz techniques you must learn. There
will be times when you can’t hide. You will have to
perform. If you try to avoid a closer call, you will give
away your lack of interest. That might blow the entire
trip, pardon the expression.”

“Are you going to do it again? Show me?”

"Do you think you can take advantage of my good
nature and run away? You will cooperate for as lon
as you think Iylou must but when the passion, the lus
and the crush all descend on you, there is no respite.
Relax your hand; I will guide you.” He pulled Séeth’s
arm until the hesitant hand résted on his rigid tool.

"Damian, please; don’t, not now. Later maybe. Can
\lzlve hdave more to drink?” He tried to remove Damian’s
and.

~ "You love to try my patience, don’t you? All it is go-
ing to benefit you is my anger. I really don’t think you
are ready for an intense tryst of sex. Have you noth-
ing to say?” He passed the glass filled with whiskey to
Seth. “Here, drink this, False courage probably but
might help.

"I've never seen you angry.”

"It’s because you are keeping from me what I
need.”

"And if I can’t do it? Or, worse, if [ am not good
enough.”
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"We shall see; you have to learn.”

The intense moment hung between them like a
whisper.

#

At the club, Damian sat at the head of the narrow
table and orchestrated the drink service. Eventuall
they all toasted Seth’s sex experiment with Damian
and drifted next onto the dance floor.

Not wishing to join in and enjoying the slight glow
from the drinks, Seth rested back and closed his
eyes. He jerked his head around when he felt one
strong hand_on his neck, another_ on his thigh.
“Hello, Seth. Fancy meeting you here,” Sami said in a
ragged voice.

Seth was immediately on alert. “Hands to yourself,
Sami; please.”

“As you wish, Have you talked to your sister to-
day?”

) Sg(;,th went cold. “Not recently, What are you say-
ing?

“Her cute roommate, Yvette, has left for Normandy
to meet her family. She sometimes helps when her
dad has a business meeting. I suspect she spend sig-
nificant time on her back or her knees.” He guffawed
and slapped Seth’s leg as if in jest. “I know for a fact
that Yvette asked Sybil to go with her to help out. She
will certainly have a story to tell when she gets back.”

"If she went. I doubt that she would leave without
letting me know. What has that devious mind of
yours worked up now?”

"Just making conversation. Go ahead; call her.”

Seth placed the call and was relieved when Sybil
answered. “I hear you have a job with Yvette heg)m%
at the business luncheon. Was it a secret? You don
need the money. Oh, are you alone? [ hear dishes rat-
tling in the background.
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“This_is one time you did not need to snoop, Seth
Penrod,” Sybil said with disdain. “True, Yvette is with
her family and, true, she did ask me along but I de-
clined. Right, we do not need the money. I'm here
with Destra. No more calls, please.”

Seth closed his cell phone and frowned.

Sami was pleased. “Can you step out for a while?
We have something to talk over.”

Seth looked up, hop ng to see Damian but without
success, “I have nothing to say to you, Sami,” he said,
trying to escape Sami’s searching hands.

“You try my patience,” Sami said in a low tone
laced with hostility. “I foresaw that you would resist
me so [ sent Yvette out of town. Bayeaux to be exact.
The coast is beautiful this time of year. Damian has
decided to leave you to your luck. He is in a card
game.” He glanced at his watch. “By now, your gor-
geous twin sister is engaged in a demanding sex
game called cunnilingus with Destra. This trifling
event, I also arranged.

Seth blanched. “Yes, ¥ou have thought of each
turn, Why are you doing this to me?”

Sami slid one hand closer on Seth’s hip and fon-
dled the pleasant folds there. “The first time we met,
not far from this spot, you took it upon yourself to
show disrespect to my person. I do not intend to let
that pass lightly. Doés Damian go down on you?, I
3ske | him fo show you how a crashing fellatio is

one.

Trying for some bravado to show impatience, Seth
turned in his chair to face the insistent Samoan.
“That is none of your concern,” he said with determi-
?atl,pn. “Please get your hands off me, I am not your

0y.

_Sami cupped Seth’s crotch and began working un-
til there was an erection. “Do you object? I want very
much to get this in my mouth: Or perhaps you would
prefer elsewhere?”

Seth, still woozy from the liberal drinks on an

empty stomach, tried to stand up. He was aware of
Sami’s hand bringing him alive and hated himself for
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allowing it. “Quit pulling on me,” he said with as
much fervor as he could.

“l want you to come with me.” Sami led Seth away
from the dance floor and toward an exit in the rear
that opened onto a narrow alley. He was more force-
ful when Seth objected. At that moment, Sami mo-
tioned to his driver and soon Seth was in the back
seat. He realized he was not alone as he was sitting
between Sami and Damian.

"Hey!” he called out. “What’s up? I'm sure glad to
see you,” he said addressing Damian.

. Sami leaned forward and gave the driver instruc-
tions. He turned to face Seth. “Damian owes me a few
favors, You are one of them. Your rooms being to-

ether was an arrangement, not a coincidence. He

new all along that you would be enticed to pleasure
me. It was all done 1o ensure your sister would sur-
vive this juncture without harm.”

Seth turned over the facts in his mind. Yvette
Destra, Damian. The sham poker game. It all added if
181p. “Did you have to stage a riot as well?” he asked

ami.

Sami chuckled. “It was an opportunity for political
gosturmg. More important, of course, is your virgin
ody. You will be tested this very evening.” He turned
to Damian. “This does not make us even, Damian,
['ve digressed on our relationship foo many times. I’ll
have more work for you to do so don’t let me down.”

The car swerved at a long% winding road and came
to a stop. Damian let himseTf out and walked back to-
ward his origin. The sleek sedan sped into the night.

_“I am in shock,” Seth said as he watched Damian
disappear in the distance.

Sami took Seth’s hand and forced it ontg his slight
body. “Now,” he said with satisfaction, “we have some
issues to discuss.”

“Like what? Where is my sister? What have you
done to her? If ¥ou plan to use her safely against me
gor purposes ot cooperation, you have won hands

own.
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"Oh, shut up. You are getting tiresome. You have
expressed an_interest in transgender procedures.
You are a perfect specimen for exactly that. I am be-
ing paid to deliver you to a team that will move you
along to a new life. Later you may even thank me.”

_"Answer my question. What have you done to my
sister?”

"Nothing, really. I could not have her interfering
with these plans so I asked Destra to keep her busy.
She is no doubt delighted by now. Destra is a very tal-
ented and experienced lover of women. Hopefully we
will be given ‘a demonstration to satisfy all curiosity
seekers.” He chuckled and reached to tap the driver
on the shoulder. They had arrived at a country estate
of some kind. The car stopped beneath the porte
cochere and was silent.

Sami led Seth inside. They remained on the main
level in the den/office area.” Sami moved quickly to
the wet bar and soon they were sipping
twelve-year-old Scotch whiskey over crushed ice.

Sami kept fondling Seth’s torso and hips. Seth did
not respond but that did not slow Sami down.

“Whatever you have in mind,” Seth began. “I know
enough to admit defeat. If I owe you an apology for
the way I've acted in the past, you have it.

"Good; I can be honest with you. The reason there
are so few guys gn campus is that our organization
controls the admission process. Girls flockto the so-
cial scene when they learn of the imbalance. The best
qualified §II‘IS get introduced to the new lifestyle 1
mentioned. The worklndg d]i)lan is called sex trafficking.
You are now in the middle of it.”

. Seth took a long %ulg on the whiskey and closed
his eyes. ‘So, that’s 1t,” he said to his secret listenin
ear. 1 get a new female body. Sybil gets auctioned o
on the Moroccan slave markef. How did we not see
this coming? It’s hard.lIy a secret that so many guys
and gals, and some children we’ve heard, have'disap-
pearéd. They can be found in the capable hands of
such a flourishing business. Our only task is to sur-
vive.” His concern for Sybil overwhelmed him.
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Seven

The Citroen van lurched to a stop. Gravel sounds.
Shaken, Seth was wide awake. e unusual sur-
rounds_startled him. Daylight came in through the
front windows.

There were three other young men with him; all
held fast to the walls with small chains on wrists and
ankles. One was on the bench at the far end. Also in
restraints, he was curled up, eyes closed, in the fetal
position. The other two were embracing; arms cir-
cled, occasional sobs.

The slide door opened with a bang.

"All right, loving%1 lads, rest stop.” The driver and
one assistant stood aloof while their bonds were re-
leased. The authority was apparently, Seth reasoned,
in the driver. He shuddered thinking of Sami’s thin
body compared to the burly driver’s muscular frame.

Seth rubbed his arm absently to calm a soft itching
of his forearm. In the light he Could see small inject-
able ‘tracks’ showing. “What did you guys do to us?”
he asked with as firm a voice he could manage.

“We don’t like unruly passengers,” the driver said
staring at him. “This is much better, You have no
hope of escape to the happy destiny in your path/
Thus we don’t need arguments along thée way.” Be-
fore he turned to walk away, he quickly scanned
Seth’s body.

Realizing the man was looking at his half-naked-
ness, Seth tried to cover himself. His shirt was open,
displaying his torso. He wore unfamiliar uniform
shorts, white calf-length socks and sandals. “I will
take the rest break,” Seth said in a mere whisper.

He stepped from the van after the driver released
the ankle ‘chains. Returning to the van, the driver
helped him up and secured him in his seat. Seth felt
the man’s beefy hand run recklessly along his naked
leg and furtively rub his crotch. At'that moment, he
}Nor(li(lie(li*ed how the others were handling being

ondled.

The driver walked with the other three and waited
for them to come out, led them to the van and se-
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cured again. The sliding door slammed and the lock
clicked.

Later, Seth could see the entrance to the Road
House Elite. “We are leaving the Provence, fellow pas-
sengers,” the assistant said, Before long they were

iven a tasty dinner and assigned to the beds where
ey again were secured.

“Do you have a name?” Seth asked, “Why did you
‘? e?p(i the entire trip curled up in the corner like
ats

“Cody,” the lad answered. “I don’t want to be here;
too scary.”

Seth reached out to him from his bunk. “Well,
we’re safe for the night anyhow, Do you know what is
planned?”

“Yes; do you want to be a girl?”

“I'm_ having second thoughts, Cody,” Seth an-
swered. “Their behavior, the methods, might be an
introduction to our future, As you say, scary.”

“I've been told that a girl has many erotic opportu-
nities to please a variety of clients. The final answer
might be that we are to be transgender victims.”

At that moment, the driver came in and sna]é)ped
out the lights. “Bedtime, boys,” he said with a
chuckle. The room was in total darkness except for a
shaft of light through a drapery.

Cody sat up in his bunk. The small chains rattled.
“Were you forced to satisfy one of them? It happened
to me when we crossed in the Chunnel into France.”

“My college roommate seduced me and [ let him
Rersuade me to go down on him. It was my first time.
\fter some kidnapping shenanigans, I was the cap-
tive of the mob chief or whatever. He did not ask for
it; he took it, raped my mouth.”

Cody reached across between the bunks and

ressed Seth’s hand. “I'm sorry that had to happen.
s that when you learned what is to become of us?”
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. “Thanks for your concern. I know that once I'm a
irl, I'll be domfg that to pay ma/ keep. Strange enough
o say, | expect to be accepted, proud in a way.”

_ “Lesson to be learned, I suppose.” His conversa-
tion was cut off when the door to the room rattled.
The assistant came in and gently closed it, quietly
slipped the bolt into place.

. He carried a large bundle of clothing which he di-
vided between them, “These are your uniforms, lads.
Our papers of transit name you four as students on
assignment. The outfits will make the crossing into
Switzerland easy.”

He went to the gther bedroom and repeated the
plan. The two terrified hostages began to moan and
1cry. Seth and Cody heard a loud slap followed by si-
ence.

He next sat on the side of Seth’s bunk. He took
Seth’s hand and forced it onto his erection.

“Are you, allowed to ravish us?” Seth asked in a
strained voice.

“Not part of the procedures, pretty boy. I've been
admujmgﬁfou all day and believe you are éxperienced
in giving head. It’s certain you will be well schooled in
oral arts before much longer.” He caught Seth’s head

by the back of the neck and pushed him down.

_ “Take it easy, sir,” Seth said, trying for an_author-
ity tone. “Aren’t you afraid I will report you?”

“Just get on with it. If you don’t, I'll call the driver.
He likes young boys as well.”

_ Seth parted his lips and took the man’s rigid cock
in his mouth. He hoped the sucking and slurping
would not alert others. It was soon over and he was
allo'pv,yed to go to the lavatory. “Did you try to drown
mes:

“First time swallow?” the man asked with a smirk.

Seth was silent.
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#

They were impressed when they first saw the
Middlésex Clinic. It was white stucco, perched on the
slope of a hill leading to a mountain, It appeared to
Seth like a hospital which he surmised was what it
was.

For their arrival, they wore pressed new uniforms.
The shoes were the most strange to Seth and de}ﬁ
’}Flhe were black, Oxford style, but with two-in¢

eels.

“I can’t walk in these,” Cody said when his ankles
folded down, almost tripping him.

Seth laughed, “Can I remind you about this six
months from now?”

Sitting in a private room with high windows that
allowed some light but no view, the other two were led
in. Seth immediately saw _the signs of stress. Most
noticeably their eyes, red from crying,

The authority fi§ure, a handsome woman with hair
done up in an austere bun, came in and sat down ata
small desk facing the four of them. She snapped her
ge,nc,ll on the clip board. “So, welcome to Middlesex
linic. I am Della Devine. You probably have some
élilevances about the way you were treatéd but rather
an bore us all, just forget them and pay attention.”

_Seth gllanced at Cody who responded by shrugging
his shoulders. “It seems,” Seth said, “that we have no
other option. Is there a program? Where do we go
while here and, if you are allowed to divulge secrets,
what’s to become of us? [ am apparently the only one
of the four of us in favor of the procedures. And, that
withgut knowledge which we all hope you will ad-
vise.

Della Devine fixed her eyes on Seth with a_severe
stare. Next she scanned his bpd%, smiled briefly, and
turned her attention to the clip board. “You are Seth
Penrod, obvigusly. I have been asked to advise you
‘flhat y(()iu”r twin sister, Sybil, is in custody but un-

armed.
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In disdain, Seth mentioned, “Only if Sami leaves
her alone.”

Della smiled, showing even teeth. Her eyes spar-
kled in amusement. The sparse light in the room
danced on her smooth coffee-colored skin., “That
would be Sami the Samoan, We know him, Sybil may
have a few trying hours with Sami. He is a power fig-
ure in our network, He will convince her of the impor-
tance of your role in the TG plan; boy to girl and girl
to boy. You and your friends can expect, if you be-
have, Mister Penrod, that I will allow you to commu-
nicate with Sybil so be assured she is all right.” She
paused and cleared her throat with a light growl. “I
understand Sybil is not only beautiful but, as you
Americans say, HOT!”

Seth was growing tired of the cat-and-mouse
games. “It runs in the family,” he said abruptly. “Can
we proceed?”

Della turned over the first page and began a mono-
tone description of the clinic, its services in preparin
transgender clients, obese patients, and last ditch ef-
forts to try to save terminal cases.

The four candidates sat in stunned silence while
Della turned the last page under the clip. That was
when an orderly came in. He was tall, starched
whites and a crop of unruly hair strugﬁ;hng to escape
a skull cap. He looked at the four of them and spoke
in a language none of the boys understood. The mes-
1§1r;1ge was clear; they filed toward the door to follow

im.

Della stopped Seth with a slight pressure on his
arm. She moved one finger onto his lips, pressed and
grinned. “Such a pretty mouth, Mister Penrod. If
used with skill there will be times when the lips and
tongue y%},ll keep you alive. Did you like going down
on Samir-

“He raped me; it was brutal, Yet, it was the last of
m¥ resistance. [ cannot say I liked it and was thank-
ful for one other escapade with my partner in the gar-
den apartment. Damian made me realize there was
only the one Sami to contend with so I survived the
assault. He came in my mouth.”
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“How nice; you are indeed fortunate. So, you are
telling me you are untried between your buns? That
too, is in your favor as you will have that to sell when
the time comes. A word of advice; anal virgins are
rare. Keep it intact as long as you can.” She slapped
his derriere and released his arm so he could follow
the others.

. “Looks like you have a friend,” Cody said in a teas-
ing tone. “I can see your value to her, She will eventu-
ally depend on you because you are the only one that
wants to be here, Well, that'we know of.

Eight

. After six weeks of intensive training and instruc-
tion, Della Devine sent for young Seth Penrod.

~ Seth stood on the threshold of Della’s opulent of-
fice. He did not know what to expect until Della came
in with a warm, friendly grin.

“Ah, Seth. Thank I3170u for coming; sit here, please.
We need to have a chat.”

Seth smiled. “If it’s something bad, I didn’t do it, If
good, I'll take credit.”

Della laughed. She knew he admired her stunning
good looks. It was a joy to see his eyes flicker in inter-
eést when she adjusted the hem of her skirt. The white
linen suit with black piping was short above her
knees. A hint of full breasts rode on the severely tai-
lored cleavage, The expensive hosiery made a Snap-

ing sound, like leaves being gathéred in the au-
umn, when she crossed and uncrossed her legs.

“You are a delight. I asked you here to congratulate
you on your superb progress in the TG program. Any
misgivings?”

“No but since you now admit I've behaved myself,
do T get to talk to Sybil?”

She chuckled. “Yes; she is waiting for your call.

You should know we've chatted about once’a week or
so to keep her fears at bay. I think she would be
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happy to visit here now that you've made a name for
%our?(;ilf.l I'm told by your friénds in Paris she is very
eautiful.

“Name for myself? Like, what?”

Della relaxed in her high-backed desk chair and
rocked slightly. “You have excelled in three areas that
][o)ut you in line for promotion. Those are ‘Poise and

iction,” ‘Makeup and Agpealjance’ as well as ¢ 1%}731—
cal Training.” Which of these interests you most?”

“By promotion you mean a staff position? That’s a
dream, Miss Devine. If given the choice, I’d like inter-
acting with the clients while developing the physical
advantages they will need to resolve their next step.
Some react positively with just minimal counseling.
Fear does not dlsap%ear but by cqunsehr(lﬁ any im-

ending panic attack is more easily handled, Does
hat make sense? When can Sybil come to visit?”

Della burst out laughing. “You could write the
book on any of those. Beginning next quarter, %{ou
gan begin with the boys and girls in the orientation

orm.

_“Boys AND girls? Explain, please. I haven’t seen
girls mixing with different classes and activities.”

Della smiled and crossed her legs again. “Looks
can be deceiving, as you know. Tell me, you haven’t
noticed? When you pass a pretty girl in the corridor,
she may be a boy that has survived the surgical pro-
cedures. We also have some clients who come here as
dewy-eyed college students with the hope of being a
man in a man’s world. To be successful, a young
woman in today’s fast-paced business climdte re-
quires the knowledge to kee utp with the male com-
Petltlon as well as provide that touch a man needs
rom a woman. Intrigued?”

“Overwhelmed, more like it. OK, how does Sybil fit

in with your activity calendar?

“Weve yet to learn about her. There are many
women, too many probably, whqg are beautiful but too
rigid; inflexible rmight be a word for it. Those are the
ones the future needs for mothers, diaper comman-
does, and so on. I can see the perplexed look on your
face. What is it?”
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. “I'm grateful to you for letting Sybil visit. You will
find her charming, striking actually, and capable. 1
noticed the male staff have taken on the instruction
in some of the classes. Is that what you are hopmg[ to
find in Sybil? Do I get credited with the halo effect?”

- “You are thoughtful as usual. Yes; in my gpinion it
is relatively easy to indoctrinate a transgendered guy
to a woman who can give head with the skill and ex-
perience to get on, But a woman who was once a guy
can’t as easily fit in to the woman’s lifestyle. An un-
derstanding woman has the edge there.” Her desk
phone buzzed and she scooged it up but with an an-
gp%edéo%l'{”on her face. “Yes? I told you [ was not to be
isturbed!

Della listened and finally snapped the cell closed.
She stood up and brushed her skirt as if there were
wrinkles there,

“Is there something wrong? Can [ help?”

“Yes, one of your clients in the indoctrination dorm
has everyone upset. Failed suicide attempt. Some-
times theé innocent ambiance is just a sham. Come
i9115[)ng,vvlth me, please. We can finish our discussion
ater.

“I thought we were finished,” Seth said in a desul-
tory tone. “How do you handle a suicide attempt?”

“You may have to spend some time with him which
will involve recommending a course of action. Seduce
him if necessary.

“Oh, so I’'m on the payroll. Did I punch in?”

“I'm pleased all the burden I've dumped on you has
not dampened your attitude.”

“Nor my libido,” he said, teasing. They left Della’s
office building and hustled across the quad area.
There was an ambulance, some company security of-
ficers and a small crowd of curiosity se€kers.

“l watched your reaction when we were talking.
Nothing wrong with you libido, you curious Casa-
nova, you.” She stopped at the doorway, signed a
clipboard held for her by a rent-a-cop, and motioned
Seth into the main lobby. “Come see me later,” she
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said and went directly to the medic from the ambu-
lance for a conference.

_“Wait a second,” Seth said standing alone in the
circular lobby. “What if I'm not able to help?”

The medico looked at him and frowned. “We call
the coroner,” he answered.

“Omigod, that’s murder. And I’'m responsible?”

“Yes,” the medico said after a pause, “Some experi-
ence on this issue will do you good. Get with it.” He
turned and walked away.

#

Seth entered the room marked “Sick Bay.” The dis-
traught lad was sitting up in his bunk. Seth could see
the boy shaking, tremors born of being so deep in de-
spair. He sat on_the bunk and gently took the boy’s
hand. “You really upset a bunch o gcople today,”
Seth said in a néar whisper. Still holding the trem-
bling hand, he raised his'voice to his authority tone.
“What is your name?”

“Julian. Why do you care?”

Seth smiled. At best, he considered, the client is
oFen to dialogue. “I’'m your counselor, Don’t be afraid
of me. And, that attitude only displays your igno-
rance. Why have you done this? You “triéd to hang
yourself and the knot slipped, right?”

) fglian choked back a sob. “I don’t want to be a
girl.

“Are you gay?”

‘ Julian sighed. “I guess so but can’t say for cer-
ain.

“Did you want to hide from the world, do away with
your youthful body, so nobody would know you are
still in the closet?’

“Something like that.”
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Seth moved one hand onto Julian’s leg above the
knees. He fingered the flesh on his thigh and slid his
other arm across Julian’s shoulders. *Let’s stay like
this for a while? Do you like being close to me?”

“Yes; %ou are being nice to me. Are you, uh, do you
want to be a girl?”

“Yes but I have a long path to travel. I'm not in-
clined to try the easy way out like you just did.”

. “I've only experienced an affair by dreaming about
it. I'm sorry everyone is so upset.”

Seth tightened his arm and Julian rested his head.
“Let me get this straight. You tell me you’re,ga§17 but
have not done anything about it. You are a nice look-
%n guy, Julian. Come on, now; admit it. You want to

e€l me.

“I'm scared of being discovered. Yes, shall 1?” He
dropped one hand onto Seth’s lap and briefly ex-
plored Seth’s athletic body. “Are you hard?”

Seth chuckled. “Look, when the call came in that
you were_in trouble here, I was on the edge of being
seduced by the CEO here. 1 really want her mouth;
you understand that. Well, it hasn’t happened yet.”

“Are you saying that because you want me to do it
to you?

“Can I be your friend?”

“I'm a bit confused but I want to do it before I die.
Oh, you are big. Would that lady you want be angry?”

“No; I think not. I'm really in the dark as to what
wa%”af)out to happen before' I met you. Do you want
mes:

Julian leaned away and back until his head was on
the pillow. He pulled on Seth’s hips until his fly was
even with his head. “Have you had someone you like
give you head?”

“That’s a ‘yes’ and a ‘no’. | reall?z admired my col-
lege roommate; he takes classes. I hadn’t 31§ned up
yet. He went down on me and I loved it. Next he made
it clear to me that if I would be a girl, considering my
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looks, I would be asked by many men-and women as
well-to suck and lick. It was exciting.”

“That’s the ‘yes’ then. What about the ‘no’?”

_ “Without me guessing, the top procurer of guys
like you and me wanted me. Maybe like you want me
now. It was a bit complicated because he felt [ was re-
jecting him, His ego couldn’t stand it. So, without too
much detail, he raped me... All the way.”

Julian gasped. “By that you mean he came in your
mouth? at did you do?

“Swallowed to stay alive. | had no death wish then
or since; I've known most of my life that I'm a girl
trapped in a man’s body, Open my slacks, I’'m getting
impatient.”

Julian allowed there was no time for argument, He
brought both hands to the belt clasp and zipper.

“Maybe, when I get 3170u between my lips, I'll know I
was wrong to try to kill myself. If I must be a girl, in
body as well as mind, then I'll have to take the good
with the bad. I want to suck you, I need to know.”

“Let’s just say you made a mistake and not to
worry about it. "Sée; it’s already over and you feel
better doing what you were so terribly afraid to do.
Here, let me help.”

_Julian’s ‘scared rahbit’ look in his eyes became se-
rious. Some revival of spirit emboldened him. He felt
inside until he had a firm enough hold to fondle his
%)I‘IZC. Up and back, clasping with five fingers, poking

he shank with his tongue. In one final gulp, he
looked up to see Seth’s complacent expression. “I
want it,” he said and accepted Seth‘s tool without re-
sisting. “Umm; yes.”

#

At the airport, stopped on the arrivals pickup lane,
Della Devine watched the trickle of passengers as
they came out of the International Terminal. She
knew Sybil had been told to look for the station
}[Aflago.r(li with ‘Middlesex Clinic’in dark green letters on

e side,
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It had been a busy, trying day and she was grateful
for a moment to relax and close her eyes. Car doors
slammed to wake her up. While she admired a lovely
tourist-type passenger, she stopped trying to find
Sybil. The tourist had a_ folded skirt, caught high
mid-thigh, a stylish box hat with veil and_starched
white blouse képt at the neck with a brooch.

It was Sybil Penrod.

“Omigod,” Della exclaimed. “So sorry. I did not rec-
ognize you. | should have because you resemble
Seth.” She swiftly opened the rear access and paid
the porters to load Sybil’s luggage. “Welcome to Swit-
zerland,” Della said frying to quell the urge to stutter.

Sybil laughed and settled in the passenger seat.
She” snapped the seat belt and looked at Della,
“What?” she asked. “You are staring at me. If I've
done something wrong, I'll deny it, If it’s right, I take
credit.” She giggled.

Della put the wagon in gear and carefully joined
the line of traffic. “Your beauty took my breath away,
Don’t tell me someone didn’t make an effort to keep
you in Paris.”

“Sami told me you are attractive. His off-handed
remark was that he regretted he didn’t know me
better. By that I surmise sex, but he didn’t abuse me
or try my self-respect.”

“Money is very eloquent,” Della said after a side-
ways glance at Sybil. “The only insight I received
about you is that you have a twin brother and have
been, uh, entertained by your college roommate.
That means you are a rare find which raised the
price.

Sybil laughe,g,. “You handle the finance as well as

the taxi duties:

~ “If you don’t quit teasing me with the way you are
fingering the hem of your skirt I shall be fittul.”

“Marvelous; never has anyone, boy or girl, con-
fessed to my appeal.”

Della was_pensive for a long moment as she

watched traffic demands. Then, “Middlesex Clinic is
famous for transgender support. I was a boy when I
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came here. It gives me a background to handle guys
like Seth.”

Sybil looked out the window and marveled at the
rugged scenery in the distance. “So, how is my horny
brother progreéssing? He wrote to me that he is goin
forward ‘with the surgery and has a wonderful jo
working with other candidates.”

“From all accounts, Seth is going to be a valued
staff member. I met you today so we could have this
little chat, Can it be you are qualified to teach TG cli-
ents the feminine winsome ways and wiles they will
need as they move to the sex-starved world?”

“Are there other options? From what I've been told,
[ don’t think so.”

. Della stopged at the entrance to the administra-
tion offices. She set the brake. “You want a frank,
up-front but brutal answer?”

“Yes, if that is allowed.”

“Girls like you end up owned by flesh merchants.
You spend monetary time on your back with your
hips and cute figure to give pleasure. You will do as
you told. That pretty mouth you use so well when you

out will be very busy. The best paying clients of your

rothel will ask youto crouch on all fours and taise
your hips so your adgorable buns are exposed to as-
sault. Any questions?”

“Ulp! No qullestions; thank ¥ou. Does experience
with women have added value?”

Della tapped the horn to alert some workers to
help with the lug%age.,She looked Qbh(}uely at Sybil.
She noticed the stunning girl had finally lost her de-
meanor and was seriously nervous. She touched
Sybil’s arm_but withdrew her hand when Sybil
jumped as if burned. “Your behavior touches on he-
roic. It takes courage to be calm in the face of a sex-
ual apocalypse.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“As part of ,%zour introduction to the new life, you
get to sleep with me tonight.”
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“Not surprised by that,” Sybil said looking away
and then down at the floor mat.

“Good; now we find Seth. He has some knowledge
for }E)ou' information is the best we can do now. You
are both celebrities here. Seth will explain it.”

In a moment Della was gone.

Nine

. _A gentle knock at the door alerted Della. “Who is
it?” At first she saw only a blur through the peep hole,
then it cleared.

“Sybil,” was the tense answer, “Can we talk?”

Della opened the door wide. “Welcome; how did
you find me?”

“Seth brought me as far as your front porch,” Syhil
said with a girlish giggle. She sat quickly on the wide
couch and straightened her skirt. “We had a lengthy
visit; just catching up. He is still determined to go
through with the TG adjustment.”

Della smiled and touched her lips with the tip of
her tongue. “Why the concern?“Seth gave me a de-
tailed tour of the premises, the clinical concept and
the ‘flesh mill’ that is so lucrative. I was so wrapped
u%m being in the ‘Me Generation’ that [ didn’t see the
whole picture. At first I sensed a real threat, then
anxiety for my brother and completely misunder-
stood your function here. It is weird.”

Della was gracious. “Suppose we have a glass of
wine and you can tell me about being weird.” She
went to the wet bar and broke out some ice cubes.
“Are you saying weird is evil?

Sybil accepted_ the tall wine cooler. “When you
forc1b1§i{make such a physical change, it seems to me
it breaks every rule all the waly back to the Magna
Carta. How can you look at malice

ce in the face and ig-
nore any and all consequences?
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Della was thoughtful. She sipped her drink and
next mixed it by swirling the ice with her finger. “I like
your term ‘Me” Generation’. From my point of view
my sole defense rests on the ‘You Generation’. 1
mean, we don’t have to justify what we are doing
here. Some of the effects might be illegal but it really
goes deeper than just breaking some moral law.” She
sipped more of hér drink and stared at Sybil over the
rim of her glass. “The source of evil is not confined to
the domain of the supernatural. There is an issue

oudh,gve to recognize and resolve in your own pretty
ead.

“What issue?” Sybil asked but could not hide the
onset of panic.

“I believe men_are easily capable of every wicked-
ness as long as the end justifies the means. [ look at
how stunning you are, séxy, and though my thoughts
mlg[ht be impure in your view, I don’t think'it is evil at
?11 ogyyant you. Perhaps it will take time. Any ques-
10NS?

Sybil gingerly held her glass by running her fingers
up-and-down in a fellatio gesture. “Yes, one ques-
tion. Is there any more wine?”

Della moved closer, took Sybil’s glass and set it
aside. “Does that mean you accept my point of view?”

_Their eyes locked on one another. The eventual
flicker of eyes, the focus on each other’s gathering
passion, was a challenge. Again, closer.

Finally, Sﬁbﬂ admitted in a lust-charged voice.
“You just asked if I've accepted my fate. Of course,
the answer is ‘yes’. What [ couldn’t wrap my brain
around was the concept that only by surrender will I
learn the terms you expect.”

Nearer and Della touched Sybil’s chin with one fin-
er. Next she ventured to twist some blonde hair in
1er soft touch. Seeing Sybil’s eyes clouding over, her

lips slightly tparted, Jella barely touched the waiting
lips with a tender kiss, “True, [ can be demandin

but, as for your hesitation to entrap us both, I wan

you to know that a transgendered woman has a spe-
cial charm not usually discovered in the ogriginal
worldly variety. I intend to prove that to you.”

Page - 72



RELUCTANT PRESS

. “How can %zou do that?” Sybil asked close to catch-
ing her breath.

They sto%ped several times to steal kisses on their
way to the bedroom. “More, much more.”

#

Brett Acton strolled through the lush garden and
sat on the wide cushions to view the swimming pool.
[t was late afternoon and he indulged in a tall glass of
Scotch whiskey.

Della and Sybil approached from one side. They
were holding hands.

“Brett,” Della said softly. “This is Sybil Penrod. In
the production meetmg this morning you expressed a
desire to be introduced.”

He quick(liy stood up, took a quick stride forward
and grasped Sybil’s hand. “So, this is our mystery
girl; my pleasure. Join me for a drink?”

“Ill get you a refill, Mister Acton,” Della said
quickly. “And one for Sybil.” She hurried away, ap-
parenfly grateful to avoid getting involved in” what
might happen.

“Thank you,” he said and turned a half-smirk to
face Sybil. “We are happy you are here,” he said se-
lecting his words. “I think this interview is not neces-
sary but we can enjoy each other for the moment.”

“Why_ unnecessary?” Sybil asked with a brief
smile. "She was completely disarmed by his easy
manner.

He stood to accept the refreshed drink from Della.
Sybil Jud%ed his age at middle to late thirties, ath-
letic, good physique and confident in his mood. A
quick breeze ruffled his dark hair onto his forehead
which he impatiently brushed aside.

He began, “I'll try to make your situation clear. We
often se€ couples arrive here. Even some who have
ust met on the journey seem attached emotlonalllz
ike, well, like you and Seth. It is usually an easy tas

to impress on one partner that he or she must behave
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in order to let the other one survive. It would thus be
very simple with_you except Seth is already well into
the progression.”

“I see the simplicity. No doubt there is some genius
tucked away beneath that friendly smile and unruly
hair.” Sybil chuckled and looked quickly at Della who
seemed impassive.

He laughed and left his partially filled drink. He
stood close enough to sweep his arms around both
girls in a manl hu%. “I can repeat what Sami told me
about you, Sybil, but it is a total understatement.
You are charining.” He kept the embrace before re-
laxing his hold. Sénsing Della’s discomfort, he moved
toward the g[ardcn away from poolside. “Della dear,
could you set aside yourt pressing duties this evening
and join Sybil and I for dinner? There might be some
issues Sybil would like explored.”

“Of course, Sir,” Della answered. She watched him
nod in understanding before his long stride brought
him inside the living quarters.

Sybil and Della walked slowly back to Sybil’s cot-
tage. They settled on the front porch settee to watch
the sunsé€t drop artist’s colors behind the mountains.

“Does he usually ask the help to dinner with the
neophyte? What’s up?”

“It should be an interesting evening. Do you have
iem;(fi reg,(;rvatlons about playing some games with our
eaders:

Sybil chuckled. “As if I have a choice. Seth is
well-established here so it appears I'm on my own.
What should I expect?”

Della sighed. “He probably has guessed we are
more than casually friendly. When that clue hit him
I noticed his eyes were all over you. He wants you buf
for what I've no idea.”

“He mentioned other couples. Does any of that re-
cent history tell us anything?”

“Well; the ones he seems to relish are the youn
lovers. He separates them on some subterfuge an
seduces the one of his choice. I can say for certain
that he always has an eye for the needs of his busi-
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ness. He will usually decide on the basis of one meet-
ing, what is going to happen to any of his charges.
This is obviously not the case. Seth is making a posi-
tive contribution. That leaves you, ah shall [ say, su-
perfluous?”

“l have no desire to end up on my back in some
Middle East brothel somewhere. If you will please ex-
plain his organizational needs, maybe I can do or say
what he wants to see in me.”

Della reached and put one arm across Sybil’s
back. “Not only are you stunning, you are intelligent
enough to steer thro1égh the maze of ideas that Brett
Acton has, Like, I said, it will be interesting.” She led
Sybil inside.

Both girls hesitated before knocking on the ma-
hogany doorway onto Brett Acton’s patio.

. Brett’s oriental houseboy met them, He bowed po-
litely and held his hands together before turning
away. “This way, please,” he said crisply.

Della took Sybil’s arm to guide her. “Thank you,
Toby,” she said looking around the lavish room. The
were alone. “This is Sybil Penrod.” Again, Toby bowe
with the typical gesture.

“Ah, two of my gorgeous dinner guests; welcome,”
Brett said expansively. “Toby will get you an aperitif
of your choice.”

_Della could tell that Brett had not quit drinking
since they saw him earlier by the pool. He slightly
slurred his words and knockéd over a water glass.

When the dessert was served, Della and Sybil
gould see the gourmet dinner had sobered him to a
egree.

“What is on your mind, Brett?” Della said force-
fully. “Like, how is business? Any changes we should
help with?

Brett frowned, finished his drink and stood up,
weaving sl1ght1¥l. Toby dutlfull%z cleared the table as
they went intg the den to sit by the hearth, Snaps and
cracks came from the roaring flretplace. He again sat
between them with arms spread for a hug.
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Next, Brett surprised them by catching each on
the palm of his hand. He pressed them together until
their faces, still glowing from the fine meal and alco-
hol, were just inches apart. “Go together,” he said

M ”

holding the position. “I feel like watching.

Della relaxed in an effort to avoid his pressure but
with a squeal in surrender, she brought her lips
down onto Sybil’s in a warm kiss. She did not strug-
gle to break the caress.

Sybil fell back when she felt Della do the same.
“What do you want of us, Brett?” she asked in her
best juvenile tone. *

‘More fun and games?”

Brett took Sybil’s hand and held it in a firm grip.
“Feel this, pretly girl,” he said and moved her fingers
onto his stiff rod. “Della!” he said quickly, “Have you
felt this luscious creature’s legs yet? Do'it now.”

Della deftly slid her hand beneath Sybil’s skirt.
“She has a marvelous body, Brett,” she said.

He kept touching and teasing until the fire smol-
dered. “I'have not yet had the pleasure of young Seth
Penrod’s company for one of these delightful eve-
nings. Tell me, little sister; has your brother faltered
in his duties for us?”

Sybil started to withdraw her hand hut Brett
moved instantly to stop her. She gulped, fighting a
anic attack but kept calm. “Strange as it may seem,
rett, my brother found this niche in his nature
when we came to Paris. Until then he only managed
to exasperate me by running off with my lacy under-
wear. He had a few gay experiences and learned
enough about Middlesex Clinic to be a willing candi-
date. Della has given him high grades.”

“Yes, his lessons, no doubt. [ must make an effort
to get to know him better. But, what am I saying? Af-
ter the gender assignment, he will be a different per-
son. Della, what then?”

Della spoke up but did not remove her hand from

Sybil’s naked thigh. “Seth has been the topic of our
?ann,mg team on several occasions. As of now the
hinking is that he can stay with his present group
and see them through ‘inals’. It is entirely possible
we will all benefit from his diligence by turning out
some very profitable graduates. Time will tell.”
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Brett shook his head ‘no’ as he thought over
Della’s report. “My sixth sense tells me he will not do
as well training his team in the niceties of feminine
deportment as he has done pre-surgery. It’s a matter
of control, is it not?”

“As you say, time has the answer. What are you
getting at, Brett?”

He was pensive at first, then turned to glare at
Sybil. “How do you feel about all this, young lady? If
your twin brother is enthusiastic about having a sex
change, are you of similar thinking?”

Sybil was shocked. “Me? Oh, no sir. What are you
suggesting?”

“In the past we have had a few double surgeries.
That is, when the male client’s genitals are removed,
they are attached to the woman next to him. Not ex-
actly a Doublemint gum commercial but very profit-
abl€. Surgeons with such skill are very expensive. I'm
saym%we think of d01n§ both of you at the same
time. Give it some thought.”

Della shifted and tried to get away. “We need to get
out of here; this is insane.”

“Do not test my patience, Della,” he said in a gruff
voice. “You have heen warned before about falling in
love with Iyour client. Thouﬁh [ cannot argue with
your excellent taste in Sybil Penrod, you best back off
and stay with the protocol.”

Della nodded and relaxed away from Sybil. “You
are right, sir. I've no desire to jointhe foy—help at the
busy Levant centers. Still, I réespectfully remind you
that this girl can do us a lat of good teaching those in
recovery phase about be1n§ a woman in a man’s
world. What do you say, sir?”

He turned to face Sybil. He could see she was swal-
lowing repeatedly in order to keep from throwing up.
He took her hand. “Calm down, pretty Miss Penrod.
You might accept Della’s practical view as your own.
I.ffyou can_stay out of the hands of the slavers, your
lifestyle will bé more to your liking.”

Next he faced Della. Noting her face had blanched,

he lowered his voice to a more gentle tone. “It seems
to me that this girl can’t handle her destiny by mere
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sudg%estion. Did she go down on %ou? Has she admit-
ted to willingly perform the most’basic sex acts? Sami

said he did not sample her talents. Did anyone else?”

“Not that I know of, sir; best wait until she can an-
swer for herself.” Della was on the verge of tears. “Let
me take her to the cottage, Brett. There is nothing ur-
gent, is there?”

_ “Oh all right; have it your way. We can resume this
in the morning. I apologize if I upset the little prude.”

Sybil let Della assist her to stand. They started to
leave.

That was when Brett stood up and approached
them. “Listen, little twit, we are trying to offer you a
comfortable alternative to busy sexual service. If you
are not eager to join us, we can import someone else.”

Sybil was making the effort to throw off her ‘Me
Generation’ persona. “I’'ve misbehaved, sir,” she said
bleating. “I shall try my best to please you.”

“Della, please get my file on current employees; I
have one ‘puta’ in mind but can’t recall her name.”

~When Della returned with the file she handed it to
him. “I hope this is the one,” she said.

. Brett studied it briefly. “Yes, here it is. If Sybil in-
sists on being so contrary we can import a worldly
wise person from Paris. The name is Destra.”

Sybil fainted and fell to the floor in a crumpled
heap. Brett and Della with Toby’s help moved her
onto the bed. While Della fussed over her, Toby re-
moved Sybil’s shoes, unhooked her bra and loosened
her belt."Brett was pacing the floor.

Della was curious. “Who is this Destra? Do you re-
ally think a stranger would fit in?”

“Sybil must realize she is not the only job seeker. I
have” reason to_believe that Destra seduced_Sybil
while in Paris. We know she can perform. I'll ask
Sami for an update.”

“All right. May I stay with her until she feels up to

oing to her place? We have spoiled your evening,
rett. I apologize for that.”
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Brett walked over to stand by the bed. Sybil’s na-
ked legs and the exposed cleavage were a §10w1ng at-
traction. “Yes, Della. There is one issue to clear up
and with that [ can forget the childish display here to-
night.” He sat on the easy chair near the exit to the
deck. With legs spread apart he deftly released his
belt. “Come, darling; gpen this zipper. Good, now
kneel between my legs.”

Ten

Julian set the bookmark in the periodical he was
reading and headed for the door. Again, the gentle
knock to get his attention.

Assuming it was Seth Penrod as promised, he
threw open the door and gasped.

“Brett Acton!” The name rang like a death knell as
he called it out. Julian shrank back in shock, cow-
ered as if by an apparition.

. “Good evening, Julian,” Brett said as he strode
into the room, looked briefly around and next sat on
the wide sofa. “I can tell you were expecting someone
else. As luck would have it, [ met your lover on the
way here and sent him off on a fool’s errand.” He
chuckled.

With effort, Julian regained his composure. “May I
get something for you, Ssir?”

“Just come_sit here,” Brett said patting he wide
cushion. “I've been reading Seth Penrod’s reports on
your progress here and; frankly, am not impressed. I
came to chat with you.

“I don’t want to be a girl,” Julian whimpered.

Brett patted him on his leg. “Now, now; listen to
ourself, You sound like you are being sent into the
oxing ring with a champ. We are not going to assault

you, leave you bloodied and beaten on the exercise
ir‘ne(lit; He hesitated before staring into Julian’s terri-
ied face,
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. “I feel like a condemned man who has done noth-
ing unjust.”

Brett sighed. “Let me explain; it may help. Many
%ears past, growing up in the midst of affluence, my
body was different than you see now. I was a charm-
ing, vivacious, well-educated young lady. In total, ev-
erything a man would want in_a daughter. That’s as
may be but my father, besides being wealthy, wanted
his on1¥ offspring to have a livelihood. The rest is ob-
\}zllouds;” was sent to this place and ‘won’ my man-

ood.

“I can detect the bitterness in your voice, You want
¥Qur girlhood back.” Julian began to relax. “My
riend, Seth, has often commented he is secretly a
woman trapped in a man’s body. You, sir, if | may Say
so, are of a similar persuasion. You are a woman
trapped in a man’s body.”

Brett had a faraway look in his eyes, He blinked
before facing Julian, The visage was changed to a
frightening ferocity. “Middlesex Clinic was an abor-
tion mill in those days. With a supercharged influx of
cash it was changed to what gou see today. ['ve never
left but as time went on and techniques improved I
am now a fully functioning man with all the benefits
of my position here.”

“I'm sorry, Mister Acton, for your loss. I do not un-
derstand your interest in me, in coming here.

“You_are obviously intelligent, young man. You
might have guessed my reasons. Sometimes, my
feminine genes go dominant and [ want the touch of a
young, virile man such as you. These are like hor-
mones that won’t quiet down until satisfied.”

“How must you do that, uh, sir?”

Brett shuddered and looked away_ briefly. “Has
your mentor, Seth Penrod, been teac 1n,1g( you about
sex? Does he %o down on you? Do you lik€ oral sex?
You might cut him some “slack; realize he is acting
out the role he hopes to gain here. Did he tell you he
is a twin? His sisfer is v1s1t1n% him here now. She is
on her way to a different protession: practicing the
art of sex publicly.”

“I would like to meet her,” Julian said as if embar-
rassed.
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_ Brett touched Julian’s top button. He fingered it
like some men finger a coin in hand. “Perhaps I can
arrange a meeting, You should know the young lady
is as yet quite lacking in sexual experience. What she
has done is rather limited; girls only as | understand
the tale,” He unbuttoned Julian’s shirt and opened it
for a full view of his torso. “Whew; very nice, young
sir. Do _you work out?” He ran his fingers along the
musculature. “Do you like me doing this? Would you
do it to me? We can satisfy each other, It’s a gamée for
beginners.”

_Julian gulped, nervous. “I'm in no position to ob-
ject, If we get alon% maybe I can have the girl as long
as I'm a guy. I’d like to think that.”

Brett was quickly expansive; hap%z for the mo-
ment. “I see no reason whﬁ you should not be so re-
warded. Here, feel me.” Hé pushed Julian’s hand
ontg his iron-hard tool. As he reacted, Brett began
fondling his genitals until he too was erect. “Um;
nice, This is how the sexual marathon works. After a
cleansing shower, we both get on the bed,
side-by-side. We each masturbate using our own
fanciful thoughts. The first to cum is the winner.”

“What does the winner get?”
“A blow job by the loser.”

Julian winced, “l understand and comply. Uh,
Mister Acton, why the term ‘blow job’™?”

Brett laughed. “In old dags, the courts of royalty,
the king and queen would hear the desires or com-
plaints of lowly subjects. You can see man palntlng%s
showing the mere nobleman gushmé his daughter to
the king’s throne, head bowed and shoulders forward
so the inviting cleavage is on display. With a little
imagination you can see the young girl using her
tongue. She is suggesting the king consider her fa-
ther’s complaint by her giving him a ‘below job.’ This
was soon translatéd to ‘blow job.” Understand?”

Were it not so bizarre, Julian would have giggled
but he controlled the impulse.

“Thank you for the history lesson. We might think

some court appearances nowadays are different but
not really. Prisoners are mistreated, or so I've heard.

Page - 82



RELUCTANT PRESS

_Julian looked up, startled to see Toby standing du-
tifully with towels and a fleece robe.

. Brett grinned. “Please, Julian, Toby will help you
into the bath. No arguments, I'll await you here.” As
Julian left with Toby, Brett poked at the fire and
added some logs.

While Julian was dressing, Toby came into the
room. He bowed and mentioned quickly in Korean
that the guest was suitable for the evening.

As Julian came into the room, he stood by the fire.
Darkness had enveloged them in the tropical shad-
ows which allowed Brett to see through Julian’s
sheer robe barely gathered around his middle. He
slowly stood and took Julian’s hand. They went into
the spacigus bedroom and Julian squeezed his eyes
sfluﬁ 1&nt11 he heard the heavy door shut. The lock
clicked.

Brett approached him from behind and tenderly
slipped the robe off Julian’s shoulders. He next
started fondling the boyish body by running both
hands along the arms, one hand found the ripples of
Julian’s torso. The other hand caught Julian’s par-
tially erect cock.

“Oh, sir,” Julian whimpered but sank back into
Brett’s arms.

“Do you like me holding you like this?”

“Yes, sir. It is not a necessity for me to tell you how
attractive you are. Too, men _in authority excite me.
Like, police, supervisors, Erofessors. Anyone with the
power to force me into having sex to” satisfy their
ready needs.”

Brett led him to the bed. Before the moment was
upon them tg get on bed, Brett gently and lovm%%y
brought his firm lips down on Julian’s mouth. He
held the kiss until Julian was shaking with desire. At
that moment he began playing with Julian’s lips with
one finger. He slipped it in when Julian parted as_if
caught in_an impeétuous moment. “I must have it,
young sir.”

They stretched out on the bed. “Uh, have what?”

he asked somewhat out of breath from Brett’s daring
handling of his growing cock.
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“Your mouth, Admit you want to do that to me,
Now! Tell me! When you are the gorgeous girl I used
to be, there will be many sensational moments de-
manded of you.”

_“I'll do it but please let me confess I'm not as expe-
rienced. This may be cause for concern.”

Brett kept working Julian’s ready body. “Let me be
the judge of that.”

Julian began to tear up; the seductive moment
was capturing him. He turned his head away so Brett
would not see tears streaming down his face. “I do
not \gant you to think me over emotional,” he whis-
pered,

Brett took the lad’s hand and mgved it down. “Do
me, silly savage,” he said in a familiar tone.

Julian took a deep breath and as he exhaled he
moved his hand lower. Soft fingers grasped Brett’s
iron-hard cock.

They both lay playing with each other’s bodies. Fi-
nally, Julian turned on his side and faced Brett. “I
want it in my mouth,” he said simply.

., Without a word, Brett pushed the terrified boy un-
til he was on top. “So do [,” he whispered. “Do it now.”

_“Idon’t want to be a girl,” Julian repeated as if the
simple fellatio would somehow pave the way to a
more acceptable future,

“You will become the girl I would like to be, The op-
eration is not reversible. Will this be your first time
swallowing?”

Julian shifted his body for comfort and slid the tip

around his open lips. “Yes,” he answered firmly and
accepted Brett’s thrust.

#

. “Where is Brett now?” Seth asked as Della came
into the room.
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“With Julian; that will be the boy’s turning event.
Brett will play him like a classical violin.”

Seth and Della embraced, the familiar hug. “I ad-
mit I would like some reality time with Brett but so
far he has not shown much’interest.”

_Della smiled. “When you are a girl, be ready for
him. We need to talk.”

“About the operation?”

“Yes, Brett mentioned a double igender reassign-
ment which upset me. I sounded off at the risk of my
future here. Brett hushed me quickly enough.”

| “Double? Explain; I must have missed it in the me-
ee.

Della sighed. “First, let me explain I objected em-
hatically which is w}ﬁz Brett and | had words. I said
he idea was insane. He wants a double sex change;

you and your sister are to be the stars on display.

Eventually, Seth caught his breath. “Omigod; I
can’t believe Sybil agreed to this.”

. “She didn’t, not at all. It was what Brett needed to
%we the idea more thought. You might have guessed,

rett was a lz51;11*1 when his dad sent him here. She re-
sisted but those were more brutal days or, as Brett
tells it, resistance was impossible. I'Ve seen Brett’s
‘before’ picture; a gorgeous girl.”

Seth shook his head in disbelief. “As I've heard the
phrase, I can’t get my head around it.”

Della chuckled. “I could take that two ways but
this is too important for word jokes.”

_ “Can we talk about this? You seem intense but ob-
viously Brett could not pull this off without an act of
war, so tg speak. Should you be so opposed? For your
own good, I mean.”

“My concern runs deep. It’s Sybil. Don’t look so
surprised.”

“I's there not an unwritten rule about seducing the
brothel candidates?”
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“That’s what I meant by ‘deep.’ [ cannot for the life
of me visualize sending that beautiful girl off to a life
of abuse. That’s one reason. The other is that Brett is
somehow thinking he would have a valuable asset if
both you and Sybil were to change. I called that in-
sane and Brett fold me to shut up. But it started me
thinking.”

“Well, we have a partner if you are suggesting a
revolution, Julian. He wants t0 go home unharmed
so he can hang out with the boys,” Seth said,

. “Well, that makes three. Can’t start a mutiny with
just that.”

Seth blinked as the concept sunk in. “Wait! I didn’t
agree to anythm?. [ only said I'm concerned for
Sybil’s safety. Get 1nig out of Brett’s clutches is essen-
tial. This is'insane. I'm torn between my future and
my sister’s. Maybe I can use that to argue.”

Della shook her head, mo.” “You hit it when you
said I might seduce Sybil. I have a special reason to
protect her.”

“Which you can now explain to me, I'm fully aware
of your role here. How could I not be?”

Della sank back into the cushion. “Did Sybil have
go¥1flr1ends while growing up?” She stared intently at
eth.

_ “Friends, yes but our parents kept us tethered
tight. It was awkward for €ither of us to do much in
the way of sexual experimentation. After buryin
Mom and Dad, we both sort of went crazy with lustfu
opportunity.”

Seth went to the bar for drinks. The intense con-
cern was etched on his face which was plain for Della
to see as he returned with the drinks. “I just caught
your message; loud and clear. You know, Della, this
is against the rules. Restrictions you have agree to
follow. Are you telling me you want to elope?”

Della looked like she was éoin to cry. “Am | to ask
yl(?lur permission? I've wondered if w€ even have a
chance.
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“And Sybil; have you questioned that too? If she
agrees to’let you glve her a moment’s freedom, how
long will that'last? I can see your position.”

“We need a plan. Call it ‘first things first.” She is
not only beautiful but intelligent, Nothing can be
planned until we all agree.”

“Agree to what?” Seth asked. Della could tell he
was wrestling with conflict as he considered his fu-
ture as opposed to her eventual loss.

“What about Julian?” Della asked. Her face was a
blank as if thinking of something else. Then she
brightened. “Do you think he can be trusted?”

“To do what?”

“Be a good soldier. Man the battlements, storm the
Bastille, all that.” She giggled. “This would all de-
pend, of course, on how Julian reacted to Brett’s as-
sault. That can be tough; I know about it.”

Seth sipped his drink. “Tell me about it. Is Brett as
thoughtless in the throes of passion as he appears in
daily life?”

. “Hard to answer. One issue not to lose sight of, He
is very gay and firmly opposed to Brett’s plan. That
might be all it takes to have our soldier-to-shoulder
arms.

“Would Julian fight back? Run away? Murder?”
“All good questions. Any answers?”

Seth shook his head. “It seems to me we should
keep Julian on the sidelines until needed. One: you
talk to Sybil and see if you can gain her trust. Coop-
eration, at least. 'm up next to talk to Brett and see if
he will agree to dismiss you. In that way I may be able
to take your place while'you and Sybil do whatever.”

“You have a lot to think about. It can be really
sticky.” Della finished her drink and laid her head on
his dsl'ao,l,llder. “One tactic we agree one; action is
needed.
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Eleven

Della stood outside Sybil’s door. She knew she had
no reason to hesitate but, then, the stakes for a suc-
cessful event with the marvelous girl were high.

“Entering?” Sybil asked with an amused lilt in her
voice. “I can see the light under the door.”

Della came in, silent1¥ liding as if afraid of being
overheard. “We need to talk,” she said.

“I never know from one minute to the next what is
to become of me. I've decided to let my destiny take
free rein.” Sybil chuckled as she reacted to the seri-
ous look onDella’s face. “Uh-oh, Is this one of those
times when I run off at the mouth?”

Della stood in the middle of the room. She wore a
sleeveless starched blouse, choker scarf with pin,
flounce skirt and flesh colored stockings. “Sorry to
intrude.” She turned on one heel to make the skirt
flare, flashing flesh. She closed the door and threw
the bolt. “I've just come from talking to your brother.”

. “And what is my Artful Dodger of a brother think-
ing? Don’t try to get him into bed. Well, at least not
unthl he finally gets the surgical release he feels he
needs.

Della smiled. “No such luck, I know. Actually, you
are more my type but I did not come here to entice
you.

“Ah, yes; no such luck. I've nothing to offer you to
drink but we can chat. Relax; I can tell you have
something going on. Are you going to ship me out to
the best brothel on the Levant?”

Della sat on the sofa and gingerly settled her skirt
with a swift hand. “Would that I'could do that but we
all have our limitations. N’est pas?” She took a deep
breath and held Sybil’s hand. “Seth is concerned that
Brett will carry out this insane plan, We don’t know
why and hope you have an explanation. Any ideas?

“I've thought it over and the only sensible part is

that he has Iost control, like you said. He will intimi-
date me until I'm so terrified 1 will do anything he
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wants. Until now, I've only heard little lustful mes-
sages from him.”

Della sighed. “I intend to confront him. Danger-
ous, I know but maybe something less than a cattle
grod will give me a Clue. But, before I do that, I want

o get something from you.”

Sybil held her hand to her chest. “Li’l o]’ me?” she
asked in a forced accent. “It seems to me that if you
want something of me, well, just take it.”

Della shook her head ‘no.” “Not that easy, I can give
you hope but in return I need your trust.”

“%J,l;l—oh; you are serious. Better tell me what to ex-
pect.

“Have you been with a woman?”
y

_ “Oh, is that idle curiosity? Yes; in Paris. Her name
is Desfra. Another §1rl, emploged by the swashbuck-
ler they call Sami, forced me but I escaped. That girl
is named Yvette.”

. “That’s all? You _are very comely. It’s hard to be-
lieve. Do you not like sex with a woman?”

Sybil faced Della and held the eye contact until the
nervous girl blinked. “Destra I enjoyed; Yvette I did
not. What is all this?”

Della held her breath as a high diver might do. “I
plan to resign my Posmon here. Usually the penalty
1s severe as it is a firm rule. Seth has su§gested it so
he can take the job. We don’t think Brett can be ma-
nipulated but we have to learn his feelings before we
move. We have Julian to enlist if needed. I want to
take you with me but have to know if, uh, if you trust
me. The second rule I've broken Brett has already no-
ticed-you are very important to me.”

“You are confusing me. The reason 'm here, from
the beginning, is that Brett and the Sami in Paris
both consider me of value, They are flesh peddlers;
I'm the flesh. Seth and I have 'some resources bu
don’t think Brett can be bought considering the
%mou%},t of money he expects. Yet, how will we ever

Nnow?:
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Sybil touched Della’s hand_and pressed it. “You
flatfer me, I can see you are willing to risk your life to
be with me. That blows my mind.

“The concept of trust has many facets like a
well-cut diamond. You liked sex with Destra. Have
¥ou admitted an interest in any other woman? Like,

here are many here in various states of repair. You
have to know any number of the denizens here would
like to have you. Did Destra go down on you? Did she
make you want more?”

Sybil’s eyes filled with tears. Rivulets overflowed
on her cheeks. “I've had to come to terms with inhu-
man_behavior since then. [ want to answer you but
am deathly afraid that my_feeling will give you hope
that we might be together.”

Della handed Sybil a tissue. “If I don’t try; if I sit
back and watch your life destrgyed; if I endanger
our brother in some way; if, if, if; oh{” Sybil fell into
ella’s open arms and the kiss that followed was
warm and accepting.

“I've known all along that you want me. This is the
most unlikely place in the world for a romance but,
look at us, scared out of our wits.”

“Not without reason. Do you remember our last
meeting with Brett? He was gracious to allow me to
stay with you all night to be ceértain you were all right.
To pay him for such a privilege, I knelt between his
legs and used my mouth to satisfy him. Not news, I
know but, here is the crunch. When he was through
with me he slapped me several times, the last ofie
knocked me flat on the floor, We are discussing a ma-
niac here and seeing you doing the same panics me.”
“That makes two of us,” Sbeil said softly and tilted
her chin for another kiss. “I believe we are treading
on a path marked Dead End Street.

“Would you even ask me to trust you in these cir-
cumstances? [ admit you are attractive and that you
have a sexy countenance that fascinates me. To move
01’(11 with these feelings to guide us seems to me sui-
cide.

Della tightened her hold around Sybil’s shoulders.
She slid one hand inside her blouse and fondled the
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untamed flesh. “What would you be willing to do with
Brett to get his consent?”

“For you, anything, But, it might be a shotgun
wedding.”

Della smiled. “It’s gbvious now; the Penrod twins
think alike, Seth used the word ‘elope’ when we dis-
cussed an in-and-out Plan. How can we laugh in the
face of possible disaster? Yet, you‘ve just said you
would trust me enough to try.”

After another heart-felt kiss, Sybil said, “You give
me hope.”

#

Seth stepped behind a wide leaf bush near the
pool. He could see Brett’s deck across the water. He
waited until the darkness descended before ap-
proaching.

Brett came in and was pacing back-and-forth
holding a large snifter of brandy,

Seth rapped gently on the door. The pacing steps
stopped.

“Who is there?” Brett said and opened the door. He
pulled the cord of his robe to tighten it around his
waist. “You are reckless, whoever you are.”

“Seth Penrod,” Seth said in a crisp tone. “Can we
talk?”

. Relieved, Brett threw the entrance wide and mo-
tioned Seth in. “We can do more than that. Or per-
haps you were looking for someone else. Sybil is not
here. She can’t %gt far if she is trying to escape,” he
said with a chuckle,

_ Seth accepted a glass of Napoleon Brandy, sipped
it and held it in ‘salute’ to Brett. “If you have time, sir,
can we discuss my future here?”

Brett appraised the younger man with a brief look.
Seth wore a knit polo, 6pen at the waist and Bermuda
style shorts showing his knees. The calf-length
stockings gave him a collegiate look,
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Brett refilled both glasses. “Actually, young sir, I
antlcFljpated asking you in for a chat. Now, here you
are. Perhaps we cah add mind reader to your many
talents.” He sat next to Seth and casually let one
hand fall on Seth’s naked knees, “My reports of your
progress here do you honor. As for your future, what

'p 2

did you have in mind?

“This is awkward for me, Mister Acton, as my con-
versations with Della lead me to_ believe she would
like to retire her position here.” He coughed and
tqleal;ed his throat. “I want the career her vacancy of-
ers.

Brett was pensive, shocked. “Della knew the re-
strictions wheén_she took this job. Rules, my boy, can
only be broken by me. It’s the'way of the world, if you
will.” His voice retlected a new ternsion, slightly anghry.
“What qualifies you, Seth Penrod, to even open this
topic? You must have something to contribute.”

Seth knew the hand fondling his knees was an
overture, “I do, sir, I am aware the chaos in Paris cre-
ated by Sami is chasing away more prospects than
we receive. While this may fit'well into our schedule

4

to provide candidates, it seems awkward to me.’

Leaving Seth’s comments for the moment, Brett
looked out to the swimming pool as if it held a new
fascination. “I want to hear your ideas. Would you
take on such a bizarre career by accepting the rules?
Do you want to know what they are?

Seth looked down at the busy fingers fondling him.
He relaxed his legs slightly. “If ' you are going into the
rules, sir, does it mean you aré€ considering me?”

“Onel! It is full time, no running away. Two! Obedi-
ence. Three! Honesty. On this point [ ' want to know
your terms.”

“My sister, Sybil.”

“Yes, she is lovely. I've observed her. Actually, [ am
reminded of m¥ youth; I too was beautiful, vivacious.
My father wanted a son, hence you see me now.”

Seth took a deep breath. “I understand; as for

Sybil, I want her free to return home. In refurn for
that you have my allegiance.”
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“And? You call our Paris operation, uh, chaos.
That may be true but the clients we receive have been
pre-screened for necessary aspects. I've had some
delightful moments with attractive boys and not re-
quired to worry about their qualifications.”

“Are the boys or girls you receive worth the cost?”

~ “Well of course, we get that on the other end; the

finished product.” Brett began pacing the room
again. “And, Della? What does she want? She has her
sKills; ably demonstrated in this room but, my pref-
erences involve boys, not girls. Yet, we all get randy
from time to time, n’est pas?”

“With your acceptance of my servitude, Sybil and
Della will settle somewhere in the States.’

“Tunderstand now. You will accept my rules if in so
doing You protect the two malcontents.” Brett chuck-
led. “It must be lovely to see them in action.
Girl-on-girl, so to speak. But, there are concerns. It is
entirely possible for me to wake up one day to find
you holding hands with one of our maost attractive cli-
t@ntts. Tlhe},t will not do at all. Note this as a firm and

ast rule.

Seth nodded, then, “My idea is to locate a
ready-made small group and import them. At the
first contact, they will have no identification, no
money, but include athletic bodies toned for action.”

Brett guffawed. “Where are you to find this select
group, young sir?”

“We kidnap a bus load of participants traveling to a
competition, like, football, ftennis, whatever. In addi-
tion to the potential of healthy, stunning girls, we
benefit from lessons in social g)sychology. ake it
‘one-to-one.” What do you think?”

Brett drained his drink and handed the em]:l)ty
lass to Seth. “Refill, please. You are on the payroll.”
e laughed and belched. He watched as Seth duti-

fully trod to the wet bar and returned with a tall glass

with ice cubes tinkling. “Do you have any idea how
much mone%f1 we can get for your sister and her lover?

You have a high opinion of yourself.”

“The reality, a descending worry, is that you will
throw me in the dungeon, sell the ‘girls and having

Page - 93



FRATERNAL TWINS BY MONICA JAMES

thus cashed in, allow me out and keep me until years
fade my body.”

. “I had that in mind, exactly. But now I'm consider-
ing your recruitment idea. I like it. Here is my coun-
ter-offer. You scout the landscape and bring in some

]lgrospects as you’ve described and the %u*ls go free.
he profits will take care of the loose ends.”

“I can start immediately,” Seth said and returned
Brett’s stare, a glaring lust.

“Then it is settled. Come closer; [ want a preview by
taking what you have that I so desire right now.”

“Which is what?”

“It is my intention to use it often. That would be, of
cour‘?ﬁ,”o her of your attractive charms. Now, your
mouth.

#

Della opened one eye and squinted at the sun’s

1gllare coming in the window. “Oh, look at the time, I

ave to get to work but I sg hate to leave you like this.
Maybe I'll rape your mouth.”

The¥ kissed and Sybil sat on the edge of the mat-

tress, teet on the floor, to watch Della dress for work.

ghat was when a messenger rapped gently on the
oor.

“Who might that be?”

Della came back from the door. “Brett’s Korean
house boy. We have a note.” She unfolded it, “Della:
Please find me at the den overlooking the pool, Bring
Sybil as well.” It was initialed by Brett Acton.

Before long both girls stood in the doorway as Brett
swept toward them holding two tropical drinks.

“These are compliments of the house. Please make
y%ufsglves comfortable. We are going to be here for a
while.

Della swiftly looked around the room. Then she
looked out to poolside. “Where is Seth?”
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Brett smiled and handed his empty glass to Della.
“Refill, please. Seth borrowed the Jeép and is out on
an errand.”

Della was incg(;dulous. “You let him escape? Brett,

what’s going on-

He laughed. “Oh, not to worry, He knows you and
Sybil are Rere to entertain me il his absence. We dis-
cussed in detail his function in our organization. In
%he meantime, you are to remain here until he re-

urns.

- He gazed approvingly at the two girls sitting
side-by-side on the wide sofa. Della filled white
brushed linen slacks while Sybil tuﬁged at the hem-
11n1(<3 ((i)f her short skirt. “Are we hostages?” Della
asked.

In answer, Brett stood up and went fpurposely into
the alcove. He unlocked a door and left it open:

“Hostages? Nice word. Perhaps. Come in here,
please.”

Della. went in first but Sybil hesitated on the
threshold. Brett pushed her into the room. While
Della caught her from a possible fall, Brett slammed
the door and threw the bolt. He went to the wet bar.

“What is this place?” Sybil whispered,

“It’s known as the dungeon. Time will reveal what
our able leader has as a surprise.”

. Brett faced the two girls. “Listen up! Seth has de-
vised a plan to recruit guys and gals for our profit
mill. To put his plan in effect, he has gone into the
city to scout. If—and it‘s a big 1F'—he is successful
he will work with Della for a while to get oriented.
Next, he has my word that you two gorgeous lasses
will be free to rogam as you wish. If not; you both can
add to our profit and no-loss by cashing in as origi-
nally planned. Any questions?”

Della blinked as the certainty dawned on her. “So,
[ was correct. We are hostages. As I see it, our future
is dependent on Seth’s roving eye? Either way, I'm
not longer in your employ. Is there no other option?”
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Brett’s sparkling eyes showed his delight. He
lanced at Sybil whoSe complexion had suddenly
lanched. Neéxt, walking behind her as she was
seated on the sofa holding hands with Della, he
touched her naked shoulder before fondling her
breasts from behind. “Lovely,” he whispered. “Do you
realize your future is dependent on what happens in
this place before the day is finished?”

Sybil nodded and tightened her hold on Della’s
hand. “Yes, sir,” she quipped with as much strength
in her tone she could manage. “I don’t know why I'm
so frightened.”

“Would you rather be a boy?”

She gasped. “Ah, it’s what 1you have had in mind. I
understand you now. Ma ask, sir, which of me
would be most profitable? I mean, as I am, a girl or as
you speculate my person changed to a boy?

He chuckled and casually unbuttoned her blouse.
“You are perceptive. That pleases me because it gives
me someé insight into your brother’s usefulness
here.” He was pensive, Next he addressed Della.
“Take this charming girl to the showers. Maybe she
needs a moment to think over what her impulsive na-
ture has blurted out.” He watched Della nod and pull
Sybil to standing. They went to the bath.

“What’s he up to?” Sybil whispered, now appre-
hensive.

“Fun and games, darling. Our leader admires you.
['ve had the éffect of his random lust. Now, maybe it
is your turn.”

Stybil adjusted the shower head and turned to ac-
cept Della’s embrace. “I am considering escape no
matter what Seth does. But I won’t leave here without
you.

“You should understand Brett will gladly accept
Seth’s service so, on those terms, we may gain some
freedom. But we have to be ready to act whén the op-
portunity shows.”

Sybil was pondering, trying to make sense of her

redicament. “Anything short of homicide, it seems
o me,” she said finally.
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Della was slow to ask. “Uh, Sybil, Quick question! I
can warn you in advance that he will use your mouth
to get himi hard. How will you receive him?”

Sybil was swiftly growing im atig”nt. “What the hell

are you talking about-receive him:

“Anal insertion; fingers first then the hard tool you
created.”

“Omigod, Della. Please, no.”

Della reached beyond Sybil and turned off the wa-
ter. “I'll get the towels, Don’t bother to get dressed.”

They strolled hand-in-hand into the room

Brett stood up and motioned them into the bed-
room.

b ([i)ella winced but led the terrified lover to the wide
€q,

Brett approached and,snagﬁped the towel away.
“On all fours, Sybil,” he said. “I’ll tell you what to do.

“Just tell me when the ordeal is over. I don’t have
the discipline you expect.”

He stretched out next to her before turning to
Della. “Darh,n%, there is a tube of gel in the top
drawer. Get it for me.”

“Oh, Brett; please. Anything but that.”
_He laughed. “Very well; we’ll do that as well. You
will soon wish | had taken up training race horses in-

stead of breaking in virgins with tight buns.” His
deep guttural laugh sounded horror.

#

.1t was after dark before Seth drove to the parking
glrcle. He led Julian past the swimming pool to the
en.
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“Welcome,” Brett boomed. “This is what you've
it)r,(lmdgglt me for a day’s work? it appears your niission
ailed.

Seth glanced around. “Where is Sybil? What hap-
pened? You are looking very smug.”

“Wonder of marvels,” Brett drawled. “I got_laid!
Your sister is more beautiful than I'd expected.”

“You made me believe you would not molest her
until we had a chance to discuss my mission. Can’t
you be trusted?”

“Well, yes. But keep in mind, my handsome assis-
tant, I make the rules. However, after much consider-
ation, I've decided I'm sick of your two whining fe-
males. You will go through the procedure as planned.
That will smooth my aching libido for now. Della has
been dismissed. Sybil is promised to Julian. Any
questions?”

“Has Sybil agreed to this? I know Julian is ambiva-
lent now.”

“Either way, 1 would like to end this active day with
some time Wwith your friend, Julian. I need his
strength.”

Seth turned to whisper to Julian, “Our_leader
wants dyou in his bed. Ask for the gel before he gets
started.”

He watched as Julian’s face dropped in alarm.

“I've heard of anal,” he said in a trembling voice.

Seth pushed Julian toward the corridor leading to
the dungeon. “Go, animal,” he said firmly.

EPILOGUE

Della settled in a cushioned captain’s chair in the
shade of the hotel awning. The sand strip of beach
drew a line against the sparkling sea. She sighed and
looked up as Sybil approached.
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Sybil was dressed in a white summer linen frock,
open at the neck, and short enough to show off her
flesh above her knees. She smiled.

“How did you know about this place?” she asked.
“f;{nd,'p why are we here taking in the clear air and blue
skies:

Della grinned. “You told me yourself we had to dis-
appear for a while.”

“So I did. We are waiting for news from Seth. Well,
Beth as she is now known.”

“Here we are in a cozy ten-room hotel in the lonian
[slands; Corfu, Greece. You should know Odysseus
was gnce washed ashore here. Shipwreck, T sup-
pose.

Sybil raised one hand to call the waiter. She or-
dered a _popular local drink, “Who was ship
wrecked?”

. Della laughed and pressed her hand. “Your educa-
tion is neglected. This weary traveler stogped by here
for a spell before ending Up inside a horse in the
shadow of a quiet town known as Troy. Must have
been a man of adventure.”

“OK but don’t introduce him to Brett. He'll be a girl
soon enough.”

Della smiled. “Not much chance of that. Any
news?”

“Yes, a letter forwarded from a favorite hotel in
Scotland. Seth and I stopped there on the way to
France after our parent’s funeral. Seth made ar-
rangements to handle correspondence. Anyhow, here
it is. ‘Beth’ reports the TG procedure was successful
and he is happy. Brett has calmed down, he said.
That’s hard to believe.”

They both zc%iggled. “So it all ended well,” Della said.
“For a while there I really didn’t think I’d be out of

B

that lecher’s clutches.”

“We can transfer some funds now that the Scot-
land connection is secure, We can wander and won-
der as we like,” Sybil said. “I miss my brother but I
know he isn’t there. Maybe one day we can return.”
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Della stood up and stretched. “Let’s go for a walk.
The brochure says that church tower topped in red is
interesting.”

“Sure. On the way we can stop and get me some
sport clothes.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“I feel like dressing up as a boy,” Sybil said with a
quick glance at her lover.

“Omigod, Sybil. You are scaring me.”
The End

Page - 100



