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THE MAKING OF

ABIGAIL

by Philippa Peters

�We�ve put up the surrender flag!� my grizzled ser-geant yelled at me as I fired and toppled another ofthe rebels from the mobile gun they must have stolenfrom us.
�It�s a trick!� I yelled back at Sergeant Tobert, oneof the many mercenaries we�d employed since thestart of the rebellion. My heart rate was surging. Icould feel it. How could I stop now? I�d never felt thisalive before, killing rebels! �Keep on firing!�
A young girl with crossed gun belts was standingup on the gun now and waving her arms in the air,pigtails flying. The handkerchief tied about the barrelof her carbine was, like the smile on her face, a gleamof white directed at us. I raised my sniper rifle. I could
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have picked her off easily. She wasn�t even trying tofire. She was pointing at the barricaded ranch housebehind me.
The bullet went astray as Tobert kicked the gunout of my hands. The girl�s smile vanished as sheducked down.
�We�re to stand and surrender where we are, sir,�the older man said, his foot on my chest, almost inmy throat. �It�s all we can do now, sir. Live to fight an-other day!�

*****
�Lieutenant Jeffrey Dowerson,� said the oldwoman behind the desk, frowning at the paper infront of her before she looked up at me.
�Was firing after the surrender flag had beenhoisted,� said a thin man, the rebels� planetary pros-ecutor to their War Crimes judge. �He can�t stay here,down below.�
�No,� said the military judge, frowning as shelooked over my papers again. �Ewert Dowerson�sson? Why did you fire when your father�s commandhad surrendered?�
�Thought it was a trick to get us out in the open,� Imumbled, using the words that Sergeant Tobert hadtold me to use. �We were beating those Squid Riverboys easy.�
�Garmin�s regiment,� said the prosecutor. �Thoseboys and girls,� he gave me a filthy look, �took sixtypercent of all casualties in the assault.�
�So what will you do if I send you back to your fa-ther on his ranch, Jeffrey Dowerson?� the judgeasked me. �Start planning an uprising against theplanetary government?�
I wanted to say, �That�s what you did, didn�t you?�Yes, all you squatters breeding like flies, wantingland from big ranchers like my father, a man who�d
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spent a lifetime opening up and making the planet ofForeman fit for human occupation.
But in the end, there�d been too many of them, de-spite the mercenaries we�d hired. Oh, yes, we�d killedsix, seven, eight to one in the pitched battles, hadn�twe? But someone had supplied the rebs with armedshuttles and rockets. They�d taken down two greatranch houses and so peace talks had broken out.
We Dowersons had fought on but now look at usranchers, our lands confiscated by the new govern-ment, relatives and friends dead. And the rebs hadn�tbeen stopped by surrender flags, had they? No,they�d taken out ten more greathouses, the leadingfamilies of Foreman slaughtered or impoverished intheir strikes. I�d rather have died in a glorious stand,taking all of the Squid River boys, yes and Squiddiegirls, too, with us.
�Exile it is,� said the judge, with a deep sigh.
Yes, she could sigh. She wasn�t the one marchedoff with mymen onto a waiting Hordan lighter, not al-lowed a word with my father. The Hordan sniggeredat us, of course, because this was exactly what we�dpaid them to do for us, earlier, in the struggle forForeman.
My father had told me all about �Dumping.� On thefrontiers, he said, it was done all the time as one wayof opening up marginal planets. The first humans onFore had been dumped, the losing side in a fight forCongreve, one of the most powerful and civilized ofthe Shelter Republics along the Foxbrush Nebula.
�Are there that many marginal planets left in theNebula?� I�d asked. My father laughed.
�Not many,� he�d said. �But there are a lot of un-derpopulated worlds. Dumpers are lazy these days.They just find a planet with open space, likeWestmore or Frank, and dump off the exiles we givethem. Some of the last batch we sent from here endedup on Carmichael, if you can believe that!�
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Carmichael was a �local,� as in Nebula-wide, suc-cess story. An ally of the powerful Nebula Kingdom, ithad a highly developed tech base and could even af-ford to buy Hammers, fighting spaceships, from theKingdom. I�d love to command one of them.
�If I was exiled to a place like that,� I�d told my fa-ther, �I�d find my way back here and make the oneswho exiled me pay.�
�No one ever comes back from being dumped,Jeffrey,� my father had said. I heard the word as if ithad a capital letter. �Not from Carmichael, ever.They�ve been dumped on a lot. Once they get youthere, they bury you!�

*****
The klaxon went off as we were being shoved outonto the dusty, desert surface of some barren planet.�Where the hell are we?� I shouted at the Hordanoverseer, safe behind some kind of motorized robot. Itturned, however, and headed back at the highestspeed it could make towards the shuttle, the whine ofits engine and the klaxon summoning it inside mak-ing my ears hurt.
�I thought the Hordan were slave traders,� I said toSergeant Tobert, exiled like me, and still looking outfor me, son of the man who�d hired him. �I thought wewere going to be sold in some market on a habitableworld.�
�Save your breath,� said Tobert shortly beside me,using the key that had been flung in our direction.How the Hordan had laughed at us as we prisonersscrambled for possession of the one key that couldrelease us from the shackles and chains that boundus together.
�They didn�t even bother to pick up the chains,� Isaid sourly as Tobert set me free. We went over to an-other group, pleading for release. They were as dirtyand unshaven as the rest of us. The cream of Fore-
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man�s fighting men, I thought angrily, as I lookedover my compatriots.
�Look!� cried one of the men who�d been screamingat the shuttle to come back. The noise of the explo-sion reached us after a brilliant light lit up the sky.
�Sure you want to be on the shuttle now, Parres?�asked Sergeant Tobert.
�What�?� I asked him.
�This planet�s under ownership,� grunted Tobert.�And the owners don�t like being dumped on. We�regoing to meet them very soon.�
So we were going to be slaves anyway, I thought. Iwanted to run, get away, but the little hill beside thelanding spot showed us only desert stretching out inall directions. Mountains were in the far distance. Onthe desert were men like me, dumped by Hordanshuttles. Most were trying to run to the mountains. Itlooked like thousands were already miles away.
�Save your strength,� advised Tobert. �Maybe wecan rush the victors when they come for the spoils oftheir victory.�
With no water, no food, no shade, we were in nocondition, after two days in the desert, to do anythingbut surrender. Surrender was beginning to be catch-ing, I thought grimly. But what could we do? Thethopters brought crawlers onto the flattest plain be-side us. A gang of men in desert gear, armed withblasters, sauntered out.
�Do what the windbreakers tell you,� said the mes-sage projected again and again from the shuttle. Welet ourselves be loaded into the land crawlers thatwere barred to prevent us from getting out. Not thatwe wanted to as, inside, there was water and rationbars.
�Where are we?� Parres had the nerve to ask thenearest windbreaker, who�d herded us like sheep tothe waiting wagon-crawler. �What world is this?�
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�Lennox,� the shrouded man smirked. �Where�reyou girls from?�
No one said anything at first, not even Parres,looking at me as if I, the only officer there, should an-swer the insult from this armed, dangerous-lookingman.
�Foreman,� I said to the man as he poked me witha blaster. I�d seen his finger tightening as his angerrose at not being answered.
�Thirty thousand of you,� said the desert tracker,shaking his head. �Don�t reckon we c�n take thatmany in the labs. Ya might be the lucky �un if�n we�retold to leave ya out here and let the dessie have ya.Well, can�t stand jawing wit� you girls any longer. Gotmy own sweetie waiting for me back home. Hope allya girlies make it. I mean I love my Suzette but a manlikes variety too, doesn�t he?�
Parres made the usual gesture to a man like thatwho was laughing uproariously as if he�d made awonderful joke in taunting us prisoners, as hewalked away.
�Where�d a man like that get a woman?� asked an-other dirty, unshaven man, a ranch hand by the lookof him. �An� all the way out here?�
�Lying to us,� grunted Parres.
�Was right about the thirty thousand,� said Tobert,surprising me. �Fifteen thoumercs and all the men inForeman�s Free Riders would make that many.�
�What�s this Lennox?� asked Parres, slurpingdown a canteen of water we�d been supplied with.Our transport lurched, joining a long column of simi-lar crawlers that curved away in front of and behindus.
�Lennox is a planet with deserts, landlocked seasand oases,� said Tobert staring at me. �The grass-lands and ranches will suit some of you boys. Theplanet�s been taken over by Carmichael. They�ve
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done the one thing for this planet the rancher lordswanted.�
�Which is?� asked Parres, whom I almost patted onthe back for asking the questions that would�ve mademe look like a fool.
�They�ve brought in women,� said Tobert, squint-ing and looking at me, checking me over and makingme feel really uncomfortable. He didn�t have to re-mind me I was the youngest there, not shaving yet,an officer only because my father was rich. I knew Iwas vulnerable in a company of all men. I shivered,thinking maybe I knew why Tobert was protectingme. �Used to be you couldn�t get laid here. Womenlocked away. Heard from a pal of mine that the capi-tal�s quite a lively place now. Not as great asDuncansford and the Drum Theater. But it�s gettinga lot better.�
We all sniggered at that. The Drum Theater inDuncansford, the capital city of Carmichael, was no-torious for the girls who performed there. We�d heardthey partied after shows with guys ready and willingto pay. It was supposed to be as hot as Shalimar Sta-tion, the pleasure palace, where every spacer wantedto go, to do anything but relax.
The Lennox government, I reckoned, were going tobe real peeved with thirty thousand men dumped ontheir world.
�Likely,� Tobert went on in a whisper to me, �we�lljust be loaded up on some outbound freighter anddropped off in some other hellhole outside the Neb-ula. So, if we get the chance to get away, boy, in thecity, we should take it.�
We weren�t hauled into any city. Tobert made nomove to escape as we were marched into a cavernopening that became a lit passageway stretching, un-der the cliff we had faced, for miles. It seemed thatway, at least. There was nowhere to run but back tothe desert. No, we were marched deep into the cav-erns, the walls smooth and blast-formed until wecame to a huge auditorium in which were stacked
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medshell upon medshell. A group of men in lab coatswere waiting for us, with uniformed guards.
�Run for it!� Tobert shouted. I tried. Guys werescattering everywhere, fighting with guards, who�dstarted shooting. Amid the screams, I ducked undera row of medshells and ran right into a nurse, apretty brunette, as I skittered towards the distant,open gate. I heard crashing as medshells wereknocked from their trestles by running men.
�Shh!� the girl said, putting a finger with beautiful,lacquered tips across her so red, kissable lips. It hadbeen so long. I had to kiss those lovely lips. She didn�tobject, putting her arms about my neck. I felt her softbreasts against me as I kissed and rocked againsther. I hardly felt the syringe going into my neck be-fore I sagged into her arms.

*****
�Isn�t she awake yet?� I heard a girl�s voice sayingin the red, hurting distance.
�Was tranked before she was �shelled,� I heard an-other female voice saying.
�Give her a shot of E,� the first girl laughed. �That�llbring her out of it!�
�No rush,� said the other woman. �Unless you�vegot a heavy date, end of shift. Oh, that�s it, isn�t it?�
�Carter the Dream,� giggled the first girl. �He fi-nally asked me.�
�Girl,� said the one I thought was an older woman.�You know he�s had every girl in the Lab, save for DocIvany herself.�
�Not every girl,� said the younger one, with anothergiggle. �Look at all the pussy that�s been brought infrom Lennox! A thousand and we have ten times thatmany stacked up to be awakened. So come on, Jodie,let�s wake this Sleeping Beauty and have her meetthe wicked witches and the handsome prince.�
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I felt a prick at my neck. �Argh,� or something likethat erupted from my mouth.
�See! She�s awake,� said the giggler. �I bet she�s ly-ing there, listening to us. I was the same. If she�s likeme, she�ll be stunned out of her tiny mind when shesees herself!�
�Easy,� said the older woman softly. �There, dear,don�t mind Serena�s joshing. We�re going to lift youout of your medshell now after your long space jour-ney. You won�t be able to see for a while. You mightknow that. And you�ll need Serena and me to holdyou up. Just removing the last of the tubing. There.�
My head had a herd of caffalo running through it,trampling me, bruising me, as I struggled againstthem, trying to stand as I was urged by soft hands onmy naked body. I could sense that, at least.
�Whahgh,� came out of my mouth as I tried to askthem why I�d been in a medshell. I hadn�t been in-jured. I�d already been biosculptured into my presentgood looks just like everyone my age.
�Don�t try to talk, my dear,� said the older woman.�Get a wrap, Serena. We�re putting you into a shower,dearie. That straw to your mouth has fruit juice in it.Just short sips and it will help you find your voice.�
The taste of cold orange in my mouth was abso-lutely wonderful. �Thickens,� came out of me, a wordat least close to the �thanks� that I tried to say.
�Polite is this one,� said Jodie, the older woman, asmy feet registered that I was on a tiled floor.
A flood of warm water covered me. I braced myself,holding onto a bar as Jodie directed me, still callingme �dear� or �dearie.� I felt womanly, soft hands ca-ressing me. Oh, my hair was so long! How much timehad I spent in the medshell? Where the heck was I?
More warm water ran over the front of me, softhands tracing over my skin. My chest muscles wob-bled in front of me. I gasped at what had happened to
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me in space flight. I sagged forward. It felt as if I hadwomen�s breasts in front of me.
Just as I was trying to make sense of that, I felt asoft hand pushing my legs apart. I was washed in mymost private parts. In a panic, I felt my manhood ris-ing as the girls talked about the thousands who�dgone through this facility before me and how thefreighter crews were loving the layovers inDuncansford.
�Making their lordships even richer,� said Serena.�That�s who I should marry. I should enter the bridalauctions next season.�
�Then, you�d be restricted to only one man, yourhusband,� said Jodie reasonably. �He�d want to keepyou barefoot and pregnant. You know the lot of girlssold to country gentlemen.�
�Did you see Nicole when she came in with herhusband?� giggled Serena. �On her third pregnancyalready!�
�Her husband owns mines and fisheries,� saidJodie. �He can afford it! Okay, Sleeping Beauty,you�ve listened to us chatter enough. Now it�s time tohelp us dry you. You want to start between yourlegs?�
I took the towel shakily and reached, the towel fall-ing. I heard Serena�s hiss of annoyance but it wasdrowned in the howl that came out of my mouth, as Ireached for my aching erection, and it wasn�t there.There was nothing there. My manhood, my testicles,were gone! Then, my arm brushed the wobblymounds hanging from my chest as I felt womanlybreasts. I had womanly breasts!
�I think she�s just figured it out!� laughed Serena.
�Yes,� murmured Jodie sympathetically. A softhand caressed my tush. �Welcome to womanhood,sister. They didn�t tell you this was going to happento you when they shelled you, did they? Oh, it�s sohard to take in. But you�re just like us now. We werelike you once, as well. We were soldiers when we were
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shelled and women when we awoke. You�ll find it sowonderful when you get used to it!�
Get used to it? I floundered away from the showerand slipped on the wet floor, crashing down. The twowomen covered me with towels, even as I struck outat them.
�Just like I was,� said Serena gaily. �I couldn�t takeit in at all. I thought losing my pecker and balls wasthe end of the world! I didn�t realize it was only the be-ginning of much more delightful sex and fun as awoman. Come on, sister. Stop fighting us. Let�s getyou into panties and a bra. You really need them!�
Panties and a bra? I�d never felt so humiliated in allmy life. I had to wear panties? How often had I jeeredat classmates and younger kids back on Foremanabout being gay? How often had I laughed at fat TobyStark and told him he should wear a bra if he got anyfatter! Man, could that guy blubber when I teasedhim.
No! This wasn�t happening to me! It was all adream. I swung my arm and connected with awoman�s chest. �Oh, Abigail, please,� said Jodie as Ikicked at Serena, I guess, who was trying to putwomen�s panties over my feet and onto me. �Leavethat, Serena. Let�s get her to a chair and get somedrops in her eyes. When she sees herself, she�ll becalmer, won�t she?�
�I think she needs a touch of E,� said Serena an-grily.
�Call a doctor then,� said Jodie. �But that�ll meanyou�ll miss going off shift with Doctor Feelgood whenyou should.�
I bit my tongue and my cheek but I didn�t wake up.I was led to a chair and helped to sit. I could feel my-self, the appalling evidence that mymale genitals hadbecome a female vagina and whatever else a womanhad, shockingly clear.
�Whattvrydunt?� I cried, as Jodie held my headstill. I felt cool drops filling my eyes. The grey-white
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mist wavered before reverting to what it had beensince I awakened.
�Why was this done to you?� asked Jodie. �It�swhat happens to anyone who�s dumped in theCarmichael sphere of influence,. You�ll find out, mygirl. You lost your war on Foreman, right? We�re fartoo civilized for mass executions of brutal soldiersdumped on our worlds; Lennox is part of the Protec-torate of Carmichael now. Lennox doesn�t have thefacilities to process many prisoners. Massacres, evenif they�re deserved, would probably bring reprisalsfrom the Shelter Republics or the Kingdom, or bothtogether. So, the losers, including you, darling Abi-gail, have to be made part of our worlds!�
�You�re so lucky, Abigail,� enthused Serena, as Ifelt her hand running through my hair, stroking allover my shoulders, down my back, between myshoulder blades. How could it be so long? I must haveout for months, maybe even a year!
�You�re lucky,� Serena was going on, �becauseyou�re on Carmichael. No more hairy men are neededhere. No, there�s less than two of them now for everyone of us! This is the greatest place to be for a newwoman like you! You can be a dancer, an actress, anurse, like Jodie and me��
�Medtechs,� laughed Jodie.
�Nurses,� said Serena with one of her giggles.�They still use the old terms way out here. Don�t youlove it, Abbie? I love being a nurse! A medtech soundsso stodgy��
�And so male,� said Jodie dryly. �And sweet, de-mure Serena can�t be associated with anything male,can she?�
�Of course she can,� said Serena haughtily. �Solong as it�s in bed beside me and is trying to pleaseme as a male should such a willing and lovely girl asme!�
I pulled my head away from Serena�s caressinghand. A swirl of hair flooded in front of my face. I had
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to flick it back as much of it seemed to be stuck to mymouth. �Imotgril,� I managed to get out.
�Oh yes, you are a girl,� said Jodie softly, �a verypretty girl, Abigail. You�ll have to get used to it.Serena�s admiring your lovely hair. It does need asession at the stylists but it�s long enough to take oneof the new styles that�s fashionable �round here. Areyou ready for us to dress you now? I�m sure some ofthe shaking you�re doing is caused by the chill of theair on your lovely skin.�
My throat burned after I tried to force words out.Jodie, I think, covered my eyes and gave me anothersip of juice. I felt silk touch my thighs and then mychest and shoulders.
�We need to get a robe on you, Abigail,� said Serenacrossly. So sorry to be holding you up from being laid,I thought angrily, and then wondered about all sheand Jodie had said, about being a man like me, andnow a woman. How could Serena have been any kindof man?
Serena was so happy and looking forward to goingout on a date with another man! He�d treat her like awoman, even having sex with her, which she�d said toJodie she was longing for? It had been two days sincea man had had her and she was feeling lonely andunloved, she�d complained in a squeaky imitation ofa little girl�s voice.
The girls urged me to my feet and a soft, silky robewas drawn around me, sending chills all through me.�We really should get panties on you, Abigail,� Jodiesaid. �When we go out of here, there�ll be men andwomen in the halls. You�re showing off everything inthat robe. And we don�t have anything else. This iswhat all of us girls, whatever stage we�re at, wear forbed.�
I kicked at them again furiously as they tried toput more female clothing on me than the enervatingsilky, feminine robe. I hated the feel of it. I couldn�tthink what I looked like, as blind as I was. I didn�t be-
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lieve them about being a pretty girl. I couldn�t be, nota troll like me, who�d never been with a girl in his life.
�Let�s take her to her room,� said Serena in dis-gust. �She doesn�t care about showing off her boobsor her muff. Let�s just get her into recovery. Let thepsyches take over!�
I tottered and trembled as the silk robe movedmost sensually against me as I was pushed and prod-ded out a door. The advent of noise was quite daunt-ing. A soft, female voice was talking over some an-nouncement system, detailing several proceduresthat were taking place. Certain classes were invitedto view the nanotechnology advancements with thepermission of Dr. Ivany or Dr. Garner, whoever theywere.
�What lovely hair!� said a male voice as I shiveredmy way down some hallway. A male hand touchedme. I almost jumped out of my skin, squawking as Idid so. A mouth and rough, shaven skin touched myshoulder, making me lash out in all directions in thefright I felt. I didn�t hit anything. I could hear laugh-ter, male and female, all around me. What an awfulsight I must be!
�No, Douglas,� said Jodie easily into the laughterthat seemed to ripple down the hallway in front of us.�This one is just decanted. She�s not ready for robustmale attentions yet!�
And never will be, I thought wildly, realizing thatthe terrible headaches had receded to the back of myhead, I was thinking normally. Oh, yes, I could think�normally,� if that was possible, about the catastro-phe inflicted upon me. I wasn�t a slave. My fears ofbeing Tobert�s partner taunted my mind. Well, Icould be, like this, couldn�t I? the thought came tome, wondering what had happened to the sergeant.Was he as much a woman as I appeared to be? Oh,gods, who would rescue me from this abyss I�d falleninto?
�Help me take off the bandages,� said Jodie as Iwas laid out gently on a soft bed. A door closed and
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cut off the sound behind me. Nervously, I pulled thethin robe about me but all I felt was soft, hairlessskin, on my legs, at my waist and then on themounds that were so heavy and wobbly at my chest.Again, my nipples seemed to tighten and grow as Iran my hand, as soft as any girl�s, over myself. Myfingernails were long but had obviously been cut atsome time, probably to stop me scratching myself inthe �shell.
�It�s all you,� whispered Jodie, above me, obviouslyseeing what I was doing. �Yes, Abigail, you havebreasts like a woman, a thin waist, wide hips andlovely legs, and a vagina to receive a man�s love.�
�Notoo,� I gasped as I threshed on the bed. Itcouldn�t be true! It just couldn�t! I couldn�t be awoman! I wasn�t cut out to be a woman! I wasn�t gayor strange, as Serena must have been before she wastransformed. Maybe she was lying to me. MaybeJodie was as well. This was all some kind of torture.They were really women, laughing at me.
Jodie�s soft hand removed the blinders she�d puton me after she�d added more eye drops. Fuzzyshapes swam into view as Jodie gently swabbed andbathed my eyes. Colors became visible. I twisted myhead and felt the mass of hair on my cheek, hair thatbelonged to me. There was a mirror over the bed, I re-alized, and the prone figure, mostly hidden by the�nurses� ministering to me, must be me.
But the little I could see, the bare legs, and the bil-lowing hair on the pillow made me shudder and al-most scream in despair. Jodie�s female face coveredmine. �You see me?� she asked, a smile on her redlips. No, she wasn�t old. She was very pretty and theribbons holding her dark hair back made her looklike the Squid River girl whom I might have killed ifthe sergeant hadn�t kicked my gun away.
�I,� I gasped, shivering up at this woman who keptcalling me Abigail. �Sheya.�
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�Good,� said Jodie, using some kind of light to ex-amine my eyes. �You want to see yourself. Can youfocus up there?�
Jodie moved back as did the golden-haired Serena.I looked up at the woman lying in the bed. I couldn�tprevent the howl or the shudder that went throughme as I took in the beautiful girl, threshing so sexilyas she looked down on me. She started screamingand throwing herself about in the bed as well, just asI was.
�She�s seen herself,� laughed Serena. �What�s sowrong, Abbie darling? Did you want golden curls likeme? Well, you can. Just tell Lydia, our hair stylist,when you see her next day shift. She�ll make you anykind of blonde you�d like to be!�
�Serena, don�t tease,� said Jodie, looking up at thegirl cringing and crying on the bed, seeing what I wasseeing. Yes, I was actually crying like a girl. Well Ishould, for I was a girl. I had long, shapely legs like agirl. The muff of hair above my vagina did showthrough the whitish, transparent robe draped aboutme. I didn�t have any male equipment, I could see, nomatter what I seemed to feel as I rolled in agony, ca-ressed by the silk as I wept like a woman. I did havewide hips and a narrow waist, as Jodie had said. I didhave breasts!
It couldn�t be my body, screamed my brain, as Istared at the girl. She had such well marked nipples,the red circles so large and, and, well, girlish. Herbreasts weren�t too large but they were bouncing as Imoved, taut nevertheless, seemingly aroused as Ifrantically pulled at the robe but hid nothing at all.
�Shnotme!� I squeaked as the girls looked up at meand caressed my legs and body, holding me down, asI tried to get up. They seemed amused at my terrifiedscreaming.
Oh, her hair was so long and thick, so shiny, redhighlights gleaming through dark brown tresses. Shehad femininely shaped eyebrows, full, rosy, kissablelips, thick, dark eyelashes and a lovely thin nose,
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slightly upturned. It wasn�t my nose. None of the fea-tures were mine! This isn�t me, I thought wildly.They�ve imprinted my mind on some girl, some beau-tiful, dark-haired girl. Or they�ve cut out my brainand transplanted my mind into a girl�s body. That�swhat they�ve done! She�s not me at all, this Abigail,whoever she is!
�Snomee,� I tried again, shuddering as I wonderedhow such a process could ever be reversed. Whywould someone ever want to do this to me? The rebs,would they have done this because I had fired at a girlafter the surrender was in force?
�She thinks that isn�t her!� laughed Serena. Look-ing up, I saw a lovely, elfin face, exquisitely made-up,smiling at me. �That�s what I thought the first timethey took me out of my shell! I thought they�d put mybrain into someone else�s body! Not that anyone cando that! Well, not yet, anyway!�
�Abigail,� said Jodie gently. �You recall your mark-ers from your ID in the Foremen Riders? Three brownspots, moles, on your left thigh? A mole on the leftpart of your chest. There it is, on your breast. Thescar on your knee, from when you fell from yourwheeler when you were a little girl? It�s still there, Ab-igail, and the markers on your back you could neversee. I�ll have them photographed for you. You canlook on a comp console and see that your geneticmarkers match your records. This is you, Abigail.This is you and, some day, Abbie, you�re going tomake some man a wonderful wife!�

*****
I awoke after the soma induced sleep, the girlshaving to fight with me and hold me down. I tried toattack them as I�d been taught as a soldier. But thesegirls were stronger than me! The nightmare was con-tinuing! I looked over myself as panic returned. Yes,my chest had these breasts upon them. My penis, Icould feel still, rampant as it was any morning when I
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first awoke. It announced its presence where I couldsee that it wasn�t.
Someone had put women�s panties on me after I�dbeen sedated finally by Jodie after the girlish riot I�dgone through when I refused to accept what she wastelling me. No, I wasn�t Abigail. I wasn�t ever going tobe! I was never going to accept it. It wasn�t just pant-ies I was in, either. I was in a girl�s nightie, pink andfrilled, with flowers of some kind embroidered on it. Ilooked up to see �myself� in the mirror but someonehad occluded it. It was gray and matte above me.
I must be monitored in some way because as soonas I shifted and tried to sit up, the door opened.Serena came bouncing in, smiling over her shoulderat a sandy-haired man, several inches taller thanher.
�Here she is, Dr. Carter,� said Serena coyly, hermade-up eyes so alluring. �This is our Abigail, whomwe had so much trouble with yesterday. She was whyI was late meeting you in the Classic Club.�
�Ah,� said the doctor. �But we more than made upfor that little slip, didn�t we, Serena?� He smiled atme. Serena�s face instantly changed into some sort ofdislike as she stared at me. Don�t be jealous of me, Iwanted to scream at her. I�m not a girl. I�m never go-ing to act like one.
I shuddered and tried to sit up but Dr.Carter��You can call me Torey��didn�t let me. Hewas so much stronger than me which he provedwhen he pushed me back. Gods, how tall must hebe? I was six feet. He towered over me, as he didSerena.
The doctor pulled back the covers and examinedme. He examined me as if I was a woman, his handcaressing and feeling, even inside the vagina that thisbody had. Of course, I objected and tried to fight him,as any man would, but he easily held me down, whileSerena assisted him as he assured himself that I wasone anatomical, beautiful female. He smiled at me as
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he said it, laughing when I shook my long hair, tryingto get him to stop saying such awful things about me.
�I�m no woman,� I said hotly, coughing as my voicedidn�t sound right. It was too high. I was squealing orsomething.
�Your voice is kicking in, as well, Abigail,� saidTorey cheerfully. �Yes, you should be on your feet, inyour high heels, and being pampered as a womanshould be, today. No point laying about in bed whenyou�re a fit, fertile female, is there? Take Abigail intorehabilitation, Serena, and get the next medshellready for decantation. This girl can start making her-self even prettier than she already is!�
A scented bath was drawn for me in the bathroom,Jodie waiting for me as Serena hustled me to herfriend.
�The lovebirds want a few moments together,� saidJodie as she helped me slide out of the nightie andpanties I�d worn in bed. All the mirrors around usshowed only images of a long-limbed, strikingly fe-male-figured, naked girl, her female attributes sobeautiful. And that wasn�t Jodie in her nurse�s skirtand blouse.
I snarled and made a face as fragrances arose tomeet me as Jodie assisted me. I was so weak, myarms so thin, where once I�d had real muscles. Jodieeasily pushed me, the long-legged girl, down into thefrothy bath. �You�ll learn to love this,� Jodie en-thused. �It�s one of the perks of being here in Lannan,working for Dr. Ivany. She�s a geecee girl, just like usall in here, just as you are. She pampers us all somuch!�
I looked up at Jodie as I sank into the warm, fra-grant water, clutching at the sides of the bath as shepoured warm water over my hair , then began tocover that in an equally fragrant shampoo.
�Geecee stands for gender-corrected,� laughedJodie. �I forgot that you wouldn�t know the special-ized terms we sometimes use here. Of course for the
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most part, and definitely if you�re ever out inDuncansford or Shannondale, you�re just a girl.That�s what you�re called. The regular populationdoesn�t know what terms we use or what we do inhere. You�ll learn more about that as you become acomplete girl, Abigail. You�ll love it! How you dress iswhat you are. And speaking of dresses��
I had to choose the one I liked, the short, red, flirtydance dress, the long black formal gown or the darkblue, rustly-skirted cocktail dress, the neckline lowand sure to show off a woman�s breasts.
Of course, I wouldn�t pick but a cheerful Jodie se-lected the dark blue for me. I had to have under-wear��We say lingerie, Abbie darling��Jodie in-formed me, to match.
I tried to refuse to get out of the bath but Jodie hadanticipated that. An orderly, a stolid male, wholooked thirty but could have been any age, of course,was waiting in the hallway. He was another hugemonster who just put his arms under mine. I waslifted out in a flash, kicking and screaming, whichdidn�t bother him at all. If anything, Gart just smiledeven more when I flailed on him with my puny fists.He smiled as if he was enjoying my �female� tantrum.Oh, how I hated the way he looked over my nakedbody. He pressed a huge towel about me and stolidlydried me off as I shrieked and kicked out at him. Icould do nothing to make him stop!
held me as Jodie dressed me, sliding stockings onmy legs as I was held upside down by a man, my longhair draped on the floor. His face was level with whatthey�d done with my sex and he seemed to be study-ing my vagina, ugh, with clinical interest. I was dizzyand shivering as I was set on my feet, wobbling andnot having the energy to fight as Jodie continuedgently to dress me as a woman.
The garter belt was placed about me and my pant-ies, Jodie�s soft fingers caressing my rump as she didthat.
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�If it wasn�t for your big thug!� I blurted out in mysilly, high, breathless, girlish voice.
�Gart�s only six feet tall, Abbie,� said Jodie inamusement. �It�s you who�s smaller, now that you�rea woman. Well, we couldn�t tower over our menfriends in our high heels, could we? It was the biggestshock to me, that, when I found out I wasn�t six-threeany more. But it�s really marvelous to look up into aman�s eyes and see the admiration there.�
�You changed my height?� I gasped.
�That�s what takes so long, the first time,� saidJodie. �Now, does Gart get to hold you some more orwill you put on this lovely bra by yourself?�
I looked at Gart who smirked at me. He startedmoving towards me as I shivered and ran to Jodie. Ilet her showme how a woman puts on her bra by her-self. It was such a weird feeling to have the dark bluebra holding my breasts in place, thin straps over myshoulders moving all the time as my chest movedwith my breathing and the weight of the mounds onme.
I still had underslips, petticoats and then thedress to put on. I felt so mortified as a woman�s dressswayed about me, my father�s son. What would hethink of me? What would he do in my place? When Ilooked at myself in the mirror, I had to shiver evenmore as the girl, Abigail, really did look good in herdress. I admired the low-cut front and the cleavage Icould see. My dress rustled. I flushed in embarrass-ment at what I�d been admiring. I was in a woman�sdress, it gripping me, shaping me, humiliating me!The others didn�t find anything out of place in whatthey were looking at.
The large bathroom had become a dressing room,as Jodie made me pirouette, the skirts and petticoatsswirling against the stockings on my legs. I was sooverheated as the embarrassments just wouldn�tstop. Nor would the strangest of feelings throughoutmy body as I twirled girlishly on my stockinged feet.
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�Do I need to have Gart hold your head as I arrangeyour hair and do your makeup, Abbie?� asked Jodie.
�No,� I said nervously, my voice such a squeak. Iguessed that protests were going to be treatedroughly in any case.
�Good,� said Jodie with a smile. �Now give Gart hisreward and send him on his way.�
�His reward?� I asked, confused.
�He�s a man and he�s done you a service,� saidJodie sweetly. �You are a woman. You have to returnthe favor.�
I must have been shaking and white-faced inshock as I stared at her. We�d heard a few squealsfrom the room next door. It was pretty obvious whatSerena and Torey had been up to while Jodie hadbeen bathing, perfuming, and dressing me.
�A kiss is enough for what you made Gart do foryou,� said Jodie as Gart pulled a face.
I retreated back across the room as Gart pursuedme.
�Oh,� said Jodie. �Is this the first time that a manhas kissed you, Abigail darling? Gart, come here, andlet us demonstrate for Abbie what she has to do.�
Gart took the dark-haired woman in his arms asshe eagerly went up on tiptoe and united her lips withhis. They must have hung onto that kiss for close to aminute, his tongue clearly on her lips and in hermouth as they worked together to enjoy their kiss,just as the hero and heroine do in so many vids. Shethanked him, her way of describing it, for assistingher.
�Simple and easy,� said Jodie as I shrank backagainst the wall. I was so small and Gart lifted meeasily. I tried to pull my face away as my legs in thedress wiggled away, the dress rustling and caressingme so softly. Gart pressed a large hand against me.My head was held as he kissed me.
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I was grimacing, expecting the worst as a man puthis lips on mine. But it wasn�t the end of the world.Gart didn�t slobber on me, press on me or writhe withme as he had with Jodie. No, he kissed me gently,softly, my lips still beneath his. I shuddered in reliefwhen he put me down, our mouths having beenjoined for twenty seconds or so, he moving softly fromside to side. Oh, but how my dress shivered aboutme!
�Thank you,� he grunted at me, a gleam in hiseyes. �And, I must say, Abigail. You do kiss like agirl.�
I think I screamed again as the big man left theroom, a huge grin on his face. Jodie laughed at me.
�What�s the matter?� asked Serena, tying up herbouncing dress as she came dancing into the room,looking so bright and girlish, her dress sounding likemine.
�Abigail thanked Gart,� said Jodie, �and he reallylikes how she kisses.�
�That wasn�t�� I began, stopping as my voicesounded so strange, so high and lilting, as a girlwould have spoken.
�Hair, makeup, shoes,� said Jodie, �and then, Abi-gail girl, we have to turn you over to the beauticiansfor the rest of the day.� She sighed. �Oh, I wish I couldbe going with you.�
�So do I,� said Serena, her makeup all mussedfrom what she and Torey had been doing.

*****
�Enjoy the day?� asked Jodie cheerfully as I stag-gered back to the room assigned to me, two shiftshaving passed, my legs so tight and strained after be-ing in high heels all shift long.
�My feet hurt,� I said in that voice that Miss Noellehad praised so much in my voice lesson. She�d had
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me read from a play, a love scene with a man and agirl. I had to be the girl and inflect my voice in the wayMiss Noelle wanted. I had to rehearse it with her, un-til I was perfect, then perform it with a man, an actor,while all the other girls I�d met stared at me avidly. Ionly had to start over once at Miss Noelle�s insis-tence, the other girls applauding me as Fennal, thehusband, kissed me as a man should his wife, mypart.
I shuddered for an hour as I was part of the audi-ence then, sitting and watching the other girls per-form. Most danced, men helping them, while Yvette,a blonde girl, did a scene from a play. She kissed herman repeatedly in front of us all. She had to do it overseveral times as Miss Noelle made her demonstratefor us the correct ways to kiss a man. I�d have beenblushing as much as Yvette if I�d had to do mine overagain and again as she did. She did it all the waythrough for the last time. Oh, how my whole bodyflushed as Yvette and Bertrand really kissed for solong at the end, she as aroused as he after he�d whis-pered how he loved her so.
We had to move back to the room we�d begun in,refresh our makeup and perfume. Any of us who did-n�t walk properly in her high heels had to do it againand again. I couldn�t bear all the eyes on me as I hadto do it five times over to get the right swing in mytush. Miss Glenda, in charge of deportment, mademe do it perfectly.
�That�s the way a girl does it, darling Abigail,� shesaid at last to me, rounding on Melanie, who wasn�tmincing when she walked. She had to take muchsmaller steps.
�You�ve been decanted for six days, Melanie dar-ling,� Miss Glenda drawled. �And here�s Abigail, onenight out of the casket, who looks so cute as shewalks away, doesn�t she? You must watch her,Melanie, and walk just like this beautiful girl.�
Oh, how I flamed and shivered at such praise. I�dprotested when I�d slipped on my high heels at the
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first session of the day. �Oh, this girl needs a little E,�Miss Delia said with a smile. The other girls had goneso still.
�I�m not a girl,� I tried to growl. Miss Delia burstout laughing.
�Oh, what a lovely pout, Abigail!� she�d said to me.�That and giggling are the two hardest things we haveto teach you. You pouted so femininely. Look, girls,as we do that again! Oh, this girl needs a little E!�
I had to do the girlish pout, as Miss Delia called it,as I saw Gart enter the room with a hypodermic. Ihad to do it again and again, alarm rising in me as Isaw the looks on the other girls� made-up faces.
I tried to fight Gart off me but he passed off thehypo and held me. It was Miss Delia who stabbed me.I had my first feeling of the drug known as Euphoriawhich they used to train us all, former soldiers, to begood little girls. It swept over me in a wash of tingling,impossible-to-resist exalted sensations.
I think I screamed girlishly, the only way that Icould, as everything, everyone, seemed to be sud-denly infused with light, alertness, and attractive-ness. The girls sitting, cross-legged on their softchairs, glowed. The highlights in their hair sparkled.Their lips seemed redder or pinker and softer. Severalsmiled at me. I had an urge to hug them. When sev-eral nervously adjusted their bras and dresses, as ifthey were uncomfortable, I wanted to comfort them.They all looked so beautiful.
Miss Delia leant in front of me, smiling in her turn.�Now what do you say to Gart?� she asked me. Shelifted one of my legs, making me sit with my legscrossed like the other girls.
Other girls? I shivered as a convulsion seemed torun through me. Other girls? They weren�t other girls.They weren�t girls at all! And I wasn�t a girl, either.
Miss Delia repeated her question. I recalled whatJodie had made me say and do. �Thank you,� I whis-
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pered, looking round at the tall man who washalf-kneeling by my chair.
�My pleasure,� said Gart softly as he leaned for-ward. I knew he was going to kiss me again. I shud-dered as my eyes closed. His lips touched mine andpleasure flooded all over me at the touch of anotherhuman being. He held my arm but I didn�t pull away,feeling so much in his touch, feeling so wanted andloved, and yes, so womanly. I kissed him as he brieflystopped. He kissed me with increasing force.
�Enough,� said Miss Delia. Gart smiled at me androse. I felt so bereft and lonely for a moment. I wantedto go on holding him and kissing him. Ooo, I felt sowomanly. I shook my dress, loving the feminine feel-ing all about me.
I followed Miss Delia�s instructions on refreshingthe makeup on the girl�s face in front of me. Yes, herlipstick was mussed. I had to reline my lips, socushiony and soft, hoping Gart would see what I wasdoing and come to receive more thanks from me. Andall the time I was on fire. I was so femininely sensitivethat I could feel every stitch of clothing I was wearing,from the garter belt holding up my stockings to mytasseled earrings bobbing on my cheek. I could feelmy panties and my bra. I was shivering as my nipplesseemed to be expanding as I held myself so rigidly. Itall seemed to feel wonderful and exciting.
�Very nice, Abigail,� said Miss Delia. �Can youstand now, darling girl, and show the other girls howyou walk so beautifully in your high heels? Can youshow Gart and his friends and do this to thankthem?�
The last was said as I hesitated to rise. I had tothank Gart, didn�t I? I uncrossed my legs as my dressrustled about me and stood. I sauntered towardsGart and two other smiling men watching me, keep-ing my steps short and making sure that each highheel came down in a line.
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�It will make your hips move so delightfully,� MissParlette had said. �And if you add a little more sway,it will be so girlish.�
I had Gart watching me. I accentuated the sway Iwas making. Pleasure flooded through me as I sawthe men smiling at me.
�Really well done, Abigail,� said an amused MissDelia. �Now all you other girls, try again like Abigail.Pout at the men as you pass them. Nicely done,Justine. Now flick your hair. That�s right. What�swrong with you, Barbara? Need a touch of E as well?We can start the dancing class early then!�
I felt the agitation of my �classmates.� They sat asthey were ordered. I did as well. The three men beganto go around the class and inject what had been givento me, I supposed. I smiled at Gart. He leaned overand kissed me sweetly as he went by, getting my redlipstick all over his lips. Several girls seemed to becrying as the syringes were pushed into their arms.
�I don�t want to be�� Elaine protested. But soonshe was shivering and shaking like all of us girls,twisting in her seat.
�Give Abigail a little more,� said Miss Delia. Gartlooked back at her in surprise. �She�s still too awareof her surroundings,� she added. Gart shrugged andgently injected me again.
I barely said �Thank you,� as all the other girls be-gan to say it. The guys began to circle the room, kiss-ing all of us, even those who they hadn�t injected, butwe didn�t mind. It was just so pleasant to be kissingand making contact with another human being.
I had to lead the walk, shuddering but knowing Iwas smiling with every step, feeling the marvelousswish of my dress about me. I led the girls out of themakeup room and into a small ballroom. Many menwere awaiting us. Some were in military uniforms,like the dark, friendly man who put his arm about mywaist and pulled me into him.
�I�m Jathem,� he said with a smile. �And you are?�
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�Lieutenant�� I began dreamily as I�d answered somany times.
The young man twirled me, my dress swishingabout me. �What does Miss Delia call you?� Jathemasked. All around me girls were smiling and intro-ducing themselves to men who held their hands orhad their arms about them, as Jathem did me.
�Darling Abigail,� I murmured as I swished aboutthe man who was laughing with me.
�Lovely Abigail,� Jathem said, slowing me. �Butyou haven�t been here before, have you? This is yourfirst dance.�
�Oh yes,� I said as I was swirled closer to him. �Ihave to dance.�
Miss Glenda and Miss Parlette took charge of theclass. We girls could not sit down. That�s where myfeet began to really ache. Priscilla complained of herhurt and begged to sit down but Miss Glenda saidthat she was a girl. Girls didn�t complain about thehigh heels they wore to make their legs look pretty.She�d have exercises for us all the following day sothat we could dance all night like our partners could.
�Are you hurting, darling Abigail?� Jathem whis-pered to me.
�A little,� I said, smiling up into his face. �But I lovedancing with you, darling Jathem.�
Jathem kissed me lightly even though I wanted somuch more. I didn�t know what was coming over me,but Abigail, and I was her, wanted to be held, to betouched, to be kissed by a man with probing lips. I in-vited Jathem to kiss me again. He complied reallynicely, sending all kinds of delicate, delightful shud-ders and feelings through me, especially when hedrew my breasts against his chest.
For that, Miss Parlette made Jathem sit out. Grevtook his place. He was nice but he wasn�t Jathem,whom I could see was fuming as he sat out. Grev waseager, however, to do just what the instructors said
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he should do. He swirled and twirled me, my dressfeeling so frilly and girlie about my legs. My feet werereally hurting me. I thought I�d cry. Luckily, MissGlenda called for a break then.
Both Jason and Grev brought me drinks as I stoodand answered their silly, boyish questions. Did I likethe pretty dress I was wearing? Of course I did. Mylipstick was Heavenly Red. Yes, my eyelashes werefalse. I loved the touch of long earrings on my cheek.Didn�t they?
�I love the touch of it on your cheek,� said Grevwith a smile, �and on mine as well when I hold youclose. So, Abbie, what was your favorite dance heretoday?�
�He just wants you to ask him what his is,� saidJathem, as behind him, I saw Colette tossing herlovely red hair as she smiled up beautifully at the twomen squiring her. She looked so happy and pleased. Ifelt just that way myself. My body seemed to have amind of its own as it moved as Colette�s had. I had totoss my long hair over my shoulders, my breastsbouncing so perfectly in the lovely bra that held meso tightly. �You know he�s going to say it is theClinch, holding your lovely female body against his.�
�All of us guys like to clinch tightly with you girls,Abbie,� whispered Grev, pushing in front of Jathemand putting his arms about my waist. �It�s the bestpart of the night. We�re going to start with a Clinchand you�ll be my partner, won�t you, my adorable Abi-gail?�
�That, that�s not my real�� I began as Grev sweptme out on my high heels, my stockinged legs protest-ing as he swirled me around. I had to hold on to himto keepmyself up. I could see Jathem looking after uswith murder in his eyes. But it was the younger-look-ing Grev that he was staring at as Jathem put ourdrinks back on the table.
Miss Delia smiled at me as she ordered the consoleto play some slow, sexy music. Grev and I were thefirst to snuggle up to one another as the music was
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slow. Grev showed me how to put my arms about hisneck as the other girls were doing to their men, smil-ing nervously, I thought, as they did it. He kept call-ing me Abigail and I began to like that. It was a lovelyname, I thought dreamily. Grev complimented me onmy soft, girlish skin, lovely makeup and scented hair.
Oh, how my breasts pressed into Grev�s chest,moving so tantalizingly as he swirled me slowly. Hehelped me to do that, leaning into me whenever I in-stinctively leaned back. Then the music faded outand Grev was kissing me. I froze against him, myarms reacting to him by pulling on his head. Oh, howhe dominated my lips as Jathem had, moving meenough that my hair shivered on my bare shoulders.My long earrings caressed my neck while Grev�s lipssent feelings through me that pleased and pleasuredme.
As the music rose again, Jathem cut in on ourdance, flinging Grev away from me. I heard severalgirls giggling in their high, girlish voices as other menwere doing the same thing to them.
�My turn,� whispered Jathem as he pushed myarms about his head. He held me so tightly that Icould barely breathe, my breasts so aroused in theway he moved against me. Then, the music fadedonce more. I was kissing a new dance partner. Hekissed me fiercely, his mouth moving firmly overmine, his tongue touching my lips, sending shivers ofpleasure through me.
Oh, I really did like to be kissed that way. Backwith Jathem, I was thrilled as Miss Delia let thepause in the music go on and on. Themost wonderfulsensations swirled through me. I know I was jerkingand thrilling to the touch of Jathem against me. Ithink other girls were going through the same sensa-tions as me.
It was almost disappointing to have the musicstart again but it changed to a lively stepping dance.We had to move into a set. I lost Jathem but Storanwas just as fiery a kisser as Jathem. That was how

Page - 31

RELUCTANT PRESS



the rotation worked. I saw Colette smiling beautifullyas she eagerly put her arms about Jathem and raisedher lovely, feminine face to kiss him.
I was kissing Storan but it wasn�t the same.Storan�s hands worked all over my body, especiallymy tush, as we kissed. That made me tingle all overand feel my lovely dress again against my stockings.Oh, it was so lovely to be Abigail as Storan assuredme I was lovely as well. He murmured that he could-n�t believe I, Abigail, was as beautiful as I was.
Storan�s words made me shiver as Jathem�s com-pliments had. Maybe I�d heard them first fromJathem in just the short time I�d been in his arms,dancing, but I shivered all over again. I had to tellhim, I didn�t know why, that I wasn�t really Abigail aseveryone thought that I was. �I�m not Abbie�� I be-gan to say.
�Oh, yes you are, lovely Abigail,� said Storan.�You�re Abigail. Can�t you feel the sensations startingto flood over you, my lovely girl? You should, with twodoses of Euphoria in you. Look how giddy the othergirls are and they�ve only had one! Let yourself go, mydarling Abigail. Oh darn, another guy has to haveyou.�
Grev took me over then for a lively dance. It had usall laughing at one another as it was so invigorating.�Thank your partners!� called out Miss Glenda. All ofus girls did. I flung my arms about Grev and joinedmy lips to his as enthusiastically as he was joininghis to mine.
Then, I danced with Nick, I think, and Darius, andBrop, though that doesn�t sound right. Too manyguys in such a short time, to remember them all. ButI do know that I kissed them all. I flounced my skirtsas Miss Glenda reminded all of us girls to do. I lovedthe dances where I was twirled, my dress flaring out,my breasts bouncing. It was so nice to feel my braconstraining them, almost as much as to feel my hairflowing about my head. I know I really liked that anddid it often, learning how to flick my hair without us-
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ing my hands when I had to get it off my face and lip-stick.
My feet had gone beyond hurting and were numb,but I couldn�t miss the last Clinch, could I? Grev andJathem were sharing me, laughing at how dizzy Iwas, mixing up their names and smiling as if I wasdrunk, or so they said. I did feel drunk, but it wassuch a happy drunk. All around me, men and someof the girls were praising me, encouraging me to kissand cuddle my dancing partners. I had never felt sohappy, so euphoric.
It was a disappointment to have to leave the dancehall, all of us girls squealing out our goodnights to allof the partners. I knew how to act. I just did what allthe other girls were doing, waving to the young menin uniform who were going back on duty. Wesquealed, waved, and promised them a good time thenext night if they came again. Suddenly, Jodie hadher arm about me and she was leading me into mybedroom.
�How much E did they give you?� she asked as Igiggled and danced all by myself across to the nightielying on my bed.
�Only two,� I giggled to her, trying to raise two fin-gers to her, wondering if such a gesture might meanwhat it did on some planets.
�Two jabs or two drinks?� asked Jodie as I kickedoff my high heels as she told me to and danced in mystockinged feet. My dress twirled lovingly about me. Imimed the jabs as my voice was becoming so thick. Icouldn�t say what I�d wanted but it didn�t matter. Allmen wanted was to kiss me. I wondered if Jodiewanted to as well. Was that why she was so angry,that I�d kissed so many men and hadn�t kissed her?
�Shodee,� I said with a smile and danced to her,loving the sound my rustling dress made. I put outmy arms but Jodie only laughed and hugged me as Itried to kiss her. She finally let me kiss her cheek.
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�There�s E in the drinks as well,� I think Jodie saidas she swirled and danced with me, undoing mydress and letting it fall to the ground. �Oh, you�re notgoing to sleep for half the night, Abigail, with whatyou�ve been fed, unless I get you a sleeping draught.�
�Zhi donsh wanna sheep! Wabba dansh! And kishlubbly girlsh!� I think I said. Jodie said that�s what Isaid, or something like it, the following day. I know Idanced in my panties and bra, swirling my stockingsin my hand, over my long hair, my garters dancingintriguingly on my thighs. Oh, and howmy, Abigail�s,breasts, bounced delightfully. She really was quite agirl. I could see her in the mirrors above and aroundme.
I swallowed the drink Jodie brought back for meand took off my bra and panties, dancing nakedabout the room which made Jodie smile broadly atme. �I�ll take off your makeup when you�re asleep, Ab-igail, my girl,� she said to me.
What I said, she didn�t understand, but I recallholding her, kissing her and telling her how�presshippy� she was and something about makinglove to her.

*****
�I didn�t,� I groaned after waking from a black sleepI�d collapsed into. I remembered that as Jodie hadtried to stop me up from hitting my head. I don�t re-call if I did hit myself or not.
I was in agony enough without trying to explain toJodie why I wanted to make love to her the night be-fore. How could I explain that my non-existent penishad been rampant! Somehow, in this awful state Iwas in, trembling and trying to hide the overtly fe-male body I had, I�d thought I was the gods� gift towomen, as the older soldiers had called themselves.
I was never a gift to any woman. Even in uniform,young, eligible girls ignored me, even though I was an
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officer and member of the ruling aristocracy. ButTobert, that old, desiccated man, who shepherdedand advised me throughout my leading my troop, al-ways had a girl in his bed when I got him up for mus-ter the day after a party. At times like that, I hatedhim but I couldn�t do without him. He�d saved my lifeon several occasions.
�I, I�m s-sorry for my, my deplorable conduct,� Imanaged to get out, through aching teeth and thun-dering headache. The pains of my body seemed worsethan any beating I�d taken in unarmed combat exer-cises. A man should apologize to a woman for hispoor behavior, shouldn�t he? I could barely see. Allthat was in my brain was that I�d insulted Jodie thenight before in whatever I�d been doing.
�Oh, Abigail,� laughed Jodie. �I�ve had my breastscaressed before. Many a girl has kissed me beforeshe�s truly awoken to what she is. Actually, you kissreally well for being just a one-day girl. It�s time torise, darling, and face the day. Here, drink this. It willhelp you.�
Abigail? Suddenly, I felt sicker than I ever had inmy life. All the happenings of the night before floodedmy brain. I had to turn, the stupid breasts they�dgiven me getting in my way as I leaned over to vomitinto the bucket Jodie moved to hold for me.
Abigail! I�d been Abigail! I�d been a girl! I�d dancedwith men, loving my dress swirling and swishingabout my female body! I�d kissed men! I shuddered asI recalled what I�d done. I�d kissed men, loving it, aswell as them kissing me back! Whatever had comeover me?
I shivered at the coldness of the container�s touchon my soft cheek. �W-What is it?� I asked, my wholebody beginning to shake. I�m not a woman, I snarledsilently.
�Cold juice,� said Jodie brightly. �It will awakenyou, darling Abigail.� I�m not your darling girl, Iwanted to scream. I�m Jeffrey Dowerson! You can�t dothis to me! But I couldn�t talk. Oh gods, I was in a
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woman�s nightie and panties. The erection I was feel-ing wasn�t apparent to my fingertips. I touched my-self harder. All I felt was womanly skin and femaleplumbing.
Jodie sat me up. �There, darling,� she said smugly.�Drink while I run your bath. You can practice kiss-ing me again, if you like, when I come back.�
I wanted to throw something at her when she cameback but all I could do was throw up again, whichJodie anticipated. Uncontrollable shivers ranthroughme. My head pounded as if I was in the worstfirefight of my life. It was like being back in basictraining, the sergeants live-firing over our heads andaround us, making us frightened teenaged boys feelwhat it was like to be in a real fight.
I crawled out of bed in that silky nightie, of allthings. Me, a guy like me, was in a pink nightie withtiny straps that fell off my shoulders onto my arms.Yet, the nightie stayed up because of my breasts,straining at the pockets holding them. I looked up.Abigail looked so lovely and womanish. She was mewith her disheveled hair and female figure.
�This shot will help,� said Jodie. �Do you see theshunt we�ve put into a vein beside your breast?� I feltawful, distraught at the girlie things I�d done, all themen I�d kissed so enthusiastically, nausea floodingover me. I�m a man! I don�t have breasts, I wanted totell Jodie. She might have breasts but I had uglymounds of fat on my chest.
Jodie was a medtech. She held my arm down sothat I couldn�t interfere as she injected somethinginto a tube that seemed to run right inside me. Shetaped it against me. I could barely feel it as she re-minded me not to play with it. She didn�t want me inany further kind of distress.
�I�m not a girl,� I managed to croak as I rolled over,my long hair a terrible mess. The mirror still showeda naked girl in her pink nightie on her bed. I grimacedand she grimaced. I shuddered and rolled to the edge
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of the bed to convulse and throw up again. So didshe.
I trembled and threshed as I looked up at her, atme. Oh, gods, I�m a girl, I thought, my body jiggling asI fought the urge to throw up again over the prettilyshaped breasts on her chest, on my chest.
Then, as if someone turned a switch, the pains allsubsided. I felt a surge of warmth and good healthrising through me. �Phew!� I said to Jodie, settlingback, not knowing how I�d changed so quickly butgrateful I had. It wasn�t so awful to sit up as directedand pull the nightie down my legs.
Jodie smiled at me. �A little hair of the dog that bityou,� she said.
�I wasn�t bitten by a dog!� I told her, wonderingwhat she was talking about. �It was that awful drugthey gave me, Miss Delia and Miss Glenda! It mademe think I was a girl, enjoying being a girl like them.I�ll never let them give that, that Euphoria, E, to me,ever again!�
�Well, we�re all girls like you, Abigail,� said Jodie asshe steered me towards the bathroom and my warm,scented bath. �E is what I�ve given you now. See howit�s making you feel and move like a girl right away.When you�ve been a girl as long as Selena, Delia, andI have, you�ll enjoy the occasional dose of Euphoria. Ialways have a little when I awake. You�ll find it makesloving a man completely breathtaking and heavenly.You�ll find out someday, my girl!�

*****
I fought the effects of Euphoria while the othergirls, in the second week of their �training,� looked for-ward to it with relish. Their demeanor and behaviorchanged unbelievably, I observed, once E was sup-plied to us as pills or in every liquid we ingested.
�It�s a gentler hit,� Miss Glenda explained to us. Ihad to keep my shunt but I still had ears. I listened to
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the girls talk whenever I could, laying quietly, when Iwas crazed and out of my head, the awful effects of Ecrashing through my altering mind.
�She�s still trying to act like a boy,� Serena, sharingduties with Jodie, told the other medtechs, �nurses�,who chatted with her when I was supposedly deepinto E. �Sometimes, she refuses to answer to Abigail.It�s such a pretty, girlish name. It suits her lookswell!�
�We should get her laid,� groused Miss Delia, mak-ing me heave. �It�s worked wonders with Melanie andColette, hasn�t it? Those girls don�t need E to get it onwith anything in pants.�
�Born Drum girls,� laughed Miss Glenda. �We�llstart classes in exotic and erotic dancing as soon asBelinda�s back from her honeymoon.�
�She�s not really settling down with one man, isshe?� asked Miss Delia while the other women besidemy bed began to chuckle.
�She�s in love,� giggled Miss Glenda. �Bernard�sone handsome gentleman, isn�t he? He wouldn�t lookat me, once the two of them hooked up. Did you seethem together on the beach at Ewen�s Head? Some ofthe old biddies got upset at what they were doing, outin the open, but it is perfectly natural, isn�t it? Theyare man and woman, aren�t they?�
That started them all chuckling and giggling.�Yes,� said Miss Delia firmly. �Now, Antonia said wecan increase this one�s dosage to max for a wholemonth.� She was referring to me. I�d heard Dr. Gar-ner called �Antonia� by many of the �Misses� whotaught us how to be women. �By then, we�ll have an-other candidate for the Drum�s chorus line, I�m will-ing to bet.�
Me, a dancing girl in a chorus line of pretty girls atthe infamous Drum Theater here on Carmichael? No,never, I swore to myself, twisting and jerking in panicas I �awakened� from the sleep-inducing E intakethey�d thought I�d taken from Jodie.
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�Remember the new rules,� said Miss Glendasharply. �No rapes, no forcible lovemaking, no forcedfeminization, not on this kind of prisoner.�
�Only on criminals, right?� asked Serena, makingmy shudders grow worse.
�Only with Dr. Ivany�s and the Lord Protector�spermission,� said Miss Glenda. �You know why, ofcourse. The Lord Protector�s first wife, Lady Caroline,doesn�t like everything we do here except for willingpatients.�
�Abigail will be so willing when we�ve finished withher, won�t she?� asked Serena with another hatefulgiggle. �Jathem�s already asked to take her on alover�s date. Not a bad person to lose your virginity to,as a woman, is he? I wish I�d waited until he came onstaff.�
They talked about the first men who�d had themsexually, getting all dreamy about the first timethey�d orgasmed as a woman. I wanted to shriek atthem all, call them the names I�d learned for deviantswho pretended they were women. They forgot I was�awakening,� listening to them. My mind revolted atthe sickening things they said men did to them andhow they enjoyed it so much.
�Thanks to E,� Serena said, ending the conversa-tion. She re-dosed me, even though she �knew� Jodiehad dosed me once earlier. I felt the surge of femininefeelings, I called them that now, envelop me. I could-n�t resist. The drug was too strong.
I also couldn�t stay awake as I twisted and gyratedon the bed. A woman�s voice whispered to methrough the headphones Serena put about my ears.The voice whispered about how pretty and girlish Iwas. She whispered about all the things a girl mustdo in her classes. I was told how to respond to manlytouches. I squirmed girlishly, promising myself to donothing that I was instructed. Of course, as usual, Ibroke every promise before the morning was over.
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I couldn�t help it. Euphoria took hold of the girls inmy class. Yes, I was a girl. I moved automatically likea woman, a sway in my hips, making my dressesswish about me. I danced daily with the men, some-times with Jathem, sometimes not. I learned how tomake Abigail a fashionable young woman, takingfeminine, beauty lessons with many differentwomen. Often, I cried in frustration as I tried some-thing new for the first time. I couldn�t attach falseeyelashes to my natural ones. I so wanted to makemy eyes appear wider and more feminine.
I saw many girls just like me on my first day. Iwatched their despair but could do nothing for them.They succumbed to E, just as I had. Some must havebeen men I knew, I was sure. I tried to look for fea-tures I�d recognize, but the nanotech transforma-tions seemed to cause all masculinity to be removedfrom us.
After two tendays of nothing but femininity train-ing, I was assigned to the eating areas as a waitress.All �waitresses� had to wear the same pinkmini-dress, with its tiny, white-frilled sleeves. Thedresses were tight, our corsets, bustiers orbodyshapers tight as well. We had tiny, girlishwaists, accentuated by the little, white aprons wewore.
Miss Lydia had finally styled my hair. The pink andwhite ribbons we all had to wear made my hair lookperfectly girlish and gorgeous. So I was told by MissDelia as she inspected us before we served as wait-resses.
It wasn�t onerous work but it was debilitating. Ev-eryone treated us as girlie girls. Men flirted with usbut some were nice, asking us when we were off-shiftand if we�d come to organized dances.
We had to go, in ball gowns, where older men, notthe boys we�d learned to dance with, bowed to us andclaimed us for dances. I seemed to be a whirl ofdresses, making up, working, smiling, curtseying asa woman should, serving and flirting. Then another
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shift and it was a whirl of dresses, dances and balls,some girls leaving, some to the Drum, I gathered. Ishuddered as I saw Colette and Melanie leaving, wav-ing and kissing everyone as they went off to becomepermanent dancers.
Many girls had boyfriends. All of the class ahead ofmine certainly did. I couldn�t find anyone to ask whoor what they�d been, about getting home, about mak-ing the authorities change us back into what we oncewere.
I served tables in my thrillingly short, frilly dress. Iserved men and women who worked in Lannan Labs,the place where I was. A Doctor Ivany was in charge. Iserved her cold juice. She thanked me nicely, goingon talking to several people at her table about speed-ing up the intake.
�The only way we can do that, Jackie,� said DoctorAntonia Garner, sitting with her husband�s armabout her, �is if we move some of these girls morequickly into the larger community.�
�I do think,� said her husband, �that we can movegirls more quickly than we have in the past. It doesn�ttake a hundred days any more to indoctrinate the in-take to their new roles. Some are ready to move injust two tendays.�
�But some aren�t,� I heard Jackie Ivany say.�There�ll still be some we�ll have to keep on programsfor a full year. There�s always someone who fights theinevitable.� She looked over at me and smiled. Shewas a lovely, willowy, blonde woman, sitting so grace-fully, femininely.
I had the feeling she�d seen right through me. Iflushed and swished away as girlishly as I could, feel-ing her eyes on me as I moved. I tried desperately tobe a girl, to be Abigail, to blend in. I couldn�t confronther as I had been steeling myself to do.
Several days later, I heard Miss Delia complainingto another nurse on the acceleration of programs atLannan.
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�The quicker we move the intake,� said the otherwoman, �the sooner we can help Lennox by takingmore medshells. Some girls have been shelled forover a T-year and that�s not ��
�We need doctors and nurses for the maternitywings,� said Miss Delia. �That�s where those, freed bythe acceleration, should go.�
�We should just fill all the girls with E and sendthem off to Liffey to comfort the miners,� said theother.
�Like they did in the bad old days?" asked MissDelia. She noticed me then. �Come on, Abigail. Thereare orders waiting to be served if you�ve finished thecleanup.�
�Yes, Miss Delia,� I said, curtseying to her, my su-pervisor, as we girls had to. My dress floated aroundme, sending a shiver of pleasure through me. I knewwhy I felt that way. I tried to be angry about it butthere was a grip on my mind that made everythingfeminine I did so pleasant. I tried to drink less butJodie monitored me. She caught me doing that, soshe increasing my dosages. I found myself doingthings in the �socials,� as they were called, that left metingling in embarrassment the next day when I re-called how I�d acted as Storan�s or Grev�s loving�date.�
I was supposedly on light doses of E now, if Jodiedidn�t catch me cheating, for each dance and on-shiftwork. As Jodie and Serena had said, I realized Ineeded the drug to get through work and play.
I couldn�t tell anyone but Barbara, who�d learnedto sway like a woman from me. She�d whispered tome as we waited for special orders to deliver to a bois-terous group of men and women physicians, off-shiftfor several days.
�Who�re you?� she�d asked me. The laughing groupmade so much noise that a muted conversationcouldn�t be heard by whoever was monitoring usgirls. I stood stock still, shocked, unable to grasp that
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one of the girls was murmuring to me, even as shesmiled at the animated group in front of us. A red-head was the butt of some joke she was taking ingood part, several of the guys hugging her as if tocomfort her at whatever error she�d made.
�My name is Corporal Declan Parres,� whisperedthe blonde girl with �perky� breasts just like mine. �Iwas in the Free Force.�
�You, you were in Tobert�s section?� I gasped. Thegirl, Barbara, turned and changed her amazementinto a lovely smile. I took the tray that arrived for meand served the ribald party. It was getting louder andlouder, liquor making several of the men quite ob-noxious.
�Here she is,� said a male medtech, grabbing me.�We need more girls��
The girls at the party began to laugh. �You�ve in-vited half the nurses already, Matt,� a striking bru-nette said with a flip of her hair. �Sorry, girl,� she saidto me, making tingles zap through me at the softnessof her touch. �You�re really pretty but we do haveenough girls three times over. What we really need ismore men!�
I couldn�t get out the words that I was a man. I�dhelp her in that regard. I passed out the ordered spe-cial drinks as Barbara arrived with more horsd�oeuvres for the table. Naturally, she was pulleddown into the lap of some randy medtech. It took twowomen to free Barbara from the guy�s kisses andtouches of her exposed panties.
The guy was scolded by the women at the party, al-lowing Barbara and I to flee back to the servinghatches. �Ooo, wouldn�t have minded trysting withthat one,� said Barbara, pouting over her shoulder atme, while I stared at her exquisitely made-up eyes.
�P-Parres?� I murmured, but the blonde girl ig-nored me. She tossed her hair and smiled out at theparty that was, at last, moving out of the dining area.
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Barbara waved to the guy who�d kissed her andput her on his lap. He made a gesture that suggestedhe�d be looking for her later. Barbara seemed to glowas she smiled. She clutched my hand, shivering as ifshe was being overtaken with some strong, girlishemotion.
�Tell me who you are,� said a soft whisper from alipstickedmouth that didn�t stop smiling after the de-parting crew of men.
I hesitated. �You�re the one who wanted to get backon the shuttle,� I murmured, sure that my lipstickedmouth was moving even as I tried to conceal that Iwas talking.
�Good thing we weren�t on it,� said Barbara, wav-ing and turning away to adjust her bra strap on herthin, girlish arm. �Tobert told us that as you mustknow if you were there, on the desert with me. So,who are you? Terry? Herrick? You can�t be CalMorshin!�
�I, I�m Dowerson,� I finally managed the words. Theblonde girl�s hand stopped picking up the dishes Iwas assembling neatly on the tray. �LieutenantJeffrey��
�Oh, that�s my favorite scent as well, Abigail!�Barbara giggled, tossing her hair so femininely. �Ithink that�s why he grabbed me. Really, it wasn�t un-pleasant at all! You don�t have to be sorry for me!�
�Very good, Barbara,� said Miss Glenda who�dbeen supervising us and the other girls on the farside of the dining room. I hadn�t heard her come upbehind me. �You handled that drunken tech well.�
�With help from the other girls,� said Barbara,swaying off with exaggerated femininity, putting thesoiled tablecloths into recycling right away.
�Us girls always stick together,� said Miss Glendawith a laugh. �The girls in that party recognized thatyou�re really new and kept those randy, off-dutystuds away from you.� Barbara pouted as if she wasannoyed at the actions of the other girls. �You�ll
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thank them after you�ve been here a little longer, mygirl. Once you�ve been to an orgy that group ofso-called physicians thinks is energizing, and whichwe women love as much as they do, you�ll be happy tohave missed one.�
I trembled. Miss Glenda put her soft arm aboutme. �That�s a long way down the road for a girl likeyou, Abigail. We won�t allow you into that environ-ment until you really want to go. Heavens, you have-n�t had your first tryst! Such excitement that will befor you, darling Abigail! You�ve quite a list of admirersin the lower mess hall who want to be your first, sec-ond or any number, you know! Is there anyone youfavor?�
I blushed fiercely, unable to speak as I understoodI was being asked to name some man whom I wishedto de-flower me as a woman. I trembled openly asBarbara looked at me sympathetically. I tried to helpher with the chores we were assigned as waitresses.
�Ah, here�s a quieter bunch,� said Miss Glenda,stepping over to a group of senior medics and seniornurses.
�Tobert was looking for you, Lieutenant,� whis-pered Barbara to me. �He thought you were sent outbefore him. Colette, that was Tobert.�
�C-Colette�s gone to the Drum!� I trembled inspeaking to her. That was where all the girls who re-ally liked men, and sleeping with them, were sent. I�dseen Colette and the way she was behaving, andthought she was an ideal candidate from among thegirls to go there.
Barbara managed a quick lifting of her thin eye-brows which made her smile more feminine. She didlook so pretty, so girlish. No, she couldn�t be themuscular rifleman who�d flipped his arm at theHordan when they took off and left us on Lennox.And Colette, the sassy, sexy girl I�d admired everytime she slid into a man�s arms, making me so jeal-ous of the guy having her. That couldn�t be my formersergeant� could it?
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�Here are two new girls, from Lennox, actually,�said Miss Glenda to the new group. Blushing andwiggling, Barbara and I served the senior doctors thespecialties the dining room provided.
�Lennox,� probed a thin, blonde woman. �Thedeserts there are terrible, aren�t they?�
�Oh yes, ma�am,� said Barbara breathlessly as ifshe was years younger than she looked. She soundedbrainless to me, a typical dumb blonde. �But we girlsnever go there. We stay in the cities all the time. Theshopping malls are connected to the great ranches sowe never have to fight a desert storm!�
Barbara actually shivered as if in fright. But sheand me, we�d fought our way out of the desert, hadn�twe, in reality? She, if she was Corporal Parres, hadbeen one of the few not broken by the experience.Parres had attacked the windbreakers who�drounded us up, being beaten savagely when hefought back, time and again. I couldn�t believe thatthis pretty, blonde girl swishing about the table,smiling so prettily at all the men, was the tough cor-poral I�d seen tossed into a cage when we were cap-tured on Lennox.
A young, dark-haired, uniformed man stopped meas I poured the wine the thin, blonde woman had or-dered. �You�re not from Lennox, I think,� he said witha smile. �Are you even eighteen T-years yet?�
�Abigail is from Hordan, Sir Cornal,� said MissGlenda. I flushed at the man studying my face withsuch interest. It was as if he�d seenme before or knewme, in this guise as a woman, from somewhere.�She�ll be eighteen T-years old on the day of the nextbridal auction you and Lady Pamela have planned.�
�Still a virgin?� asked Lady Pamela, smiling at mewith interest. Everyone at the table seemed to belooking at me. I felt so embarrassed and flushed evenmore.
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�Ah,� said Sir Cornal, still holding my hand.�That�s what I detect about her, this Hordan. LadyCaroline was from Hordan as well, wasn�t she?�
�But she was no virgin when Lord John boughther,� said a gruff-voiced man. Smiles appeared onseveral faces, both male and female.
�Let the girl go, Cory,� said Lady Pamela. LordCornal smiled as he did what she asked. I moved onas gracefully as I could despite my fright to serveother men and women at the table. �Yes, Glenda, thisgirl has a virginal air about her that Cory has de-tected so well. Are you planning to attend to that be-fore she�s assigned to a great house? Will she be amaid or do you intend to let nature take its course?�
�We haven�t been given special orders for any newgirl-arrivals recently,� said Glenda primly to the Ladyin charge of the new grouping.
�We have to move them on,� sighed another mansaid. �So many girls are coming in now toCarmichael! So many to acclimatize! I don�t knowthat we�ll have enough spaces for them��
�Do it the way it was always done,� said Sir Cornal.He was staring at me as he said it.
�Which is?� asked an amused Lady Pamela.
�Put them into the bridal auctions,� said thedark-haired, handsome, I guess, young nobleman.�You�d recover your expenses fairly quickly, I�d think,if new girls coming in are as pretty as Abigail here.You should propose it to Lady Ivany, Pamela. An auc-tion of fifty girls in Liffey or Coldhaven would bringyou millions ��
�The girls have to agree, Cory,� laughed the olderwoman, as I thought of her. �How many girls, freshfrom another world, will want to be tied��
�Then they shouldn�t have come here,� said SirCornal huffily. I looked up, flushing and shivering.He was watching me as I tried to back away grace-fully from their table. �You just tell them that every
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woman down here has to go through a bridal auctionto become part of our society. I don�t think any won�twant to land here.�
�Such male arrogance!� said another woman, herdark eyes flashing. ��To be wedded, Cory! All womenhere are auctioned. That�s a rule. But give these newgirls some leeway! Let them work as maids, wait-resses, nurses��
�Dancers,� cut in the gruff-voiced guy.
�Dancers,� agreed the dark-haired woman tosmiles and laughter all around. �But I didn�t knowwhat I wanted when I landed here.�
�You told me you�d been looking all your life for ahusband like me,� said the gruff-voiced man, takingher hand in his.
�That came after I met you,� laughed the woman.She kissed her husband quickly. �But imagine if I�dmet Cory first�� Her words were cut off by the em-brace her husband put her in. I just shivered in thelaughter that engulfed the table group.
I let Barbara do most of the serving. My dress wasa-quiver, my panties and bra so tight, each time Ilooked over to find Sir Cornal watching me. I flushedwhen his eyes met mine. It seemed to amuse him.Just because I�m a virgin, I shivered in distress. Well,I hadn�t ever slept with a woman, never mind aman.
�I�ll talk to Lady Ivany about auctions,� I heardLady Pamela say. �It�s not a bad idea if we can getenough girls to agree, of their own free will ��
�We�ll work on them, my lady,� said Miss Glendawith a great smile, ushering Barbara and me away asour shift was ending. Eunice and Valerie were al-ready in their pink and white uniforms and ribbons,fixed smiles on their faces, as they took our places.
�I�ll get word to Tobert about you,� Barbara whis-pered to me as Jodie came down the hallway to takeme to my room. �Don�t do anything silly, Abigail.�Even �she� called me that, I thought petulantly, actu-
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ally flouncing like a girl down the hallway withBarbara.
�You know what they want from us,� the former ri-fleman whispered to me in his sweet, high-pitched,girl�s voice. �They want us to be all girlie and accept-ing of what we are now. Listen to the other girls andblend in. Do and say what they do and say.
But it wasn�t to be my fate, a new boyfriend everyshift as Barbara had. All I saw of her was her lovely,rounded tush disappearing down a passageway, aman�s arm about her. She was always staring up, inrapture, at some guy.
�Tramp,� I heard Serena mutter after Barbara as Isaw her wrap herself around a guy and drag him intoa room with her. I shuddered as I saw who Barbarawas dragging, Torey Carter. No wonder that Serenalooked furious!
I was on pins and needles for two tendays as mybirthing day approached. I�d be eighteen T-years. I�dhad to listen to Valerie recite for all of us girls howwonderful her eighteenth had been when she finally,her words, lost her virginity. I couldn�t believe I waslistening to a boy like me talking about the wonderfulkisses she�d been showered with before Jathem, yes,the one who�d been chasing me, had unclothedValerie so sexily and then �made her into a woman�,as she said so dreamily, the other girls laughing ather.
�How does he compare to all the other guys you�vebeen letting tap you in the storeroom?� Nicole hadasked with a big smile. Valerie had blushed butlaughed along with all the other girls.
�You always remember your first,� Miss Lydia saidthen, making us all squeak as we hadn�t noticed her,behind the racks of dishes we were preparing. �I hopeit will be as romantic as Valerie�s for all you girls whohaven�t experienced a man yet. With the body youhave now, it�s no crime to try it out and find out howdelicious it can be to go the whole way with a man!�
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Nervous giggles followed that. Many girls wouldn�tlook at me. I shuddered as I looked around, wonder-ing if I was the only one who was still a virgin as awoman. I did try to talk to Priscilla when we were to-gether, waiting to serve.
�Who, who are you?� I murmured to her asBarbara had whispered to me.
The red-haired girl had looked at me in fright.�I-I�m Priscilla,� she gasped. �You know that, Abigail!The men tease me and call me Prissy, but I�m not!�
�No, before they made you into a girl,� I began tosay.
It was the wrong thing. Priscilla looked positivelyhaunted as she stared at me, her features so femi-nine and attractive. �I�m Priscilla,� she whispered. �Iwant to be Priscilla. I want out of here and to be a realgirl with a real boyfriend. They�re going to let me, Abi-gail. Isn�t it exciting! Valerie and I are going to live inShannon, work in an office and have real boyfriends!Come and join us, Abigail. It will be fun!�
I shuddered as I looked at the girl opposite me. Iknew she�d been awakened into womanhood thesame time as me. She looked at me anxiously, as ifpleading with me not to talk about her time as a malesoldier like me. I�d probably commanded her, forgoodness� sake!
�I�m�� I began as a look of fright appeared onPriscilla�s face as she looked over my shoulder. Iturned hastily. Jodie was coming towards me, danc-ing and deliberately flaring out her dress to show offher shapely legs, stockings, and garter belt as shedanced up to me.
If she saw guilty looks on our faces, Jodie gave nosign as she twirled ecstatically in front of me. Shetook me in her arms as a fearful Priscilla looked on.Jodie seized my hands and danced around the diningroom with me, my dress flaring out everywhere. Allaround us, diners and their guests looked on inamazement.
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�Good news, Jodie?� several girls called, medtechs,sorry, nurses, like her.
�I�m going to be a bride!� Jodie announced as shetwirled me, my shorter dress and petticoat flippingup, showing the girlie things I wore as undies, to thewhole group. I flushed as several men winked at me.
�And Abigail is as well!� Jodie announced. Igasped, sure my face mirrored what I saw onPriscilla�s, which was complete shock.
All the serving girls had to come over to hug me as Istood there, catatonic, for a little while. Everyonechattered, girlishly enthusiastic at what had beenannounced for me. �Isn�t that the most wonderfulnews?� Jodie was singing as if she was one of us andnot one of our nurses and teachers.
I hadn�t had any E since the morning so the onlyemotion that swept over me was horror! I shudderedin disgust as the girls began to hug Jodie and me.They wished they were going to be brides, in beautifulgowns, like me.
�It� ll happen to you all some day!� caroled Jodiecheerfully. There was more commotion as a delightedMiss Delia came dancing in with her friends, an-nouncing to all that she was going to be a bride aswell!
None of us �girls� had a clue who we were going tobe married to! We�d learned that in our classes. It wasa custom on Carmichael. Whichever man bid thehighest on you got to marry you, for thirty years, atleast. You�d have his children!
Ugh, I couldn�t believe someone would do that tome!
�I�m going to check my bank account,� said a smil-ing Dr. Carter as he put his arms about me to hug metightly against him. He loved to feel a woman�sbreasts bouncing as he did that. He�d have kissed mepassionately on the lips but I managed to turn myhead in time.
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I was going to be auctioned off, like a slave girl! Sowere half of the girls who�d been in Lannan ahead ofme in classes. �Oh, it�s going to be so wonderful!�sang Delia, smiling and laughing at me, twirling meas well. �Jimmy Greening and Lawson Wharton aregoing to bid on me! You�ve so many admirers, Abigail!You�ll be marrying into a great family, I�ll bet!�
Miss Lydia gave us all new hair styles and fitted usinto new, wonderful gowns. It was all anyone talkedabout for shift after shift. I learned that the bridalauction wasn�t quite as open as I�d thought. Severalgirls seemed to know who was going to be their hus-bands.
�Walter�s just hoping Marten doesn�t push theprice too high,� I heard Debbie saying to Gwendoline.
�But most of the money comes back to you, to giveto your husband, doesn�t it?� asked Gwen, a bustygirl apparently heading out to a dance club, not theDrum.
�If it�s Walter,� said Debbie dreamily. �If it�s Mar-ten, I don�t know. I�ve never really had him, I think.He was always so wasted when he had me. Mostlywhat we did was cuddle, but he�s really nice. Oh, I�llmarry him if he wins me. I�ll marry anyone who out-bids Walter. Just think, I could be a lady of a settle-ment with servants. Wouldn�t that be so romantic,married to a man I didn�t even know!�
�Lucky you, Deb,� said Jodie, coming to find meand take me out of the group. The most wonderfulthing, Jodie confessed to me about the whole pro-cess, was that she was going to be a bride with me.And I must have a secret admirer, mustn�t I, or whywas I singled out from my intake and sent so soon toauction. Oh, it was so romantic!
No, it wasn�t, I wanted to scream in dismay, asNicole and Samantha came to join us. It was morehugs and kisses as they and Miss Delia had agreed tobe brides at the auction in Duncansford, capital ofthe planet of Carmichael. Which meant, according tothem, that there�d be Lords and baronets, rich mer-
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chants and ships� captains there to bid on us.Lannan would make a fortune, gushed Samantha,especially with someone like me, so pretty, whom somany men had asked after when they�d seen me inLannan.
�I bet Lady Pamela has let everyone know you�re upto be chosen,� said Nicole as she hugged me. �You�llsee! They�ll keep you till nearly last. Ooo, the biddingwill be fierce; especially when someone lets on you re-ally are a virgin. You are, aren�t you?�
�I can�t do this,� I said into the din around me assoft kisses bounced off my soft cheeks. Girlish handstouched me. I felt breasts pushing so enticinglyagainst mine as I was congratulated on being se-lected. Everyone seemed to think I knew that I�dagreed to enter the auction, that I was committed tosome man bidding on me, a secret lover, but I didn�tknow anything, I thought aghast. I looked at Jodiesmiling at me and at Barbara and Priscilla who werelaughing and wiggling with the rest. I reckoned Iknew that was why I was been tossed into the bridalauction.

*****
There were so many of us on the block. Oh, thatsounds awful but it expresses what I felt about it. Theevent was pushed back another tenday past mybirthing and naming days. I couldn�t have trystedwith a man then, to remove the �taint� of virginityfrom me, even if I�d wanted to.
It was as if we were in prison, we brides. The onlymen we saw from the date of the announcement tothe time we were transported to Duncansford werearmed guards in the passageways and around thethopters. We had to parade like a string of modelsdown the loading runway. All the men who worked inthe labs, Jathem and Grev among them, came out towave and blow kisses to us as we flew off toDuncansford to become married women. And no, noone ever asked me if I wanted to be in the auction.
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�Ooo,� Elspeth, a girl who had been in Lannan forthree months, or so she said, cried out as we liftedaway from grinning soldiers who�d �defended� us tothe landing site. �Look at all the gorgeous men we�releaving! And I haven�t had a man in a tenday. I�ll haveforgotten what manhood looks like by the time I get ahusband!�
Without the drug Euphoria inside me, I shivered atthe words so typical of Elspeth and other girls who�dbeen in the lessons on how to be a bride and a wifealong with me. The lessons left us no time to work aswaitresses or anything else. No, the whole idea of be-ing a bride was taken very seriously at Lannan.
Even as I lay in bed in my short, frilly nightie andpanties, a whispering voice coached me incessantly.�Your husband will be more nervous that you, mydarling girl,� a woman�s voice ran through my mind.�He�ll want to be the most considerate, loving manyou�ve ever had in your bed.�
I tried to get rid of the earplug but that broughtSerena in. She thought I was asleep, put the plugback in my ear, where the woman, whoever she was,was describing how I should hold my husband closeto me, stroking him and rocking him as he enteredme. There was so much more. I couldn�t get rid of it. Iturned over and pulled the earplug away. Serena re-turned within seconds with a brand new one thatseemed to weld itself to my ear. I didn�t dare removethat one or she�d have known I wasn�t asleep as I pre-tended to be.
There were programs, special for me, telling mewhat I was like as a little girl, how I loved my longdresses, how I�d always had to be the bride in games Iplayed with my sisters, how I loved to have garters onmy thighs and how I�d loved it when Breslan had re-moved one in a game we girls played when our maidsand mothers were involved in other activities.
I heard girls telling others seriously about thingsthey�d done as little girls and I couldn�t believe it.Elspeth was saying what a prissy little maid she�d
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been as a girl. �I used to curtsey in my petticoats andcry if the boys didn�t bow to me and kiss my hand.They used to call me �Princess� all the time!� she liltedat us.
We modeled every day. �Your suitors,� LadyPamela told us as she took over some of our classes,�will see many of you for the first time as we paradeyou lovely girls in front of them. Once upon a time,girls had to parade in the nude, but only for prospec-tive husbands. As it is, low-cut, strapless dressesand slitted gowns are necessities for the parades.You must learn to walk with feminine grace in outfitsthe girls at the Drum Theater would appreciate. Butthose parades will be over soon. Tasteful modelingbecomes the rule then.�
Miss Lydia was much in demand as each of us hadto have a new hairstyle. My hair was lightened andstreaked. Lady Pamela called me a �honey-blonde�when she saw me and talked to Miss Lydia aboutmaking my hair longer with extensions. Anythingthat Lady Pamela said was treated as gospel. So, be-fore I knew what was happening I had hair that fell inwaves about my breasts, tickling me, making me feelterrible that I wasn�t fighting back against all the in-dignities inflicted on a man like me.
Yes, I was a man, until I ingested heavy doses of E.As its name suggested, I was then overcome by eu-phoria. I never felt so well in all my life as I strutteddown the runway, swishing and swaying, twisting myhair this way and that, loving the feel of it across mybare shoulders and breasts.
We girls danced under the influence of E, trying tooutdo one another with our sexiness and girliness. Icopied many girls as it felt wonderful to pout and lookover my shoulder at Samantha doing the same. Themirrors showed us all how womanly we were whenwe shimmied and shook. I was grabbed by Nicole andhad to join a line of girls who high-kicked and wig-gled, just as the girls at the Drum did, as so manywere suggesting.
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�Let them do better than that!� squealed Nicole asshe flounced over the stage, leaning forward to showoff her breasts, swirling her cocktail dress petticoatsout of the way to expose her lovely legs, her high-cut,frilled panties and rounded tush to the audience. Weall had to follow her as the recorded music becamemore and more raucous while we all tried toout-squeal one another in our bursts of outrageousfemininity.
�Next time I�m back here,� said Jodie, smiling atme, �will be for help to become pregnant withJerome�s baby!�
�Jerome?� I asked her with a quiver as I sat in lady-like fashion, my legs feeling so bare in stockings as Iwas in a straight, short skirt, as were the other girls,to travel. It gave the men a good look at our legs, asseveral girls had said enthusiastically.
�A surgeon in the hospital here,� said Jodie with alovely smile. �We�ve been together for ages ever sincehe kissed me in one of the dances we had here. I washis from that point on. When the right man kissesyou, Abigail, you�re going to know! You won�t careabout anyone else kissing you at all. That�s how wegirls know we�re in love!�
Jodie? Sensible, hardworking Jodie, being such aromantic, a romantic woman? It couldn�t be true.She�d told me so many times she�d been like me once,a man. I still was and was always going to be, I vowed.
�How, how can, can a woman like you, have ba-bies?� I asked her, as she went on about how she wasgoing to love the feel of a child inside her, kicking her.I knew that couldn�t be true, not if Jodie�d told me thetruth and was indeed a man like me, on the inside.
�How do you think?� asked Jodie mischievously.
Samantha and some older girls had visited the ma-ternity wards at Lannan and had talked about themothers and deliveries that looked difficult. But theyalways worked out fine for mothers and children af-ter all. Dr. Antonia was always called in if there were
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complications, I�d heard. Jodie had already told me tobe nice to her as she�d probably be delivering mybaby in the future.
I�d felt such revulsion as Jodie talked that way tome but other girls did, too, and seemed to revel in thethought of being pregnant women. But women, evenon backward Foreman, didn�t carry children to termvery often any more. Some didn�t even carry them atall. The uterine replicators could duplicate anythinga mother could offer a child. I knew that was whatJodie meant. But she and other girls talked about itas if they�d actually be pregnant as �natural.� Well,there were some like that.
�I was decanted from a replicator,� I murmured.�We weren�t that backward��
�It�s sort of the same here,� said Jodie with a secre-tive smile. �You�ll find out all about it, Abigail, whenyour time comes. I�d love it if we could be pregnant to-gether. Wouldn�t you like that?�
�Oh yes,� I said enthusiastically, knowing the drillby now. It was how we �girls� had to answer any ques-tion about our femininity, about our makeup, ourhair, our dress or the lingerie we were wearing. Wehad to smile when we talked about the male trainerswe had in our lives who taught us to dance, to acceptcompliments as women, to give out proper, feminineremarks to please the males in our lives, and theytaught us how to accept a man�s kisses and caresses.
Really, it was the E that taught us most aboutthat. I couldn�t go to a dance or social without it.Some of the girls, like Nicole and Samantha, andteachers like Miss Delia, often didn�t use it and wereas outrageously feminine as we who�d taken a fulldose to get us through an evening of male attention.They even went off to the trysting rooms, I noted infright, when they hadn�t taken a dose of anything.
I�d seen vids of female stars of stage, acting, anddancing, arriving at somewhere like Shalimar Stationto give a show. I felt like one of them as we disem-barked from the thopter in Duncansford. There were
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all kinds of media types with their cameras to takeour pictures.
�Welcome to Carmichael,� lots of people called tous. We were applauded as we teetered on our extra,extra, high-heeled shoes through the transit stationto the cars which took us to the St. Duncan hotel.Across from it, we could see a tall, old-fashionedbuilding that Jodie said was St. Duncan�s Cathedral.That was where we were to be married in two days�time.
I couldn�t help the quivers that ran through meconstantly as I marveled at how seriously the peopleof Duncansford took the ceremonies to come. Ishould have spoken up but we were all dosed beforethe Chanter came to see us and explained how theceremonies would go. The auction would last twodays, with several groups. Some �girls� would performfor their prospective husbands, beginning actualweddings the following day. The group I was in wasthe last group of all. Jodie would be married, shelaughed at me, for almost a whole day, before Imounted the cathedral steps.
�I don�t want�� I began but Jodie put a soft fingerwith a delicate pink lacquer on the long, femininelyshaped nail on my mouth.
�I know it�s too soon for you,� she said gently, �buthe is genuinely smitten and wants you unspoiled.You can�t say that for any of the other girls in thishullabaloo, can you?�

*****
It was agony all through the following day as I did-n�t have anything but residual E in me. I had to be sogirlie and light, smiling all the time, in the shows wegirls put on.
We had to show off our girlish talents. Jodie haddecided I�d be a fashion model, something I�d neverheard of before. I couldn�t believe there was such a
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job as wearing women�s clothing all day long andshowing off how beautiful it was to other women.Many fashion models, I learned, became actresses.That was what I was, I thought bitterly. I was an ac-tress already. I was pretending to be anempty-headed, pretty girl who thought of nothingelse but female clothing, female makeup and femaleperfumes.
Going to bed as a virgin for the last time was unbe-lievably serious. Two girls, much younger thanme, inwhite dresses, bathed me in ritualistic fashion anddressedme in a white nightie before making me drinkan unbelievably large dose of E. They put me, wobblyas could be, to bed. A ceremony then began that realgirls on Carmichael had endured for centuries.
A line of older women came and told me what aman would do to me.
�All men are beasts,� intoned a woman who lookedstrikingly like the slim, blonde Lady JacquelineIvany, the director of the Lannan Institute. �Wewomen tame them with our bodies,� she went on af-ter much that I�d missed. �And here are some waysthat a woman like you can civilize a man.�
Each suggestion was a sexual exercise, the recita-tion of which made me squirm and shudder, despitethe Euphoria I�d taken. But each surmise waslaughed at or murmured about by the other women.�That�s a good one. I�ll try that myself tonight,� wassomething I heard several times. Many womenhelped out with hints of their own at taming the sav-age beasts known as men.
Each woman paraded by my bed and kissed me,bidding goodbye to the virgin I�d been and welcomingme into womanhood. I tried to scream but nothingcame out of me as I drank from a glass one of the girlswas holding. I went out almost instantaneously.
The girls awakened me in the morning, bathing meas fresh E kicked in with unbelievable force. Every-thing I underwent was a feminine, no, a woman�s rit-ual on her wedding day. Yes, we had rituals on Fore-

Page - 60

ABIGAIL BY PHILIPPA PETERS



man but nothing as elaborate as those onCarmichael.
Almost the whole morning was taken up in makingme a beautiful woman. I loved every moment of it.Yes, I knew it was Euphoria taking over but everytouch and sensation excited me all over, making mefeel wonderfully feminine. My bustier pushed up mybreasts. I felt how fantastically female my figure was.My panties were so thin, a joining together of lacepanels that hardly felt as if they covered me.
I had garters as well as the white, lacy, garter beltabout me. My stockings were white and decoratedwith flowers that could only be seen close up or whenthe slit in my dress opened and my lovely high heelsand legs were made visible.
�Now what man wouldn�t be excited to see those?�asked Penny, the dresser appointed to me. Allaround me, dressers, as excited as the girls who werebeing gorgeously dressed as brides, enthused abouthalf-naked girls who seemed as dazed, as delighted,as I was at all the feminine activity about us.
It was soon my turn to have my hair done. Thattook hours, every wave, curl and crimp talked over bythe hair stylists until I had a long tail of curls, inter-twined with white ribbons and pearls, featherlight,all down my back.
My face was made up as heavily as the other girls�faces. I was perfumed from head to toe as I stared atthe delectable bride in her most basic underwear,and tried to grasp that �she� was me. I was Abigail.But no matter how I tried to say differently in mymind, it wouldn�t take over. Yes, Abigail was aston-ishingly beautiful and feminine after the beauticianshad finished onmy eyes and lightly dustedmy skin.
The necklace, tiara and earrings transformed meeven more. Then it was time to put on my straplessbridal gown, the heavy petticoats forcing me to takesmall steps towards the roster. Dressers pounced onme and began to make little adjustments, until I wasperfect, in their words.
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I shuddered when the gauzy veil was put over me,over my hair, shoulders and bust. I carried a white,flowery bridal purse in front of me as I shudderinglymoved into the line of other brides, whispering at meabout the men whom I might marry, making meshriek silently inside me. And yes, it was a flowinggown, like all of them.
My dressers kissed me, told me how beautiful Iwas, and how I was going to make some man a won-derful wife. I�d been basking in a euphoric flow as I�dtaken possession of the bridal clothing that made Ab-igail appear as such a lovely, lovely woman. I wassmiling in the glow of being so pretty, the touch of mysilk lingerie sending ecstatic thrills through me.
But, make another man a wonderful wife? I sawDelia preen as she was wished that by one of herdressers. I didn�t want to make any man a wonderfulwife. I watched as a Chanter came to the curtainsand smiled down at Delia. She gave him a dazzlingsmile as he lowered her veil for her, tucked her armunder his, and led her forward into some other partof the Cathedral.
We girls were going to be married, to men who�dpossess us as if we were women. I could seeSamantha�s flowered purse shaking nervously as shestepped to the Chanter who came for her. Panic roseinside me as I looked around. There wasn�t a face Irecognized. Jodie was gone, and Nicole, and Elspeth.They were �married women� now. The room was emp-tying as the dressers moved out to see the last girlsauctioned off in this session.
Three girls I didn�t know were all quivering, givingme tremulous smiles, as we waited. Each, one byone, was escorted away in a huge rustling of petti-coats, hugs being given by the dressers along withwishes for success.
And then I was alone. Me, Jeffrey Dowerson, lieu-tenant and platoon commander of riflemen. I wasalone in my long gown, the dress moving lightly
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against me while two older women were smiling atme.
�Don�t worry, darling,� said one woman. �We�ve allbeen through this, worrying about what�s going tohappen. It really does end happily, though. It alwaysdoes. The husbands are so kind, so gentle. Your wed-ding night will be something you�ll always remember.I always have!�
�This girl�s really a virgin, Alice,� said the second,smiling woman. The first woman looked so shocked.�But it�s true, darling Abigail. You wouldn�t be putforward, as fresh as you are, if there wasn�t a man outthere who was guaranteed for you. And Lady Ivanywould never let a Lannan girl,� I�d heard all of uschanged soldiers called that once or twice, �ever go toanyone who�d abuse and not love her. After all, shewas one of us, once! She�s really protective of us all!�
Lady Jacqueline Ivany was once a man like me? Iremembered her with her husband greeting her. I re-called her daughters rushing to her and holding heras she talked to some Very Important Persons whowere visiting Lannan Labs, seeing the bridal auction,not the thousand medshells I�d seen being trans-ported into the �Intake Reception Area.�
Serena had rescued me from the security thatfound me wandering there, looking, if I thoughtabout it, for a possible way out of this impossible,warren-like structure which seemed to go on foreverinto the mountains. It was her fault, of course, I�d�wandered� off. She�d been supposed to pick me up atthe end of shift and hadn�t been there.
I didn�t rate compared to the fun Serena was hav-ing with her new boyfriend, a recovering, wounded,soldier. Jodie laughed and said the poor boy wasfinding that his convalescence wasn�t helping in hisoverall recovery. Themedics were puzzled about why.We could have told them, she�d said in a friendly,conspiratorial whisper to me. I�d shivered and eagerlyagreed, as I should. But inside I was shivering evenmore as I saw that Jodie seemed to think I�d turned a
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corner or something and was a girl just like her. Iwasn�t. I�m not.
No, there was no way out there, with all the peopleworking down that hallway. And I�d seen securityposts, at the end of the long hallway, admitting moreand more medshells, dark and stenciled on, just likethe ones they�d brought for me and the men I waswith, on that Lennox desert.
It seemed an interminable time before the curtainsuddenly moved aside. The oldest Chanter, sil-ver-haired, such a rarity in these days ofbiosculpting, came into the dressing room andsmiled at me.
�So, we did save the best for last,� the old mansaid, reaching up and drawing my thin veil backdown over my face. Each of my dressers hugged meand told me again what a wonderful wife I wouldmake any man. I wanted to scream. It was a goodthing the veil was down or I�m certain they�d all haveread my face and known I wasn�t in favor of what wasgoing to happen to me.
I stumbled into the arms of the older man as hegently led me on my way to whatever awaited me. Theslit in my dress opened at the front. I grasped at itfrenziedly as I saw men at the end of the hallway,smiling broadly at me. I minced down the passage-way along a thin, pink boardwalk that made my highheels sound like the ricochet of bullets. I swayeddown the hallway and out into a lit area where an au-dience sat around a wide, two-leveled stage.
�We circle the stage once,� the silver-hairedChanter whispered to me, as I quivered on his arm,holding my dress together with the other. �Hold upyour purse and flowers, Abigail, and smile. Theycan�t see you through the veil, but I can. You look, mydear, lovely girl, as if you�re going to a funeral.�
I am, I thought savagely, the funeral of any manwho touches me as if I�m a woman; and my own if I lethim get away with it. The Chanter stopped and re-ad-justed my fallen veil. In those moments, I composed
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myself and smiled a little. I was paraded slowly, veryslowly, around the dais where the other Chanterswere intoning homilies about marriage, what made agood wife - and a good husband.
�And here before you,� the old Chanter finally saidas I was stopped, turned and directed up onto thesecond level. �Here before you is the last bridal candi-date of the day, Abigail from Hordan.�
There was a long pause as I stood under the lights,shaking like a leaf. I felt all these masculine eyesstaring at me, some seeming like a pack of beasts inthe forest, hungry to attack and devour me. Then Isaw Lady Ivany, her husband hand clasping herhand tightly in his. He leaned over and murmuredsomething that made her give a dazzling smile as shelooked up at me. She sort of nodded but turned thento lightly kiss her husband who seemed to want tokiss her more forcefully. I could almost see her moveher lips in the words, �Later, darling,� to her hus-band.
Lady Pamela was there, but so few women. Well,they wouldn�t be buying me as a husband, wouldthey? That was something the men had been laugh-ing about in the Hordan brig. Pacts were made withthe men to blend in wherever we were and to free oneanother as soon as we could. But we all thought we�dstill be ourselves, that day.
I was sick as I thought how I�d eagerly sworn myloyalty to so many men, promising to free them untilSergeant Tobert had stopped me. �First, save your-self if you can,� he�d said to me. �And don�t worryabout the riff-raff you commanded. In a tenday on anew planet, they�ll all have sold you out for a cleanbunk, hot meals and some security action to stir theblood.�
First, save myself! I was sinking further and fur-ther into this strange Carmichael society where menstared at me as if I was a woman. Yet, I knew, andother women knew, that I wasn�t. And it didn�t seemto matter to any of them.
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The prayers seemed like blasphemy. Finally, theolder Chanter read out the law and rules governingbridal auctions. Nowhere did it say I had to give mypermission to be a bride, to be a wife. But it did saythat if I refused the bridal kiss to the man who�dbought me, I wouldn�t be married. I�d be returned tothe world I�d come from. Oh, if only I could hold theseCarmichael priests, lords and ladies, to that clause.
All I could think of was that they�d return me toForeman as I was, with a woman�s genitals andbreasts and hand me over to the Squid River Boys.They�d wanted to hang me, after the war tribunal. I�dbeen lucky to get of the planet at all, as Tobert hadonce reminded me when I was grousing about my illluck.
And I wouldn�t get my share of the money if I didn�tmarry the man who bid on me. I was entitled, as thebride, to fifty per cent of all monies bid on me. Oh, ifonly I could take that, slit my husband�s throat andpay my way off this despicable planet. I could try forShalimar, the pleasure station. Anything went there.I�d heard Old Sawbones, the headquarters doctor,talking about his visit there and the girl he�d gonewith, the image of Danni Colonni, the actress. Onlythis �actress� hadn�t been a girl when it came rightdown to it.
�When I complained,� Sawbones had said as theother men joshed him, �they asked me where I�d mether, and I said on this F Club Row, something likethat, and they all laughed at me, just like you guysare doing. They took a thousand marks from me andgave it to her, him, if you can believe it. Seems it�sposted somewhere, before you go on that deck, thatall the performers are male, are for sale, and arebiosculpted into the stars we see. I had to pay her an-other thousand for falsely accusing her of deceivingme!�
�She wouldn�t have deceivedme,� Herrick had saidargumentatively.
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�Yes, she would,� Sawbones said. �I met her againlater. She was really nice about it all. I blew my lastfive thou on her, him, before we all had to crawl backto the Jigger.�
We�d all hooted at the old doc then, sure he washaving us on. But here I was, swaying in my bridaldress, my breasts moving as I breathed so quickly atall the tension I felt, begging the gods, if there wereany, not to let happen to me what I knewwasgoing tohappen.
�Two hundred thousand,� the older, silver-hairedChanter was calling to the audience. In my day-dream, I�d missed the start of bidding and who wascalling out. There was a flash in the darkness nearLady Ivany. She smiled as the Chanter, or was he aCaller, I didn�t know, announced, �Five hundredthousand to Lord James Greening.�
The old man�s hand took mine again and squeezedit before lifting it to his lips and kissing my scentedhand.
�Now, that was very quick, gentlemen,� began theChanter, his faded, blue eyes laughing at me.
�A million,� shouted out another voice.
�And that�s even quicker, young Lord Wharton,�said my auctioneer. So, who did Delia marry, I won-dered, or was there more than one Lord Wharton?�But I see we�ve reached that rare atmosphere whereonly the rich and great houses can bid on beautysuch as you see before you.�
�One million five hundred thousand,� the otherChanter pointed out as that flash went off in the seatclose to Lady Ivany.
�Two million,� countered Lord Wharton.
�Just like a previous auction which both of youyoung pups lost,� said the silver-haired Caller ingood-natured fashion. �All right, gentlemen, two mil-lion for our newly married man, Lord Wharton��
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�Two and a half million,� said the other Chanter,interpreting the light from across the hall. There wasa gasp from the audience.
�So now we step into new territory for the day,�said the humorous silver-haired Chanter. �Two mil-lion five hundred thousand is to you, Lord Wharton,�who was glowering across the hall at whoever wasLord James Greening in that group. Oh, Delia, Ithought, you should be so glad that neither one ofthese lordlings became your husband. This Whartonsounds just like me at the last auction I was at whereCamelia Bunce outbid me for the authentic Percyhandguns I�d wanted so badly. But my father had cutme off at half a million and Camelia sneered at me, allthe way across the hall.
�Two million six,� Wharton called petulantly. He�snot bidding for antique handguns, I told myself. He�sbidding on another person, me, on whom he is goingto perform, or try to perform all kind of weird sexacts. I could take him, even if I was smaller andweaker than I�d been as Jeffrey. I�d slice him up andcry pitiful, womanly tears about the terrible thingshe�d done to a poor virgin like me.
�Three million,� said James Greening, standing upand smiling at me, a weird, cunning smile at his lips.Wharton tossed something to the floor that produceda titter of laughter around him. I guess it meant hewasn�t going to bid on Abigail any more. I was goingto be married to James Greening, whom Delia hadsaid would bid on her. She�d hoped he wouldn�t win.He hadn�t, unless he was in the market for two wives,which was legal on Carmichael, though the law wasunder review, I�d overheard.
�Three million,� said the Chanter. �Ah, new re-sources found, Lord James? The young lady is theone who really excites your passion today?�
�Get on with it, you old fool,� yelled Greening, �andgive my wife to me!�
I felt the Chanter�s hand squeeze mine again. I feltterror rise inside me. Several of the other young man
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in the group about Greening pulled him down, tryingto hush him.
�Do I need to accept that last bid, my lady?� askedthe Chanter, deliberately drawing Lady Ivany into thecircus that the bidding had become, voices breakingout everywhere.
�Yes,� said Lady Ivany, staring at me in my longdress, shaking again at the thought of that man andhis friends carrying me off, as I didn�t doubt theywould.
�Three million it is,� said the Chanter. He pickedup his gavel. �One,� he banged the desk while I could-n�t stop the revulsion flowing over me. �T� �!�
�Six millions,� came a clear, strong voice fromsomewhere in front of me, behind the lights. Therewas a gasp and a cheer from the people who�d beennear to the Wharton lordling.
�Six millions?� gasped the Chanter, staring blindlyinto the lights like me. �Who is that�?�
�Seven millions!� shouted Lord James Greening,charging to his feet. Several people around him werenow moving away, shaking their heads, one made asign as if to indicate James Greening was drunk.
There was pandemonium in front of me. Oh, go on,I thought wildly. Let them have to call it off. Who hasseven million golds to bid on a wife? Five hundredthousand to a million was what Jodie had told me I�dprobably go for.
�I, I�ll need some kind of surety that my lord can af-ford such a price�?� the Chanter began uncertainly.�My apologies, Lady Abigail.� How did I ever get tomerit such a title, I thought, my heart definitely beat-ing wildly, the whole spectacle so unlike what I�dheard an auction was supposed to be like.
A tall, dark-haired man stepped forward in front ofthe lights. I gasped as I recognized him. �Your honor,�said Sir Cornal, Cory to Lady Pamela. �I accept HisLordship�s bid. Now, I�d like to make mine on my fu-
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ture wife.� There was almost instant quiet in thewhole hall. I couldn�t look at Sir Cornal. I turned myhead away, trying to identify the weird feelings run-ning through me. I was looking at Lady Ivany andLady Pamela, beside her, as Cory Brel bid ten milliongolds on me, the whole congregation exploding innoise and shouting as he did so.
Lady Ivany and Lady Pamela both sat back withdelighted smiles on their faces. Lady Ivany looked atme and smiled knowingly as if she�d known all alongwhat was going to happen. She nodded to me as if tosay she�d known what she was doing when she�d toldthe Chanter Lord Greening�s bid had to stand.
The Chanters called for order. I saw Lady Pamelasignal to them. They counted down and clacked onthe desk. Lord James Greening was buried beneath apile of his friends who were refusing to let him bidagain, if the Chanters would even have allowed it.
The tall man whose eyes had followed me all thetime, when I was serving, fought his way throughpeople clapping him on the back and came up thelevels onto the stage where the Chanter was stillholding me, dressed like a bride.
�There are the formalities,� the younger lookingChanter said, over the din.
�The bridal kiss,� said Sir Cornal, stepping over tome.
�No,� I said, in panic, backing off. �I�m, I�m not go-ing to��
�You�d rather have Jimmy Greening?� asked SirCornal, taking my hand and pulling me towards him.
�I don�t want anybody!� I squealed, trying to breakfree from his grip. But he was so strong. He pulled meeasily to him.
�That dress,� Cory whispered to me. �It makes myblood race to see you in it, Lady Abigail, my wife.�
�I�m not your�!� I began as he put an arm aroundmy back, touching my soft skin. �Oh!� I squealed as
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he hugged me, my breasts so sensitive as theybounced against him. I tried to move my head, buthis hand on my back caught my head and directedmy lips to his.
Cory, Sir Cornal Brel, kissed me, kissed me in thebridal kiss I was supposed to give him to let the worldknow I approved of our marriage - and that I waswedded to him! Oh, it was so wonderful I had heelsthat brought me right up to his face, to his wonderfulmouth, to a kiss that shook me to the very core of thegirl, woman, known as Abigail.
My insides churned as Cory held me in the kiss, somuch fiercer and stronger than any man had everkissed me before. He possessed me. He owned meand wouldn�t stop kissing me, even though therewere announcements about us. I was being declaredhis, Sir Cornal Brel�s, lawful wife, as he was being de-clared my legal husband. And all I could feel was adeep well of elation that was sweeping through me ashe kept kissing and kissing me, his Abigail, his wife.
When Cory took his lips away, his arm about mywaist, I felt so stunned as I was escorted down thesteps, out of the Cathedral, to a car waiting to take usto another hall and a reception for all the blushing,gown-rustling brides and their husbands.
Cory put his hand beneath my gown and lifted meeasily into the open car so that we, the last couple tobe married, could follow the rest of the procession tothe Citadel. I stared up at him, shivering as I thoughtabout what he was, my �husband.� How could I everconquer him? He wasn�t a petulant youth or a drunk.He was quite sober as he held me against him, wav-ing to the crowds who cheered us.
�Smile, my darling Abigail,� my husband said tome. �What they�re calling for is the bridal kiss again.They want to see you kiss me for once, not me beingthe one doing all the kissing in our marriage.�
So I had to nervously kiss him, his lips parked justinches frommine, as he lifted the arm I�d put out ten-tatively to push him away, about his neck, as if that
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was what I had intended all along. I just brushed hislips with mine as he took control. I suppose it waschaste as kisses go.
It was in public. Cory didn�t try to caress me inwomanly places that he started doing the moment wewere in private. No, my husband at first just kissedme on the lips, moving slightly and energetically. Ifound my hand around his neck as I needed to feelartfully female. I was on fire, residual E taking meover, I was sure.
We kissed and kissed. I did kiss my husband. Hesaid the crowd was demanding it. I didn�t care if theywere. I only wanted to kiss the man who�d rescuedme from the horrible bridal auction. Ooo, it was sucha lovely feeling! I was a married woman! Cory liftedme down from the carriage at St Duncan�s Hall, andwe followed the rest of the girls, most of them ignor-ing me as they were exchanging bridal kisses, too,with the men whom they�d just married.
Delia was lip-locked to some handsome, uni-formed man. �Medel Norben, deputy military com-mander here in Duncansford, and now a marriedman,� said Cornal as I stared over at my trainer inwomanhood.
�He, he, outbid two lords for her?� I gasped.
�With a little help from his friends,� said Cory, cud-dling me against him. �I told him I�d go to five millionfor him. Luckily, it didn�t come to that. Gods, think ifit had! It would have been touch and go if I could haveafforded you, my darling wife!�
I looked up at him in dismay, his eyes gleaming atme.
�What I love about you, darling Abigail,� my hus-band said to me, �is that, from the start, you are soeasy to tease. I love seeing you blush so prettily. Youreally are as young as you look, aren�t you? Youknow, now that we have the longevity drugs availableto everyone, this is a thirty-year marriage, but I in-tend it to go on forever, limitlessly.�
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�Thirty years?� I asked dumbly as Cornal smiled.
�It�s the new rule,� he said. �The marriage laws arebeing revised daily, now that we�ve such a supply ofwomen. We never could import so many before. Andnow there are the longevity drugs. As well, women arefertile for so long. But I�m sure they told you all aboutthat in Lannan. After all, it�s the premier women�shospital anywhere in the Nebula or Giant�s Rift, isn�tit? Was that why a woman like you came here fromHordan?�
�Oh, yes,� I whispered. I didn�t have to tell him anyof the lies that whispered through my brain, all thestories I could tell so convincingly about being a littlegirl and why I�d had to leave the swamps of Hordanfor a promised new life on Carmichael.
I didn�t have to say anything more to my husband.All I had to do was close my eyes as he kissed andkissed me. We glided with the other brides and theirhusbands about the dance floor in Lord Duncan�scitadel.
Duty called me to dance with the tall, lean LordDuncan and with Lord Ivany, who was delighted totell me he knew all along that �young Cory� was goingto bid on me. He�d told Cory he�d back him with tenmillion, if he needed it.
�Those Greenings,� said Lord Ivany snappishly,�won�t have a girl look at any of them in the future forless than seven million. Can�t understand why sucha young buck would go to an auction, in the statethat he was. Brother�s an addict, you know. It doesn�tlook like any of this Greening generation is worththeir parents� millions, at all!�
I was dancing in a lovely dress, my hair in a tiara, aveil downmy back, my breasts exposed almost all theway, and I wanted it to be my husband, a strong, vir-ile man, to be there, holding me, not this ratherfrightening security chief. He�d surely rather bedancing with the lovely, willow blonde, Lady Jacque-line Ivany.
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Finally, however, duty dances were done. Oh, howI trembled in anticipation and agony as this tall,dark, smiling man came hurrying through the crowdof demurely smiling, white-gowned brides, just likeme. I don�t know how he found me, in the rustlingwaves of gorgeous women but, as suddenly as I sawhim, there he was with me.
Cory, I was to call him that, put his strong armsabout me. It must have been Euphoria kicking in,some delayed reaction. Almost eagerly, I moved intohis arms, blushing when he leaned over and kissedme. Another man was kissing me, telling me what anadorable wife I was. I was loving the taste of his lips,pressing into him as he held me, felling so weird, sowonderful and so much a woman.
�Time for us to go, my darling Abigail,� my hus-band murmured.
�Go where?� I asked, confused. Behind him, I no-ticed other husbands were shepherding their wivesoff the floor as well. The girls were clinging closely totheir husbands as people like Jackie Ivany and LordDuncan applauded them off the dance floor. Theyheaded to carriages drawing up outside.
�To the suite I have in this palace, my darling Abi-gail,� said my husband. Cruel bile rose in my throatas I guessed where all the other couples were goingand what they were soon going to be up to. I staredafter all the soft, lovely women whom I knew were re-ally men. They were staring up into their husbands�faces, swaying suggestively against them, smilinggorgeously as if really looking forward to what wasgoing to happen to them, as new wives.
Elspeth�s husband, a baronet, like my husband,was telling the new Lady Elspeth Foyt just what hewanted to do to her. She was giggling as if she wasthirteen years old and on her first date.
�Now, don�t look so grim, my darling,� my husbandlaughed at me as I shivered and hugged him tightly.Elspeth almost ran her husband to the front of theline waiting for carriages, causing everyone to start
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laughing. My husband kissed my forehead and mycheek and then my ear as he whispered in it. I trem-bled with the greatest of agitation at the feelings run-ning through me as a man touched me so gently, tell-ing me he loved me, treating me as if I was theadorable Abigail.
�I�m a gentle man, my darling,� Cory whispered ashe caressed my bare arms, and hugged my thinwaist. �I�m in no rush like Gray Foyt to experience alla woman can offer her man in one night. So we�ll goslow, my darling Abigail. I�ll accede to your everywish, my darling, but Abigail, this is our weddingnight, isn�t it? Let�s enjoy it together.�
I actually managed to squeak out a creaking, �No!�but was already moving on my husband�s arm, mydress opening to expose my stockings as my hus-band ignored my words. He whirled and twirled me ina dance along the long ballroom to where a smilingmaidservant held a door open for us. Cory then liftedme, his arm under my thighs, my legs wiggling andwriggling as I begged, silently, panic-stricken, for theEuphoria to cut more deeply into my thoughts. I did-n�t want to feel so acutely what a man was doing tome, Lieutenant Jeffrey Dowerson.
There it was: a canopied, double bed, a long whitenightdress, clearly meant for a bride, draped in frontof one of two pillows.
�We won�t need that right away,� murmured Corybetween kisses, his mouth now on my shoulders, hishands playing with the fasteners of my dress, as Ipushed against him, breathing heavily.
�N-No,� I was squeaking again, expecting, at anymoment, that Miss Glenda or Miss Lydia would burstin. They and Delia had before, telling whatever boywas demanding I reward him for dancing with methat �No� meant �No�. No man should ever violate awoman who was saying �No� to him.
But no one came to save me. My husband ignoredmy cries and stopped them completely by just kissingmy mouth so lovingly. He even thrust his tongue be-
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tween my lips. Ooo, I stiffened in shock at such anassault. Several boys had tried to do that but I�d bro-ken off. Selena had seen me with Grev once and hadexplained that �French kissing�, what a weird namefor it, was something the boys loved. I would, too, if Ijust gave it a chance.
Hadn�t I ever done it? Serena had begun, stoppingwith an understanding grin. No, I�d never done thatas a boy, I thought, blushing. I remembered thatSquiddie farm girl who�d licked my lips and face, andtried to suck my mouth. I knew when Selena spoke,what the girl had wanted me to do. What an opportu-nity I�d missed. That�s why she�d dumped me andgone off with some kid with hay stalks in his hair,preferring him to a lord�s son and heir.
My dress suddenly floated femininely down mybody, revealing my �lingerie.� Cory maneuvered myslip down, his lips refusing to let go as I was exposedin my bouncy bra, my tiny panties and frilly garterbelt to my husband�s appreciative leer.
I tried to tell him, �No!� but all the breath left me asmy husband lifted me on top of the bed, his hands fe-verishly caressing my breasts as if I was a woman. Itried to explain that I wasn�t any kind of Abigail butonly squeals came out of my mouth as his hand ca-ressed my nipple as the bustier came loose. Then hekissed my nipple, his tongue so soft and gentle.
I�d never felt anything like it. I squealed and shiv-ered. I wriggled and gyrated on the bed as he pressedme down into the soft covers. He made it worse byfondling my legs and between them. Oh, how Isquealed and bounced on the bed against him, de-spite his mouth covering mine.
I shook all over as his hands thoroughly arousedmy breasts. They seemed to be connected to everyfeminine part of my body. My tiara came loose asCory spread my long soft hair over my breasts andhis shoulders. I felt his shirt come loose, his hairychest caressing my bouncing, alert women�s breasts.
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I spluttered �No,� I know that I did as his pantscame off. I felt a man�s aroused penis on my thighs.Oh, how I wriggled to free Cory from his wife but hewas far too strong. He laughed at me as heFrench-kissed me again. I could sense then what hewas soon going to be doing to me, not with his tonguebut with that part of him that was most male.
I writhed beneath him, trying to free myself. Coryonly grew more between my thighs, his wetness mak-ing me shudder and buck to try to get him off me. Ifelt his hands on my tush. My garter belt was re-leased. My panties descended my thighs. Ooo, hismanhood pressed against the female parts I, Abigail,possessed.
I squealed and squealed, trying to say �No,� shak-ing my long hair from side to side, as he entered thewoman�s thing, the vagina, I had. Oh! Oh! Oh! Thesensations, the pains, the incredible, girlish feelingsthat swept through me.
I was Abigail! What a moment for the Euphoria tocut in again so completely. I felt such a need for Coryto drive into me, to bury his manhood deeply insidemy femaleness. I wanted Cory to kiss my breasts andmy body, to fondle my tush while I bucked andbounced and increased the pleasure my body was ex-periencing in every nerve ending.
Somewhere, I lost touch with Jeffrey Dowerson. Icouldn�t be him as I had a husband desperate to fillme with his manhood, to empty himself into me! Iwas a woman wanting his seed. He burst inside mebut refused to stop as I hadn�t come, whatever thatmeant.
I was a mess, laying beneath him. Cory groanedand moaned as he kissed me. He wouldn�t retreatfrom my vagina. I felt him harden again. The funnything was that, as he fondled my tush and rolled meover onto him, it was as if my own penis was stillthere and I was entering a woman.
Oh, did I bounce on him then, all my nerves be-coming more and more heated and tingly. I exploded
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in quivering feelings. I convulsed in delight as Coryturned me back down on the bed and drove hisaroused manhood way deeper into me. I squealedand squealed as the pleasure mounted to fever pitchinside me. I was shaking, passion aroused in me. I�dnever experienced anything like it.
�There, my darling Abigail,� my husband whis-pered from above me as I gleefully caressed his hairy,muscular chest. I bucked somemore against him as Ifelt him hardening again. �You�ve had your first wom-anly orgasm. At least, I hope it�s your first. You�re awoman now and I know how to make you experiencethat ecstasy again and again.�
I�m not a woman, I wanted to scream. I don�t wantwomanly pleasures! But those thoughts didn�t lastpast the next hungry, passionate kisses and caressesmy husband laid on me. And resisting him so height-ened the pleasure, yes, the woman�s pleasure thatroused me to screaming for joy. I couldn�t get enoughof that. I was the one, later, awakening him to makehim do me again as he had before. He actually got upand took something medical which he said I�d enjoy.
Cory became so hard then, so aroused. I came twoor three times in what he called orgasms. I learnedthat a woman can have many more of them, in onenight, than men can climax. And when he took pillsto aid him, I was able to reach such passionate, fe-male ecstasies! I loved the state of bliss I was so con-tent to attain, any idea that I wasn�t a woman com-pletely chased from my mind.

*****
I woke up the next morning, sore and hurting, thedamp bedsheets all bloodied, my eager husband,kissing me, telling me how much he loved me, Abbie.He couldn�t get up from our marriage bed until I�dsatisfied him and was satisfied by him, once more.
Cory heard me say �No!� that time. He agreed that Iwas a mess. He lifted my naked body from our bed
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and carried me to a warm bath where he got in withme. I panicked a little as, in a tangle of legs and bod-ies, I felt his manhood rise. Once it was against me,all my struggling and denial of his advances evapo-rated.
My brief taste of being a man, indignant and dis-mayed at what had happened to me, disappeared.Womanly feelings swarmed all over and through meas the orgasm I had, as Cory had me as a woman inthe bath, led me to squealing loudly in joy, clinging toCory, my body wanting to become one with his. It wasenough to draw in a grinning housemaid who wasable then to tell the whole household how much SirCornal Brel was able to delight the new Lady AbigailBrel.
And I was Lady Abigail. When my husband finallyrelented from fornicating with me, the smiling maidsswarmed all over me and welcomed me as if I was oneof their own, a woman I mean, not a maid. They re-galed me with stories of their wedding nights withtheir husbands. I got so hot and embarrassed beforestarting to seethe at all the assumptions they madeabout me.
Primped in what they called the latest fashion, sogirlie it all seemed to me, I flounced down to break-fast with my husband and our hosts, the Douglasfamily, mother, father, and several teenaged andyounger daughters, who, it appeared, were all in aweof me.
�I let them watch the bridal auction,� said Lady Ju-dith Douglas, Lady Duncan to everyone in the protec-torate of Carmichael, I�d been told by one of themaids. Judith laughed at the girls staring at me, as ifthey hadn�t seen a woman before. You�re not seeingwhat you think, I said grimly to myself. �It was so un-believable what was happening! When Cory inter-vened, as he�d told us he would, we were cheering forthe pair of you! And then that drunken brute, JimmyGreening, bid that impossible sum! I mean, sevenmillion golds for a woman he didn�t even know!�
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�But Uncle Cory beat that!� said one of the littlegirls, her sister combing her long, blonde hair. �Hemust really love you!� she added.
�She gets half the money as her dowry if shewants,� an older sister, Susannah, said in an exas-perated tone. �So Cory didn�t pay that much after all!�
�Girls!� said Judith, shooing them all out of theroom. �Susannah was the one sighing all over thewall screen yesterday, saying how beautiful youwere! One of only four women who�ve ever raisedsuch a price! She�s changed her mind now on marry-ing one of Rob�s military aides! She wants to be ac-claimed as one of the most beautiful women ever toenter the protectorate.�
Cory strolled over with Lord Duncan. �You�re de-scribing my wife, I take it, Judy, my former love.�
The blonde, slim Lady Duncan burst into a fit ofgiggles as her husband grinned as well and took holdof her. Cory crossed the room to me. I was rooted tothe ground, my colorful summer dress swingingabout my bare legs as he put his arms about me. Itried to push him away but his mouth onmine set myheart beating so fiercely. It was absolutely awful thatI tossed backmy hair and huggedmy husband to me.My breasts bounced lightly against him, the most ri-diculous female feelings racing through me.
�If you two lovebirds feel the urge, and I know youwill,� said Lady Judith, �you just take off to re-doyour lipstick, Abbie. Rob and I will cover for you.�
�Even if it means that Cory can�t attend the Coun-cil meeting,� laughed Lord Robert Douglas.
�You should adjourn it,� said Judith, Judy I was tocall her. �It�s stupid that it�s gone on so long!�
�It�ll all be over this afternoon,� said Judy�s hus-band. I was enticed by her soft hand to sit beside herat the table the maids had prepared. �Then, the bar-onets can fight over the new Marriage Laws, clauseby clause, as we Lords and Barons have for so long!�
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�Then this lovely girl can go on her honeymoon!�said Judy as I sat and shivered beside her. She ca-ressed my hand and crossed legs several times soeasily and naturally, in such feminine gestures. I�donly have to relax and think of nothing but being Abi-gail and I�d be a woman just like her. In time, I would-n�t even recall what I�d been before I became a wifeand a Lady.
There was a steady stream of callers, all friends ofCory�s, many bringing their wives to meet me. Allwanted to chatter about the fantastic bridal auctionof the day before and reminisce about being bridesthemselves.
�Oh, that dress you wore, darling Abigail,� saidLady Elaine Hurst. �It was a Nicole Pettifer dress,wasn�t it? She�s so daring with her latest designs. Iloved the slits in the dresses of all of you brides.You�re so young, you have such beautiful legs. It�s ashame you don�t get to show them off more.�
�Hush, Laney,� laughed Judy. �Give Abbie a littletime! She�ll be on her honeymoon tomorrow. What doyou bet some media whore gets a picture of her in herbikini, frolicking in the Ambergris Ocean. You knowhow Harry Toens� news outlets are.�
�Yes,� said another lovely, elegant girl, a Jennifer, Ithought. �If they can�t get the pic they want for real,they�ll make up a doctored version, won�t they?�
�Only until Lady Caroline catches them,� saidJudy.
�Ooo, I wouldn�t want to be in Harry�s shoes if thathappens,� laughed another woman while Jenniferlooked a little miffed at not being taken seriously.
I had to describe how I felt as the auction went on.All of the women seemed to have known Cory was go-ing to marry me. I was the only one there who didn�tknow what he�d planned and arranged for me, whichthe other women found hilarious.
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�I thought you looked a little green when we cameand did the Women�s Lament,� laughed Judith. �Menare such brutes, aren�t they?�
�You were part of that?� I asked her, blushing furi-ously as I thought of all the things the �women� hadsaid to me that I must use with my husband in orderto tame him.
�I wouldn�t miss it for the world,� said LadyDuncan cheerfully. �I�ll be there for every one of mydaughters and for every girl auctioned off, here in thebarony.�
�Speaking of daughters,� said one of the otherwomen, �I hear Sophie�s going to adopt another fromLannan, a twelve-year-old she can train, just as she�sdone so admirably with Belinda.�
�I�d rather have my own,� said Jennifer. Severalgirls agreed with her.
�There are so many girls, Jackie Ivany was tellingme,� said Judy earnestly. �Lannan has such an in-flux lately. We�re thinking of adopting a girl to be acompanion for Susannah. Some of those Raines andGreening girls are such bitches at school! Well, theyare!� she added in protest as several girls laughedand several tried to shush her.
�Now, no one here repeat that to Margot Raines,�said Jennifer, reaching for her gloves and purse andbeginning to leave. She gave a wicked smile. �Not un-til I�ve had the chance to pass it on to adorable Mag-gie on my own.�
�She�s not like that,� Judy reassured me, pattingmy hand as she helped me to my high-heeled feet. Ihad to kiss Jennifer on her cheek, give her a gentlehug, my breasts touching hers, and generally dowhat women do when they depart from one another.
Cory startled me, to all the girls� amusement, whenhe appeared beside me. �Who�ve you been kissing,darling?� he asked me, mock seriously. �Your lipstickneeds refreshing, Abbie. You won�t mind if she doesthat for a moment or so, will you?
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Of course, none of the girls objected. I flushed andquivered as I knew that all of the women knew whatmy husband wanted me for. And they were quite cor-rect. They went on visiting one another while, just ashort distance away, my husband removed not onlythe last of my lipstick but all of my clothes as well,not content to have me just through one of my con-vulsive orgasms, but through another and another.
Cory acted as mymaid then and gently dressed mein my bra, panties and stockings again. He got meinto my lovely summer dress. then undressed meagain. I had to have passionate lovemaking as muchas him. Oh, how he wanted me! Oh, how I gyratedand wriggled beneath my husband to increase thepleasures every part of my womanly body seemed tobe longing and aching for.
�I love you, my darling,� my husband whispered tome as I tried to dress in the girlie fashion he wantedme to.
I kissed him as I put my earring onto my ear. Hishands caressed my tush which signaled he was goingto have me again.
�You can say it as well, darling Abbie,� said myhusband as my breasts firmed against him. Ooo, Ifelt his hands inside my panties.
Me, tell another man I loved him? I shuddered andkissed him more firmly on his lips, flinging my armsabout him.
�I guess that�ll have to do,� breathed my husband.Oh gods, that was how I was thinking of him. I lookedat Cory. Yes, he was my husband. I began to panicand clung closer to him. �I�ve enough love for the twoof us,� Cory whispered. �And as soon as we get awayon our honeymoon, I�ll prove it to you.�
Oh, he did prove it to me, over and over, on the glo-rious honeymoon we spent on the sandy shores ofthe blue-green ocean. I rarely wore anything but thebra and pantie set Cory and everyone called a �bikini.�
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His chest was bare, his shorts thin, covering justenough of him to be �decent.�
It made making love as man and woman so easy. Ioften found myself staring at him, at his wonderfulbody, just like the one in my dreams that I�d hoped tocultivate for myself.
But my husband loved the body I had. He said soall the time, kissing every part of it, his mouth andtongue rousing the female parts of me to such incred-ible heights of passion. I learned that the actslaughed about by the other women in the Woman�sLament were really, really arousing to a woman likeme.

*****
Cory should never have left me alone on his estatesand rushed in to Duncansford to accomplish someAssembly business. That was when I met JessicaRainford, the wife of his security commander whowent with Cory to Duncansford.
�You�ve seen the memorial, haven�t you?� askedJessica, looking so pretty in her yellow dress, herblack, shiny hair styled much more elegantly thanthe honey blonde mass that Lydia had insisted suitedme.
I�d no idea what she was talking about. Jessicatook me over to what appeared to be a chapel domi-nated by the family crypts. A new, marble mauso-leum filled one side. �This is Harral�s, Cory�sbrother�s,� said Jessica, her voice beginning to crack.I must admit I turned to her in surprise. She took myhand without taking her eyes off the lifelike statue ofa handsome, smiling man, a lot like Cory in looks.
�What, what happened?� I asked, noting how herlovely, feminine nails were a deep shade of pink likemy own. I felt her arm brush against my summerydress I�d learned to wear because all the other girlson the Tammany beaches were wearing them. I felt
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the womanly dress swish against me as Jessicamoved her arm in some kind of private agitation asshe stared at the inlaid statuary, tears, surprisingly,coming to her eyes.
�You knew that there was an attempt to assassi-nate the Lord Protector, didn�t you?� she askedhoarsely while I stared at her. �Harral was one of theLord�s aides. He shot one of the assassins andjumped in front of Lord Rohan. He told the womantrying to kill the Lord Protector to put down her blast-er and she did. Then she rolled over. She�d a gun inher other hand. Harral called on her to put it down. Itwas over, the others had surrendered. She shot him,killed him, as he protected the Lord Protector withhis body.�
Jessica began to weep openly. What else could I dobut put my arms about her and comfort her? �Corydidn�t mention this,� I murmured hesitantly.
�No,� said Jessica, lifting her pretty face. Her tearsdidn�t diminish her attractiveness. She tried to smile.�You and Cory have scarcely been out of the bedroomsince you�ve been here, have you?�
�We, we were tired�� I began. Jessica giggled atme through her distress.
�The Brel men always use that as an excuse,� shemurmured, hugging me to her. Her breasts touchedmine, making silly sensations swarm through me. Itdidn�t seem to matter if it was a man or a woman whotouched me there. I seemed to be aroused, thinkingof caressing and sex with whoever touched me. Icould feel my panties stretching about my vagina! Ihad to ease a little away from Jessica, even thoughshe still clung to my hands.
�Such a kindman wasmy Harral, right to the end,�Jessica said, looking at me to see that I understoodher. I shivered as I did understand the securitychief�s wife.
�Wouldn�t shoot under a white flag,� Jessica said,more tears flowing as I suddenly saw a soldier fall
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from a personnel carrier in my mind�s eye. �Wouldn�tshoot a woman without giving her the chance to sur-render. I wish he�d shot her first,� her words were likeshots being fired at me, �even if his recoil did kill her.Too late, it was then, for the two of us.�
I couldn�t think what to say to this woman, mar-ried to one man while grieving over another. �I, I didthe same sort�� I started to make a confession ofhow wrong I�d been, how I had murdered, yes, let�scall it what it was, that Squid River boy in the heat ofthe battle. I�d have killed the girl as well if SergeantTobert hadn�t stopped me.
�Shh,� said Jessica in alarm, looking around. Shetook my hand and drew me away from the noisy areaof the crypt, my high heels not clicking any more asshe drew me into a curtained, carpeted alcove. Itlooked like a confessional that you saw in vids aboutOld Earth sometimes.
�You were going to tell me about your life beforeLannan,� she whispered.
�Jessica, I, I did a terrible thing,� I tried to tell her.Again, she put her finger on my mouth and shushedme.
�We all did,� she said, shocking me to my core. Iought to have known. I ought to have guessed theJessica was a girl from Lannan, a geecee girl, like me.She saw the recognition in my face and drew me toher, our breasts touching again. Then, she did a ter-rible thing. She kissed me, softly and gently. I re-coiled from her.
�See,� Jessica said, mockingly. �You�re a girl,Abbie, a wonderful, pretty, loving wife to a handsomeman who clearly loves you very much. You�re hiswoman. You�ll have his babies some day. The onlystories you�ll remember then will be those they im-pressed upon you at Lannan before they allowed youto leave.�
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�I�m not a girl,� I whispered furiously back to her.�You took me by surprise. I, I knew it wasn�t a girl try-ing to kiss me.�
�But I am a girl,� said Jessica. �I never want to bewhat I was before.�
I stared at this girl swaying against me, makingboth of our lovely, summer dresses swish together.�You weren�t a soldier?� I said in disbelief.
�I was,� whispered Jessica. �I was a mortarman. Ifired on villages with men, women and children inthem. And I killed them all. It was Harral who finallyconvinced me it was an exigency of war. Battle car-ries you along. You get whipped up in the fervor. Youdo things you�d never do in real life. That�s whatHarral told me. He made love to me, knowing all thehorrible things I�d done before I became Jessica.�
Tears poured down her face again. �He made meinto Jessica, fully and completely. He said he wouldmarry me when his tour of duty was over. But it did-n�t happen. He was too much of a good man. He diedthat way and I was left to mourn him.�
�You, you�re married now,� I said, the weirdest offeelings sweeping over me.
�Parl is the most wonderful of men,� said Jessica,leading me out of the crypt, keeping her voice low,checking all the time to see if anyone was looking atus from the estate house or from the blocky, securitywall around it. There were security men in the dis-tance who trailed us as we sauntered back, hand inhand, to where I was now Lady of the Land.
�Parl really loves me,� Jessica went on quickly,flicking the tears away from her eyes as we walked.�He doesn�t know about Lannan, of course. Harralonly knew because of his turn as the Lord Protector�saide. He said our program was being closed down,the transformation of rebels and criminals, but hisdeath had to be avenged.�
�Those who tried to kill the Lord Protector aren�tdead?� I asked in astonishment.
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�The news said they were, names sent to oblivion,but I doubt it,� Jessica whispered, hugging me. �Iwent to see the Lord Protector�s wife, that�s LadyCaroline, who told me the plotters had received a justpunishment, I knew what she meant. Like othermurders and rapists, they�ve been transformed. Theydose them so heavily with Euphoria that their mindschange. They become comfort girls in the miningcamps up on Northern. Might as well be useful tosomebody, right?�
The last was said with such venom that I knew thegirl walking beside me wasn�t a girl. But she said shewas. She tried to smile when we reached the houseand hug me as another girl would her girlfriend.
�I think that�s why Cory took Parl with him toDuncansford,� said Jessica. �He knew I�d take youout to Harral�s memorial. He knew I�d be like this. Oh,I�m getting better with it all. And Parl is such a con-siderate lover. He, he really brings out the woman inme. I want to be so feminine and womanly for him be-cause he�s really a wonderful man. He deserves a wifelike that.�
I shivered as we clicked femininely across the mar-ble floor of the entranceway. An announcement camefrom the console. Sir Cornal�s thopter was inbound,landing in five minutes.
�Oh, we have to re-do our makeup,� said Jessica,hurrying me to my dressing room. �We should put onsomething more alluring, as well. Our men saw us inthese dresses when they left, didn�t they? They�ll ex-pect us to have been exploring the wonderful ward-robe Cory ordered for his beautiful wife fromDuncansford and Shannondale!�
I felt like a bride again as Jessica and the maidsshe summoned piled my hair on high, smothered mein jewelry, my ears actually hurting from the weightof the dangling string of jewels that emphasized mylong neck. They insisted I wear the strapless, red eve-ning dress that matched my lipstick.
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Cory�s eyes almost popped out of his head when helooked at me. Jessica advanced, femininely seduc-tive, on her husband, throwing her arms about him,greeting him with a passionate, clinging kiss thatmade my husband glance back with amusement.
�I don�t get the same greeting?� Cory asked, ad-vancing with his arms out.
An old, familiar sickness returned as I let a manput his arms about my slim, female figure and kissme fiercely as if he�d been away for tendays and notjust a few hours.
I had to be hostess, the Lady then, as others ofCory�s friends arrived by groundcar and thopter tomeet Cory�s new wife. Jessica must have known asthose who arrived were all in evening wear, thewomen sparkling in gorgeous dresses like mine.
After talking with Jessica, I was reticent about ac-cepting soft hugs and kisses as if they came fromwomen. Oh, the �wives� were womanly enough. Theperfumes in the air were womanly but there wassomething about the way the men hung onto �their�women, just the way that Cory held me, so proud ofme, evidently, that made me think I was back in the�training� quarters at Lannan.
The women were so affectionate, really womanly,to their men; yes, that was it. They welcomed everycaress and touch, sat or stood so gracefully, so muchalike. It was as if we�d all been through the sametraining on how to be a delicate, adorable woman.
The dancing didn�t last into the evening. All of usgirls had to retire early, readied by our maids for bed.I went with a cluster of women to the wing where ourguests would sleep. They all sped away daintily, ea-ger to receive their husbands, many of them marriedfor several years, giggling together as they antici-pated a tryst with their husbands.
�My darling Abigail,� said Cory, as I stood uncer-tainly in my black, frilled nightdress, by our bed.
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�Cory,� I tried to talk seriously to him, but hewanted none of that. He wanted to make love to me.He was unbelievably aroused. It was as if I was beingcaressed by three hands as my husband lay me onthe bed and slipped the straps of my nightie downmyarms.
I hadn�t worn panties since I�d known what was go-ing to happen to me, moments after he kissed me andcaressed my breasts. He was insatiable. He pene-trated me, kissing me until my lips seemed stuck tohis. I could feel his tongue and his male member ashe began to agitate himself, and me, about andaround the bed, my tush in perpetual motion as myhusband tookme forcefully as a man should his wife.
I trembled, shuddered, quivered, as Cory enticedfeminine feelings in me. He wanted me to convulseagainst him. It wasn�t something I could fake. Heknew I�d squeal when he finally reached the depthsinside me, the pleasure and ecstasy so unbelievable.Oh, I was Lady Abigail Brel then as I wanted to be,again and again. I was sure all the other �girls� weregoing through the same experiences I was. No won-der we�d all gone to bed early.
Cory was an unbelievable athlete. He made love tome in ways I never dreamed a woman would like. Heeven aroused his manhood by placing it between mybreasts. Oh, how he grew and pulsed when I gentlykissed the tip. Oh, did he ever have to move then anddrive into me, filling me with his male essence. Histongue on my breasts made me start another uncon-trollable orgasm, me bucking and wiggling abouthim. Once again, he told me he loved me. Me, a man,was loved by another man who didn�t know I was re-ally a man like him.
�Tell me you love me,� Cory whispered as I laytwisted about him, sated in every orifice as he fon-dled every particle of soft skin touching him.
�I love you,� I said meekly, obeying my husband ashe wished.
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�You only say it, darling Abigail,� said Cory, �be-cause I tell you to say it.�
I cuddled against him, his hand shaping my breastand squeezing the nipple, making me yelp a little.
�And you don�t say anything to that,� Cory wenton. �You could tell me it�s the truth. You really do loveme!�
�I really do love you, Cory,� I whispered, shudder-ing as his manhood grew between my soft, girlishthighs as I�d come to love.
�You had a good day today with Jessica?" Coryasked as I squeezed hard, making him work for hispenetration of my vagina. My phantom penis seemedto vanish now when I was in bed with this man, treat-ing me in every way as if I was a woman.
�Jessica is a woman like me,� I said to him fromcompressed teeth as his hands levered and caressedmy tush beneath him. I spread my legs, ready to havemy lord and master inside me again.
�Just like you?� asked Cory with a grunt. He wasinside me. Lightning bolts began splashing throughmy mind as a man made love to me, his woman. Iloved every sensation that went through me.
�Jessica�s not like you, Abbie,� my husband toldme. �Harral, my brother, told me all about her. Sheshowed you the crypt, didn�t she?�
�Yes!� I gasped and could do nothing more as myorgasm took hold of me. I squealed and begged myhusband to love me, love me, love me, clinging tohim, kissing him and rocking his insertion into meuntil he came so fiercely that we both were buckingin unison for what seemed like an hour or more offantastic bliss. Oh, Imustbe a woman, I screamed in-side my mind. No man could ever feel what I did,reaching such ecstasy with another man. No, I had tobe a woman.
�Jessica isn�t a woman,� said Cory as he kissed hisway from one of my breasts to my mouth and then to
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the other. �Harral told me. She was from Foreman orsomewhere like that, dumped on Frank, transformedby nanotechnology. She was rescued from aDanforth ship along with over a hundred more, justlike her. Helped increase our woman population outhere, Harral told me.�
�Jessica�s a woman now,� I said to him weakly ashe lay on top of me again, making another meal of mybreasts.
�Not like you,� burbled Cory, his mouth full, mynipples going crazy at the touch of his tongue.�Harral knew all about her. He brought her here. Icouldn�t believe it when he took her to bed, not justonce, but again and again.�
�He, he was going to m-marry her,� I said as Cory�smouth descended my abdomen. I knew where he washeaded and what he�d do to my soft little clitoris. Thatgave me such pleasure. I fantasized I was male again.That was my penis. I usually felt sick as I thoughtwhat I was letting another male do to me, pleasuringme so intensely.
�How would you know that?� Cory asked me,touching me with his fingers in ways he knew wouldreally arouse me. And they did.
�Jessica told me,� I gasped while I still had witenough to answer him.
�I wouldn�t have allowed that,� said Cory, smilingas if I knew nothing at all about what we were finallytalking about. �He�d never have been a father, wouldhe? Not unless he did something weird, like test-tub-ing and��
�Jessica�s a woman just like me,� I said to him,knowing I�d said too much as the indignant words leftmy mouth. I felt his caresses suddenly stop and did-n�t know whether to be happy or sad.
�I�m a woman like Jessica,� I said, the words tum-bling out of my mouth.
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�What the hell are you talking about?� asked SirCornal Brel, sitting up beside me, his hand still onmy soft, rounded hip. �You�re not��
�I�m as much a woman as Jessica is,� I said. There,I�d gotten it out. I�d told my husband about me, thathe was making love to another man.
�Oh, Abigail,� said the naked man beside me, putt-ing his arm over me. �Please don�t joke about thingsyou don�t understand!�
�I, I do understand!� I squealed as the man�s handgently caressed my clitoris and vagina. �I�m JeffreyDowerson, taken prisoner on Foreman, dumped onLennox, captured and medshelled to wake up here,told that I�m Abigail!�
�All the stories about you as a little girl�?� beganmy confused loving husband.
�Are just that,� I told him, clinging to the hand ex-citing me so. �The Lannan psyches implant stories inour heads. If I really wanted to be a girl, I call on themand make myself believe I�m really Abigail, a realgirl.�
�But who�d do such a thing?� asked Cory, reallysitting up, taking his hands from me as I lay quiver-ing under him. �Lannan, but that�s Lady Ivany�s do-main. A woman like her��
�Ask her,� I snapped as this man leaned back onme, caressing my breasts, his manhood stroking thetopmost part of my thighs. He was stiffening as if hewas going to take me again, his wife, his woman, notbelieving anything I�d said. �Ask her about the thou-sands like me! The prisoners and rebels who�retransported here! Where do you think all the newwomen come from who�re so attracted toCarmichael? You make us here, Cory! You made meinto Abigail!�
Cory stopped my talking by kissing me. His man-hood thrust into me. He tweaked my nipples and ca-ressed my hips, my thighs, and my breasts, rollingme over and over in bed as he thrust and thrust into
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me, making me squeal and squeal. I�d told him I wasa man. It seemed to make no difference to him. Heerupted inside me and kept on teasing and strokingme. I knew he wouldn�t stop until I was convulsinglike him.
I tried to fake it but once I began to move, I couldn�tstop. Fakery became reality. I came again as awoman, knowing I was a man. I rode my husband�smanhood feverishly and kissed and kissed his strongmanly hips. I was as girlie and femmy as I knew howto be. I finally exploded in every bit of passion and ec-stasy that matched his.
It was awkward then as we lay together, gentlystroking each other, man and woman.
�I�ll talk to Jackie Ivany,� Cory said suddenly. �It�snot true what you�re telling me. It can�t be!�
�It is,� I whispered uneasily.
�You make love like a woman,� said Cory. �Youcould stay��
�I want to be Jeffrey again,� I said, shocking evenmyself as I said that.
�Sure,� said my husband as he rolled me over andmade love to me, really, really gently, making meshiver and squeak at the wonderful things he did.Oh, Abigail, I cried to myself, I should stay foreverand be you. I should!
�Don�t tell anyone what we talked about,� saidCory in the morning, my hair in tangles after all ourdelicious wrestling matches. He was up but didn�ttouch me, didn�t caress me as he usually did, beforehe left our bed. He just put on his clothes and stalkedout.
I wore a summery, delicately female dress, andmatching bra and panty set. All the girls looked astuckered out as me as we got together for a leisurelybreakfast. We strolled then through the gardens theyall knew so much better than me.
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�How does it feel to be such a wealthy woman?�Lady Diana Moore asked me.
�My husband�� I started, feeling such a lump inmy throat as I said that.
Lady Diana tossed her sparkling, golden hair. �Imeant, in your own right,� she said. �Half your bridalprice is yours, isn�t it? You�re an independentwoman. Now, you�ve consummated with Cory, anddon�t tell me that you haven�t. You were as horny asthe rest of us girls last night, weren�t you? Now you�veconsummated, you�ve got, what, five millions in yourown name, at any bank on Carmichael. You can gowhere you want, do what you want!�
�I should have done it,� Sharonne joined in fromthe table next to me. �I should have done it way backwhen, before Nicholas begged me to have his chil-dren. I do love our three but now he wants me to do itagain and, after a night like last night, I�m weaken-ing! And to think, I was the toast of the Drum Theaterand had a different man in my bed every night!�
I stared at Sharonne and the rest of the laughinggirls gathered about her.
�Oh, don�t believe a word, Abbie,� said anotherblonde. Kiri, I think she was. �She�s still as besottedwith Nick as she was the first time she laid eyes onhim across the footlights. She hasn�t looked at an-other man since. We�ve all tried to have our favoritemen, outside of our husbands, seduce her."
�Your husband off again?� Diana asked me. �Iwouldn�t stand for it. I�d take my millions and be off. Iwould.�
A jeering group of women laughed at Diana andteased her.
But I didn�t. I took her advice. By noon that day, Iwas in Duncansford, a woman alone, with money inher purse, fending off foreign servicemen who wantedto date me.
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*****
Cory had come back from Duncansford, I pre-sumed, though it might have been from Lannan.Most of the other husbands were off with their wives,some playing games in the meeting room while oth-ers, when I asked about them, like Diana, were mak-ing babies, I was told, which made me flush.
�Don�t listen, Abigail,� said Kiri, playing some an-cient card game with her husband and another cou-ple. �If she really wanted another, she�d be off toLannan. Is that why Cory went, to arrange your firstwith Jackie?�
�No!� I gasped but there were knowing looks allthrough the groups of elegant men and women keep-ing me company until Cory got back.
�Ah, here he is,� laughed Kiri, shaking her lovelyblonde hair into place so femininely and effortlessly.�Why don�t you go and ask him? Since the older gen-eration crashed and then Harral was killed, thisplace has only had the one heir, Cory. You need togive him a couple, girl, to ensure the direct Brel linedoesn�t die out!�
�I need to talk to my wife if you all don�t mind,� saidCory after smiling and greeting several couples lan-guidly rising from their tables. It seemed everyonewas moving out to dress for dinner. The way some ofthe girls eased against their husbands seemed topromise more that just a retreat for changing clothes.
�Don�t mind us,� said Sir Peter, Kiri�s husband.�We�ll just finish the rubber and be off ourselves tochange for drinks!�
Cory�s office was like my father�s. The chairs wereleather-bound while the whole room was definitely aman�s. There was nothing feminine about it at all.
�So, I talked to Lady Jacqueline Ivany, and to theLord Protector and his wife. They confirmed you weretelling me the truth,� said my husband, sitting down
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then behind his desk while I stood before it, swayingon my high heels.
�I�ve been such a fool,� Cory said suddenly,quickly. He looked up at me and, I think, winced. �Iwas sure you were wrong, had some psyche malfunc-tion, maybe the same thing preventing you from say-ing you loved me even though I pleased you, didn�t I,each time we made love.�
I felt my heart start to pound as Cory, my hus-band, looked at me steadily, trying to rationalizewhat he was saying. I couldn�t think of a thing I couldor should say. �I love you,� wasn�t the right responseat all, despite all the womanly feelings sweeping overme, just being in his presence.
�You want to be Jeffrey again,� said Cory. I shud-dered at his mention of my true name. I could nod atthat one. I did want to be me again. �Jackie wants tohave you arrested right now and worked on again.She wants me to annul our marriage and turn youover to her security, her husband that is, as soon ashe gets here.�
I gasped, thinking of the sessions with the heavydoses of Euphoria. I recalled talk about some girls,the shakes of long hair as girls said that they didn�twant to go that route. Better to be positive and learnfrom out teachers and trainers.
�There�s only one way for you to be Jeffrey again,Abigail,� Cory said grimly to me, �and that is to leaveGrampton.� That was the name of his estate. �Takeyour bridal money. I won�t contest you doing that.Here,� he took papers and a sort of pass from hisdesk, �here are Jessica�s papers. You can get intoDuncansford on those and find a ship out before theLord Protector�s security moves in on us.�
Cory sat back, staring bleakly at me. I wanted to goto him, put my arms about him and kiss him, helooked so defeated.
�I told the Lord Protector I�d work it out with you,Abig-, um, Jeffrey. They gave me the night to do
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that,� my husband said determinedly. �So take thepapers and go. My friends will cover for you. That�sthe best I can do, for Harral�s sake, in the main. It�lltake the Protector�s wife, she has very good female se-curity, very good, more than a day to get on to you.So, darling Abigail, no, I shouldn�t say that now,should I? Jeffrey, take my thopter, become Jessicafor a little while, and get going back to wherever youcame from. I never want to see you again after that.�
I was too stunned, too numb to cry as I staggeredout of Cory�s office. There was Jessica, wide-eyed,with bags of clothes packed for me. Her husband,Parl, frowning, didn�t say a word as he helped methrough the estate house and to the thopter.
Jessica hugged and kissed me. She asked me tohurry back as she missed me already.
I shivered at the kiss on my lips, so light and femi-nine. I couldn�t say anything to her at all as I couldn�tto Cory. I just clattered in my high heels up the lad-der into the thopter, smoothed my skirts beneath meand left a husband, bitterly betrayed by his wife.With waves of femininity passing through me as Ilooked at the slim, lovely girl sitting in the passengerchair, I knew I was never going to be back here again.Not as a woman, not as a wife, not making love to aman ever again. It was thinking that that started thetears coming and got me a sympathetic glance fromthe silent pilot.
*****Part Two will be The Unmaking of Abigail*****
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