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PART ONE

“What do girls do on their night out?”

Johnny wasn’t exactly pissed, but he was irritated.

Jennie ignored him. Dried herself off and glanced at herself in the mirror. She smiled.

She was five foot six, 130 pounds, and heavy in the bosom.  Her waist was tight, her legs shapely, and she had a really nice face. High cheek bones, arching eyebrows, liquid blue eyes, shaggy blonde hair that made her look like Marilyn Monroe.

Yes, she was a blonde bombshell, and that was reason enough for Johnny to wonder, and worry, and be jealous.

“Are you just going to ignore me?”

“Yep,” she said, working a little cream into her hands. She smiled. the poor boy did suffer so much. And that sort of made her happy!

Well what woman doesn’t enjoy being appreciated?

Of course, sometimes he was irritating, being a little too appreciating.

She turned to him. “Johnny. You know I’m true blue to you. And you know that I do this with the girls every few months. We’re old college friends, we like to get a little high and laugh and tell jokes, and…you need to get over this obsessive compulsive disorder thing, or whatever it is.”

“Aw, honey. I know I’m a little much, but…but you come home and you’re different for a few days. You don’t want to have sex, you just smile a lot…are you a Lesbian.”

She blinked, her eyes widened, and she laughed. “Baby, I told you I am true blue. That means I don’t go out with other people.”

“Yeah, but this isn’t going out. This is…I don’t know what it is! But as long as I don’t know what it is I’m going to wonder.”

Jennie put on a bra. It was a half bra and her large boobs hung over the edge and her nipples stood out.

Johnny stared at her hungrily.

She pulled on panties and hose.

Johnny was silent now, but the air was filled with tension.

Jennie sat down at the vanity and began putting on her face. As she cleaned and primed and made her face into a canvas she said, “Well, honey, you’re just going to have to live in mystery. The girls and I have a pact. No men allowed. We’re going to get together and have fun, and you’re not invited. So that is that.”

And that was the point at which Johnny started to get the inkling of a plan. She wasn’t going to invite him, eh? And she wasn’t going to tell him a thing. Hmmm.

Jennie was quick with her make up, and in short order her face was accentuated and gorgeous. She smacked her lips and glanced at him in the mirror.

Johnny was frowning. She turned to him.

“You get boys’ nights out. You get together with your friends and you watch football games and get drunk…I never complain about that.”

“That’s different.”

“How is it different?”

“We watch football. What do you do, watch girl’s basketball.”

That remark, for some reason, irritated her. “What does it matter what we do? I’m true, and you’re being an idiot!”

He backed off quickly. The plan growing in his head didn’t include pissing his wife off.

But he had already pissed her off. “We fuck a lot. I rarely pull the headache thing, I enjoy sex, we even get a little kinky every once in a while. So where do you get off giving me a rough time just because I have friends and want a little girl time? A little time when I don’t have to put up with your male bullshit?”

Johnny took a step back. “Male bullshit?”

Now it was Jennie who knew she’d gone a little far. She tried to calm herself down. She took a big breath and said, “Honey, take some time for yourself tonight. Get yourself a six pack, find a pay per view and watch some sports. Hell, watch some porn for all I care. I’ll come home and maybe you’ll get your dick sucked.”

“If I haven’t jacked off,” he murmured.

Her turn to blink.

“You…what did you say?”

Johnny groaned. This thing was turning into a mess. He determined that he was going to shut up and…and maybe he’d do his little plan. Maybe he’d find out what was really going on with these women and their stupid, little parties.

“Nothing.”

She glared at him.

“I’m going to go drink a six pack.”

He turned and walked out, and felt her eyes poking daggers into his back the whole way.

Sarah picked out a black dress. It was stretchy and clingy and showed off her bosom. Her nipples, erect because she had gotten angry, were jutting behind the material.

She pulled the dress over her head, and was careful not to mess her make up. Usually she put the dress on first, but Johnny and his silliness had actually upset her.

She stepped into her high heels and took a last gander at the mirror.

She was a number, all right. She had the body that made the boys drool, and she smiled.

She turned on her heel and headed down the hallway. Her heels clicked on the hard surface, and it was a very powerful feeling.

Johnny was in the kitchen, a dour look on his face. He had poured a bourbon and Coke and was contemplating it. He looked up, and she could see the effect she had on him. She could see the lust in his eyes, the excitement, and she could almost hear the ‘sproing’ in his pants.

“Okay, baby, don’t wait up for me.”

He grunted.

She leaned over him and touched her lips carefully to his forehead. “Get drunk, have fun. And relax!”

“While you’re out fucking some guy.”

She froze.

He knew, right away, that he had made a big mistake. It had just popped out of him. “I’m sorry.”

“Yes, you are,” she blurted. She spun and headed for the front door.

He jumped up and followed her.

“I shouldn’t have said that.”

“No, you shouldn’t have.”

She turned the front door knob and opened the door.

“But you can’t blame me.”

She stopped on the porch, heaved a breath, and turned back to him. “Johnny, it would serve you right if I went out and fucked a man. A black man. With a dick bigger than yours! Maybe that’s what I’ll do tonight!”

Then she walked down the three steps to the walkway and headed for the driveway and the car.

“Hey!” he yelped.

She ignored him. She was actually pissed now. And she wasn’t saying smart things, but…dammit!

She sat in the car, swung her legs in, and turned the key.

Johnny was on the porch, looking all hurt.

She backed the car out and headed down the street.

“That idiot!” she breathed.

Johnny watched the tail lights grow smaller.

And he started to get pissed off.

Damn! How could she say such a thing to him? But she had, and maybe that justified what he was planning to do now.

He ran back into the house, grabbed his motorcycle keys and his helmet, and entered the garage. He pressed the fob that opened the garage door and started his bike. By the time the door was open he was ready to go. He hit the gas, did a wheely out of the garage, and headed down the street. Even if she drove fast there was no way she could get away from him. He leaned forward and pulled the trigger.

Jennie drove slowly down the street. She sighed. First, she didn’t like to get mad. Second, she was trying to calm herself down. Third…there was no third.

She took deep breaths and sighed and watched the traffic. She didn’t notice the lone headlight that took position three cars back.

Why did Johnny have to be such a knucklehead? Most husbands were understanding. Then she thought about it.

Were most husbands understanding? Or was Johnny the rule?

Frowning, she pondered, and decided that while men were a little crazy, maybe Johnny was just a little too crazy.

Yes. Johnny had normal reactions, but he went overboard.

Nothing wrong with a little jealousy, men were looking out for their women, and maybe a bit possessive, but Johnny was a lot jealousy. But what could she do about it?

Nothing.

She slapped the wheel. Damn. If she could only make Johnny behave.

Then she sighed again, and tried to calm down.

Johnny had no trouble at all catching her. She had a Mustang, but he had a Hayabusa. She followed the traffic, obeying all the laws. He watched for cops and jetted around cars like they were standing still. He took up a position three cars behind her and tooled along.

Why did she have to be so bitchy? What was it with women? Were all women that crazy? Inside his helmet he frowned. Yeah. They were. Every guy he talked to remarked on that at one time or another.

All she had to do was talk to him, tell him what was really going on. He was a reasonable guy, he’d understand. But, no, she has to make that remark about fucking somebody else. A big, black somebody else with a big, black dong.

Hell, he wasn’t prejudiced, but…that was over the line.

Hell, he wished his dick was that big. She needed a good poking. A hard poking, with a giant dick.

He suddenly grinned. Thinking such a thing had given him a big boner.

I got your black man right here, bitch!

And he reached down and squeezed his groin.

Up ahead Jennie took an off ramp and headed for the center of town.

Johnny slowed down. Crap, there were no cars between him and her. He pulled onto the ramp and slowed way down. She reached the bottom of the ramp and waited for a light to turn. He pulled over to the side of the ramp behind a big bush.

The light turned and she went. He popped the clutch and made the light, then dropped back.

Jennie frowned. She should have GPSed. But this was a major hotel they had chosen for their soiree, so…she cruised down the streets, past businesses, and looked for her designation.

There it was! It was a five story hotel with a bar downstairs and a rented room for a few hours.

She pulled into the parking lot and found a place. She didn’t notice the motorcycle passing in the street.

Johnny snickered. This was easy. He should have had a career as an FBI agent. Or maybe a ninja. Silly woman didn’t even know she was being followed. He went around the corner, found another parking lot and pulled his bike into the bike section and parked it.

He walked around the corner of the building, moved back a bit so he wouldn’t be obvious, and looked through the front window of the bar.

“Hey! Girlfriend!” Marsha hugged her friend. Other girls gave hugs as Jennie made her way through the bar. She high fived, air kissed, and ended up with a drink in her hand.

“Good Lord,” she said, sipping a bit of Vodka with splashes of mixer in it. “I needed this.”

“Rough day?” asked Marsha, linking arms and walking her through the bar to a back table.

“My husband…I don’t want to say he’s a complete bonehead, but…” she took another sip.

“Your husband?” chirped Shelly from a couch. “My husband is certifiable. What’d yours do?”

“He’s jealous.”

A couple of the girls hooted.

“Not only that, he’s jealous of our get together.”

Apparently she had hit a sore spot, because every woman there nodded.

“My husband thinks we’re all a bunch of Lesbians.”

“Mine wants to know why we can’t just go to PTA meetings like ‘regular’” she held up two hooked fingers on each hand, “women.”

That brought laughter.

“We’re not married and we have no kids, and he wants us to go to the PTA.”

The girls began to unwind. They drank slowly and chatted. They exchange stories of unreasonable men, and they giggled and all was right with the world.

Except for the shadow in the bushes across the parking lot.

Johnny hunkered down behind a large Korean Spice Verburnum. It was a green bush with white flowers with pink things in them. There wasn’t any traffic, no flashing headlights, so he was safe in the bush. He stared across the parking lot.

The windows were slightly tinted, but he could still make out who was who. He recognized several of the girls, and he snickered at how clever he was.

He watched as they hugged and did that stupid air kissing thing. Then they moved to a back table—a couple of tables, actually, there were about 15 women—and started drinking.

He wished he could hear what they were saying. They were very animated, waving their arms and making faces.

And what were they laughing at?

For 15 minutes johnny watched. He thought about taking cell pictures, but that seemed a little much. If Jennie ever found out that he had been there, let alone taking pictures…woo!

He was half a mind to leave when suddenly all the women stood up and started moving through the bar.

“What now?” he whispered to himself.

He began moving through the planter area, trying to keep in the shadows, but determined to keep them in sight.

“Well, girls, time to head upstairs and get this party started!”

Light cheers greeted Marsha’s announcement, and the women all picked up their drinks and began moving through the bar.

They moved into a hallway and walked down to the elevator. Fifteen beautiful women, wearing heels and tight dresses. Their hair and make up done to perfection.

A man and his wife stepped out of the elevator and the man smiled. As they walked past the women the wife elbowed him and said, “Bad dog!”

The girls, of course, laughed hysterically.

They crowded onto an elevator, one half of them, and headed for the third floor.

Johnny was frustrated. “Fuck,” he blurted. He could see through the door and down a hallway. The women were all getting on an elevator. “Damn!”

How was he going to do this?

He watched, and the elevator returned and the rest of the women piled into the box. As the door closed Johnny made up his mind. He trotted across the parking lot, through the front door, and watched the arrow above the elevator door. Third floor. Okay.

Johnny was familiar with this building, and he knew there was a stair way behind the first door on the right side of the hallway. He sprinted to it, yanked the door open and ran up the stairs.

On the third floor he stopped. He didn’t want to jump out and be seen. He opened the door a crack, and was just in time. Down the hall, room 303, the last of the women were crowding into a suite. He watched, heard the far away laughter, then the hallway was empty.

Johnny stepped out into the hallway and walked towards the room. As he approached he could hear laughter. They were really whooping it up in there.

Freshly irritated, he was shut out again, he put his head to the door and listened.

Laughter. Voices, and he could make out bits and pieces of speech.

“My husband needs a bigger dick!”

Hilarity as the ladies shouted in laughter.

“That’s nothing, my hubby is developing a taste for anal sex.”

“You take it up the butt?”

“Not me…him!” Screams of laughter.

Sometimes Johnny thought he heard his wife’s voice, and he wondered what she was saying. That it was about him he had no doubt.

He heard a noise and ducked down and pretended to be tying a shoelace.

A couple passed him, stared at him. He smiled and nodded, then stood up and walked back down the hallway.

The suite was large, with a wet bar. Several of the girls had brought liquor, and mixer, and bags of ice. Drinks were being poured into plastic glasses and the girls were tilting the glasses and pouring the drinks down their throats.

There was a sound system and it was set to an eighties channel. Madonna, Whitney, the Bangles…Girls Just Want to Have Fun!

It only took ten minutes for the room to devolve into a drunken haze. Women danced with each other. Women rolled on the couches in laughter. Women kissed each other. It was just a good, old party.

Johnny looked at the room the couple had come out of. It was an adjoining suite. There would be a connecting door where he could listen better. The man and the woman that had come out of there were obviously heading out on the town. He was in a tux and she was in a slinky dress. They wouldn’t be back for hours.

He smiled and gripped the doorknob, and the door moved back.

Johnny’s eyes opened. They had let it swing shut, but it hadn’t closed all the way! Fucking luck of the ninja, this was way too easy!

He grinned and entered the apartment.

The sound proofing in the building wasn’t too bad. The only real noise came from the connecting door.

Johnny walked over and listened.

“His dick was so short I thought I wouldn’t be able to get it in!”

“I want to get a boob job. Hey! Doc! How much to make my tits bigger?”

“For you, half price!”

“I don’t want no deals! I want BOOBS!”

Cheers. Laughter. Women carousing like a bunch of drunken sailors.

Johnny grinned. He pulled up a chair and listened.

“My husband has a great cock, the problem is he only wants anal!”

“That’s nothing. My husband can blow himself!”

Screams and guffaws.

“He lays upside down against the head board and has me jack him until…

The women were laughing so hard Johnny couldn’t make it all out.

Crap. He needed better hearing. He wished he had a microphone he could slide under the door, or maybe a miniature camera.

“My husband got his dick stuck in a glory hole when he was in college. Everybody was trying to pull him out. It turned out some whore had tied his dick to a stick and he couldn’t….” Again, the story was drowned out by laughter.

Johnny stood up and looked around. He tried putting his ear to the door, but somebody leaned, or was pushed, against the door and that didn’t make listening easy.

He wandered through the suite, looking for a glass. He found one and put it to the door.

Damn! There was so much noise going on now that it actually hurt his ear.

Fuck, fuck, what could he do?

He looked at the balcony.

And grinned.

He opened the sliding door and stepped out.

Unfortunately, his suite had a balcony, and the balcony for the other suite was ten feet away.

The window was right there. He could look in there, maybe even take some cell video. But…there was nowhere to stand.

He thought about leaning, maybe getting some kind of rope, but…nah, that wouldn’t work.

He frowned, so close and so far, but…then he looked up.

Window cleaners had left a platform on the fourth floor. It was just hanging there, waiting. And it looked like a window opened up on it.

Chuckling, Johnny ran out of the apartment and down the hallway. Up the stairs and back down a hallway, and the room that gave access to the window cleaning platform was open.

“Oh, Lord…this couldn’t get much easier.”

Without thinking, without knowing what to look for, what to inspect, he stepped onto the platform. He was wearing his motorcycle helmet now, figuring to be disguised if anybody saw him.

Johnny had intended to just lower the platform a few feet, just enough to look through the thin strip at the top of the third floor window. Instead, the knot on the rope gave way and the platform plummeted down.

Johnny flailed, looked around for something to hold. He couldn’t see too well through the visor, and there was nothing to grab..

CRASH!

The platform reached the end of the rope, which made it jerk in towards the building and the window on the third floor.

The glass broke and Johnny was thrown through the window into the third floor suite filled with drunken women!

He belly flopped, which knocked the breath out of him. Thoroughly dazed, his senses scattered, he lay on the floor for a long moment.

What the fuck had happened?

CRASH! And fifteen pairs of eyes turned towards the window. Fortunately, the glass didn’t spread through the room, but several women screamed.

Johnny lay there, motionless, bits of shards on his back.

“Who…?”

“What happened?”

“It’s a man!”

Johnny groaned and tried to breath.

“Johnny?”

Johnny raised his head. The woman were all blurs, and he raised his visor. “Jennie?”

Jennie blew it. She was already irritated by the way he had talked to her earlier, and now to find that he had been following her…it was the absolute top of distrust.

“Is that Johnny?”

The women moved forward.

Johnny groaned and pushed up with his arms and—

“Get him!”

The women had talked the talk. They had, during their weekly meetings, spoken of stalkers and home invaders and rapists and all manner of miscreant men and behavior. And now to have one of those cavemen actually burst through the glass and into their fun meeting…it was too much, and they responded with a surge of anger.

Johnny was pushed back, nearly fell out of the window, but was grabbed and pulled back in.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

“Hey!” He cried out weakly still not sure exactly what was going on.

“Lila, give me your scarf. Who else has a scarf?”

Several of the women did, and before Johnny knew what was happening his wrists were bound and two women were sitting on him.

“Hey!” He called out, struggling to breath.

“Shut up, Mr. Man.”

The women crowded around.

“That’s Johnny!”

Jennie yelled, “Johnny! How could you!”

“I’m sorry!” he wheezed, but he wasn’t heard in the hub bub. And even if he had been, he would have been ignored.

The women were drunk, and angry, and having a pervert tied up and at their mercy…it was a powerful feeling. And the meeting of girls just out to have fun was suddenly a mob of feminists, determined to teach Mr. Man a lesson.

Jenny was the angriest of all, and she didn’t do anything as the women crowded around and pushed at Johnny.

“Jenny?” he cried, tears coming to his eyes, but she couldn’t hear him.

“Aw, big Mr. Man is crying!”

“Let me go!” he whispered desperately.

“How does it feel to have the shoe on the other foot? Huh? Mr. Man?”

Johnny sobbed. He was at their mercy, and he knew it. And angry women aren’t known for their merciful qualities.

“Girls! Girls!” It was Marsha that brought a little reason to the gathering. Still, reason wasn’t much in the face of these emotional women.

Johnny represented, to their drunken senses, all the stupid things that men were guilty of.

Marsha pushed and pulled and slowly the women backed off. But only an inch. They glared down at Johnny.

Marsha was drunk, too, but she wasn’t so drunk she couldn’t see that the women were about to tear poor Johnny apart.

“Okay, ladies, we’ve caught a pervert. A stinky, stalking pervert. What do you want to do with him?”

Johnny was now gagged, ad he couldn’t even say anything.

“Throw him back out the window!”

“Cut off his balls!”

“Shove a meat grinder up his ass.”

Everybody froze.

They all looked at Lila, who had made the remark about shoving a meat grinder up Johnny’s patootie.

“What?”

Then they were all laughing.

But they were still on the edge of anger.

“Mppphuuu!” Johnny tried to speak.

“Shut up, Mr. Man!” A lady named Joan, known for her genteel manners, slapped him on the back of the head.

Suddenly Jennie spoke up. “I have an idea.”

Since Johnny belonged to her, in a manner of speaking, all the ladies turned to her.

Jennie walked up in front of Johnny, she glared down at him angrily.

“I told you, Johnny. I told you to stay home and have a drink or four. I told you to watch sports, or porn, or whatever. But what do you do? You come here and…and break in through a window, and…and you totally embarrass me in front of my friends. Johnny, whatever happens to you now is on you, not me!”

He looked up at her with sad eyes, he wanted her to rescue him, but she was drunk, and she was angry, and she was not about to be trifled with.

She turned to the ladies, folded her arms across her chest, and said, “Girls, I’m going home now. Do whatever you want with Johnny. I don’t care what you do, as long as you make it a lesson he’ll never forget.”

The ladies were silent. They gauged her words and nodded. It was only right. She had been abused, and whatever punishment they deemed correct she was fine with.

Jenny walked to the door, picked up her purse, and said to Johnny. “I’ll see you at home whenever, Johnny. And I hope you finally figure it all out.”

She walked out the door. The door closed with a click, and Johnny was alone with 14 angry, drunk women.

Johnny stared at the circle of women. They were beautiful. They were dressed to the nines, and normally he would have had a king sized boner. But now, the way they were looking at him, he wondered if he was going to survive the night.

“Well, well, well,” Marsha stood in front of him. “We have an official Mr. Man in our midst. A peeping tom, a stalker, a rapist.”

Johnny shook his head frantically. He wasn’t a rapist!

“The question now is…what will we do with him? Jennie had given us carte blanche do do as we wish. So what do we wish?”

The suggests ranged from the cute to the insane.

“Make him wear flowers in his hair.”

“Pack quick dry cement up his ass.”

All suggestions, whether mean or cute, were duly considered.

Johnny was crying, big tears flowing down over his cheeks.

“Mpphhh!”

He tried to apologize, but his gag muffled all his attempts.

For ten minutes arguments raged, and Johnny listened in growing terror as he heard suggestions that favored castration.

Finally, Marsha raised her hands and called for order. When the room was quiet, she said, “Okay, ladies, there are a lot of calls for castration. I’m not sure if Jennie would like us to go that far. Perhaps we should look at what it is we’re going to be cutting off.

Cheers, and the ladies moved in on Johnny. His hands were tied, which made it difficult to get his shirt off. Fortunately one of the ladies had a pair of scissors, and his shirt was snipped off.

“Good musculature,” observed Lila.

“A little bit on the skinny side,” commented Shiela.

“Takes his pants off!”

Johnny tried to struggle, but one terrified man is not the match of 14 angry women, no matter how drunk they were. In short order his shoes were off and his pants were being pulled over his feet, then his tighty whiteys came off.

The women stared down at him, then one started snickering.

“He’s not that big.”

“Wouldn’t do much good to cut it off.”

Johnny was sure they were kidding. Weren’t they? His face was a brilliant red and his eyes stared around.

“Good big balls. We could cut those off.”

“We could raffle his balls off.”

“Make them into earrings.”

Marsha jumped in again: “Okay…okay…let’s consider this from Johnny’s viewpoint.”

“Make the punishment fit the crime,” chirped somebody.

“Yeah!”

“Yes.”

“Johnny is here because he wanted to see what his wife does on a night out. He wanted to see what a woman does when she is out on her own. So why don’t we show him?”

The other ladies were thinking: Get him drunk and have a good time?

That didn’t seem like much of a punishment.

“Ladies.” Marsha shook her head, grinning. “Let’s show Johnny what it is to be a woman.”

A moment of stunned silence, then the cheers started.

And the liquor flowed.

And Johnny wondered what the hell he had gotten himself into.


PART TWO

Johnny sat on the floor, naked, the shreds of his clothes around him. His helmet was next to the door. He stared at it, wished for it, wished to be anyplace else but here.

The women were drinking, laughing, and making plans.

And the plans were scary.

“Okay, ladies,” Marsha clapped her hands. “We have our assignments, time to put this show on the road.”

Johnny watched as ten of the girls headed out the door. The other four moved furniture and got ready for the real party.

“I guess you’re sorry you’re not a well behaved hubby. Eh, Johnny?”

Johnny didn’t try to talk. His mouth was dry and he wanted water.

“Not too talkative, eh? Hey, Leslie? Get Johnny a drink, will you?”

Leslie poured a drink and brought it over.

“Okay, Johnny Boy. I’m going to loosen the gag. If you do anything besides drink the gag goes back on. Okay?”

Johnny nodded.

A moment later he was drinking. He drank as much as he could. He was thirsty, but he was also scared, and he wanted to be drunk for whatever was going to happen. Fortunately for him, the girls wanted him drunk, too.

Across the room two of the girls were moving a big dining room table to the center of the room.

They arranged it while one of the other girls picked up pieces of the window and put them in a small trash can.

They gave Johnny another drink, and when he was done he shook his head, feeling the liquor a bit, and said, “You can’t do this.”

All the women sniggered.

Marsha commented. “Mr. Man is telling a woman what she can and can’t do. Don’t you realize that this attitude is what got you in trouble in the first place?”

“Another drink, and Johnny was amenable and ready to sing. The room spun a bit, and women started returning with various items of clothing, wigs, and so on.

Finally: “Okay, Johnny. Up on your feet.”

Two of the women helped him to the table, and several more lent a hand and helped him up onto it.

Then the women fastened thin ropes around his ankles and to the legs of the table.

“Okay, girls, let’s do the hands.”

Ropes were tied around his wrists and three girls on one side, and three on the other, they pulled his arms out. The scarves were untied, and for a brief moment Johnny had a chance. But the weight of three girls was too much for him, and his arms were pulled down and fastened to the legs of the table.

He lay there, naked, and the girls started playing with his dick.

“Lookie, lookie! He thinks he’s big.”

Lila leaned on an elbow next to his face. “Poor Johnny. How does your wife stand it, fucking that little tiny weenie?”

“It’s not small?” He wasn’t too drunk to be embarrassed and a little irritated.”

“Girls? Is Johnny’s dong a little ding-a-ling?”

The ladies in the room all cheered.

Shelly moved her head down and started sucking on him.

Johnny jerked, but couldn’t get loose. He didn’t want this, but he couldn’t deny how good it felt.

Shelly played with his balls and got him right on the edge of cumming, then drew back.

Meanwhile, four women manned his hands and feet. They began preparing his nails.

“Hey!”

Marsha leaned over him with a needle in her hand. She put the needle right up to his eye and said, ?Be careful, Johnny. Don’t fight it.”

Still, he tried to move his hand away from the girl preparing it, and she jabbed him with a needle.

“OW!”

“Don’t move.”

It only took a couple of jabs before Johnny gave up the idea of fighting it.

Taking their time, the four women sanded, shaped, and put fakes on his fingers. The girls at his feet were already painting his toenails a bright red.

“Pretty, eh, Johnny?”

Several girls had arranged a row of chairs to one side and the were sitting with their feet on the seat and their buns on the backs. They watched and made comments as Johnny was decorated.

“Give him stilettos,” one girl suggested.

“Nah. He might scratch somebody.”

“He might hurt himself when he wipes his butt.”

Everybody chortled.

“I’m going to give him long ovals.” And she did.

They gave Johnny another drink. They were going to keep him sipping all night while they controlled him and did their thing.

“Okay, time for the titties.”

Johnny had thought they were going to make him wear breast forms. He wasn’t even close.

One of the ladies was a doctor, and she placed a large container and a small case filled with long needles next to Johnny. She was a little high, and she muttered. “Don’t resist, Johnny. These are not your daddy’s needles.

The girls laughed, and a couple of them took off their blouses and sat in skirts and bras as they sipped whiskey.

The doctor began injecting liquid into Johnny’s chest. She focused on the pectoral areas and seemed to be very precise.

“What are you doing?”

“Shush up, now, Johnny Boy.

But he could see what she was doing. The flesh around his pectorals started to rise up into little mounds.

“You can’t give me tits! I’m a man!”

That caused a fierce, little spat of guffaws.

The doctor continued injecting, and the little mounds became big mounds. Johnny now had an official set of tits.

What was weird was how his pecker throbbed and throbbed.

Gina said, “I think he likes it. Look! He’s leaking!”

Sure enough, little white drops were exuding from the head of his cock.

Johnny groaned and writhed, but it did no good.

And it didn’t help that they kept bringing him to the edge, sucking and stroking his cock, then backing away. He was starting to want to cum more than he cared about what they were doing to him.

One of the girls kissed him, and the others cheered, then the others started kissing him.

More girls lost their tops, and a couple of bras were flung through the air. One of the women lost her skirt and was only in panties. She insisted on dragging her tits over Johnny’s face.

His boobs now big, the women slid a bra under him. They undid the shoulder straps, put them over his shoulders, then reconnected them.

The bra was a half bra, and his tits were forced up. They looked huge, and his eyes were wide.

They gave him another drink.

They loosened one leg, slid on a corset, then tied it and loosened the other leg. In short order they were pulling the corset up over his hips.

“Pull it tight as you can, and we can make it really tight later.”

Tighter later? Fuck! Johnny gasped as the air went out of him. It made his tits look bigger, and it made his waist flare out until it looked like he had a bubble butt.

Using the same procedure of one leg at a time, they pulled a pair of tight panties on him. They left the lip of the panties under his balls so they could keep playing with his dick. He was dripping freely now, almost streaming, and his hips kept rising up in frustrated attempts to fuck something, anything.

“Okay, ladies, let’s do his hair.”

Two of the women pulled chairs up to the head of the table. They began attaching extensions, weaving them into his own hair.

Johnny lay on the table and the room spun. A tit was pushed into his mouth and he sucked. Hands stroked him, and he humped, but he was too drunk to hump in a dedicated fashion.

“How you doing, Johnny Boy?” asked Marsha.

He just stared at her, slack jawed. At this point they didn’t need restraints, but they kept them on him anyway.

His head lolled, and they held it in place and cleaned his pores, primed his face, and prepared him for make up.

Now they were careful, and they applied blush, shaded his eyes, and lengthened his eye lashes.

Johnny gazed around, giggled, and was out of it.

They applied plumped to his lips. Then they painted his lips with lip stain.

They did something with his feet, and then his feet were bent downwards. He managed to raise his head enough to see a pair of high heels padlocked to his feet.

“What the fuck?”

“Okay, Johnny, only a couple of things left to do.”

“Wha?”

“Have you ever noticed that women walk with a sway?”

“Yeah, like they got a stick up their asses.”

A few girls nodded and glanced at each other.

Marsha just grinned. “We’re going to help you achieve that look. Roll him over, girls.”

Ten girls surrounded him and rolled him onto his belly. He didn’t resist much, just asked, “What are you doin’?”

They pulled his legs apart and he jerked as somebody started doing something to his asshole. Something was rubbed around his sphincter, then pushed in.

“What?” he squeaked.

Marsha pushed the butt plug into his anus. It was metal with a blue jewel in the base.

“Oh!” Johnny burped, and tried to feel his asshole. He couldn’t reach it, however, and the girls rolled him back over on his back.

The doctor approached. She was again holding a needle. “Johnny, can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“Do chicks have dicks.”

Several of the women covered their mouths to stifle their laughter.

“Sure, no, I don’t know.”

“They don’t. And neither do you.”

“I do so!”

“Nope. Not anymore.”

She pushed the needle into his thigh, pressed the plunger, and watched him.

“Wha’d you do?”

“I gave you a shot of leuprolide acetate. It’s an anaphrodisiac drug. You’re not going to have boners for several months.”

That struck him silent. In spite of being drunk, he understood that he had just been, be it temporarily, chemically castrated.

“Jennie isn’t going to. like that.”

The women laughed harder.

Marsha was grinning. “Oh, I think she will. At least she will once we show her a couple of alternative ways of having sex.

”Alternshi…alter issh…”

They released his restraints and helped him stand up. He staggered, and he looked down at his weenie. It was hard, but…had they really…?

They pushed him into the entryway, pulled their clothes on and grabbed their purses.

Johnny tried to not wobble in his heels, and he stared at himself in the mirror in the entryway. He was a woman. He recognized himself, but only after lengthy inspection.

“What’d you do ta me?”

“Made you pretty, Johnny. We want you to know what we women do at this wild parties. What do you think we do?”

This was a pregnant moment. Upon this answer would depend the rest of Johnny’s night. If he answered sedately, like ‘play cards and watch TV, then they would play cards and watch TV the rest of the night.

But if he said, ‘Make love to each other and fuck strange men,’ then that’s what would happen.

Poor Johnny.

“I know what you guys do,” he muttered.

“What, Johnny?”

“You eat each other’s pussies, then you go out and fuck guys.”

There it was. Sentenced by himself.

The girls all grinned.

“Okay, Johnny, we’re going to make love to you, and then we’re going to find you a man.”

“Oh,” he mumbled, staring around and trying to figure out why all the women were laughing.

They walked out of the apartment and headed down to the bar.

Amazingly, it was only midnight.

They walked into the bar, fifteen woman, with one of the women being held up and helped to walk.

Physical activity helped Johnny cycle through some of the alcohol in his system, and he was starting to come around.

He looked down and realized that he was in public, semi naked. His legs were exposed, he was wearing panties and a corset and a bra that barely covered his nipples.

“What the fuck?” he mumbled.

Patrons in the bar stared, and laughed, and shook their heads. It would have looked like a college initiation, except that the women were all around 30.

Johnny sat at the bar and grasped for the bourbon and Coke the bartender had brought him. The girls surrounded him, running interference, as it were, but really looking for likely candidates for Johnny’s charms.

One of the girls was fondling his right boob, and he looked at her hand in wonderment.

“I just wanted to see what Jennie was doing.”

“And now you know.

“Yeah, but…but…”

“What? Don’t you like being a girl?”

He shook his head.

Marsha: “Aw, poor Johnny.” She turned to one of the other women and whispered for a moment, then nodded. Back to Johnny, “Just hold on, Johnny. We’ve got something that will cheer you up.”

Johnny sniffled, and managed not to cry.

A couple of minutes later Marsha took his hand and pulled him off the bar stool. “Got a surprise for you, Johnny.”

“You do?”

“Sure. Let’s go to the bathroom.”

Johnny followed docilely along.

Inside the bathroom the women quickly pushed him over a counter and pulled his panties down. He felt them remove his butt plug, then they put something else up him.

“What’re you doing?”

They straightened him up, and they were all grinning.

“What’d you do?”

He felt something funny downstairs, and he wiggled, and he felt something moving in his asshole. His eyes went wide. “What’d you do?”

“The butt plug wasn’t doing it, Johnny, so we went to phase two.”

“What’s phase two?”

She leaned forward and whispered in his ear, “Ben Wah.”

Johnny knew what Ben Wah balls were. They were two balls that moved around as you walked.

“Go on back to your barstool, Johnny.”

Johnny took a couple of steps, and each step he could feel the balls rolling around inside him. He could feel them brushing on his prostate, and he realized something else. He stopped and turned back to the girls.

“I’m not hard anymore.”

The girls leaned on each other and laughed and laughed. They followed Johnny back into the bar, still laughing.

Every step was a sexual ripple in his bunghole. Every step was like somebody was stirring things in his anus.

Suddenly, he began to wake up, to sober up. He couldn’t get a hard on, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t feel sexual stimulation, and they had played with him, and edged him, and teased him, and…and he was horny!

But he had no way to relieve that sexual tension! He couldn’t stiffen up and squirt if he wanted to, and, man, did he want to!

And it was about to get worse.

To the side of the bar was a small room for private parties. They led Johnny into the room, moved to the side, out of sight of the barkeep, and one of the women laid down on the table.

“Eat her, Johnny.”

Johnny stared down.

Her dress was up and her panties were down and she had a big grin on her face.

The women moved him, manipulated him, and suddenly he found himself face deep in pussy.

Some of the women chanted, a couple moved to make sure nobody came into the room, and Johnny was forced to eat pussy.

He moved his mouth and the odor of vagina wafted up around him.

Johnny couldn’t help himself. He was so horny, and he couldn’t do anything about it, but…he began to gobble pussy.

The woman on the table moaned and grabbed for his ears.

Johnny really went to town. The long night, being teased, he sucked on her clitoris and even poked a finger up her butt.

“AHHHH!” she moaned. Then, “Unh….unh…fuck!”

But before Johnny could do anything he was lifted up and another woman lay on the table. Again, his face was pushed down into the depths.

Again he found himself eating pussy. He voraciously wallowed in the slit, licked and sucked on the labia, and it wasn’t long before the woman began pumping her hips and cumming.

Woman after woman lay down on the table and let Johnny work his mouth magic on them.

In the end, he didn’t eat them all, but he ate most of them, probably eleven or twelve out of the fourteen.

And all the time the balls in his butt kept going around. All the time he kept humping, and with no ding dong erecting, but an immense feeling of horniness.

The women recorded all this on their cell phones. They had been keeping a record the whole night of Johnny’s transformation, and this was really the icing on the cake.

The group cunnilingus stopped, however, when two men were ushered into the room.

They looked around in confusion.

Fifteen beautiful women hugging them, welcoming them to the party, then they saw Johnny.

To them Johnny was a woman.

And he was smiling in the weirdest, almost goofy way.

“This is Janey,” said Marsha. “She wants to fuck, but only anal. Can you guys handle that?”

The two men nodded quickly.

The women pulled Johnny across the table and lifted his dress and pulled his panties down a little. They took out the ben wah balls and one of the girls reached into his underpants from the front and pulled his soft cock and balls up towards his belly button. He was now bent over and looked like a woman with an asshole showing, and none of her other private parts.

The first man’s name was Butch. He was a big fellow, probably six foot two, and he had an eight inch cock. With the help of the women he put it into Johnny’s heinie.

Johnny gasped and wiggled, trying to get away, but to the excited Butch it felt like he was just wiggling his ass for more.

In and out Butch went. Pumping and pumping. Johnny’s ass was loosened by the plug and the ben wah balls, and it received the big cock easily.

While Butch pumped and pumped Marsha leaned down to Johnny and whispered, “Is this what you wanted to know? Is this the sucking and fucking you thought it would be?”

Johnny’s eyes were rolled back, but he gurgled something.

Butch let loose with a huge stream of cum. It poured into Johnny’s ass and he groaned with the pleasure of it. Then he stepped back, wiped his dick off and turned to his friend.

Ben was bigger, maybe six foot four, and he was black. His dick was even bigger.

The girls were all awed by the size of his dong, and they almost fought for the privilege of helping stick the thing into Johnny.

Ben showed his big, white grin and his balls slapped against Johnny’s thighs.

“Come on, bitch,” he said in a deep voice.

Johnny groaned. It felt like he had ben wah balls the size of baseballs in his butt.

The women patted Johnny on the back and kissed him. Ben had long enough arms to reach around and feel Johnny’s tits.

Finally, he began to jet his baby batter into Johnny’s behind. For a long minute he jerked and slammed and filled Johnny, then he pulled back.

“Thanks, fellas. See you later,” Marsha moved them towards the door.

The guys wanted to stay and play some more, but the women were done with them. They took them out to the bar, bought them drinks, and left them to discuss their good luck.

Johnny lay on the table. His butt was up and his dick and balls now hung slack and useless.

One of the girls wiped the white stuff off his butt and pushed the ben wah balls back into him. Then they pulled his panties up and sat him down. They sat next to him, across from him, and watched him. They were all grinning.

“Well, Johnny, how was it? Do you like being a woman?”

Johnny was sober now. Amazingly, his butt felt good. A little sore, but good.

“Did you like eating the pussy? Did you like fucking?”

He managed to ask, “When…will my dick get hard again?”

“Of course it will. Maybe a month. Doc just gave you a little shot. We didn’t want to hurt you, just show you what you’ve been missing by being a man. Your dick should start getting hard again by the time your vacation boobs are absorbed by your body.”

Johnny nodded slowly.

A drink appeared in front of him, but he pushed it away. “‘Nuff,” he said.

A few of the girls chuckled.

“So, Johnny. Are you going to stalk any more women again?”

Johnny shook his head.

By now it was getting close to two, and the bartender shouted, “Last call!”

“Well, I guess that’s it.” Marsha stood up and the girls all stirred. “It’s been swell, but we’re all done.”

“Wait…wait…”

“What, Johnny?”

“How am I…I need clothes!”

“You’re covered up.”

“But…no…male clothes.”

“Sorry, Johnny, but I don’t have any tighty whiteys on me.

The girls all were snickering.

“Besides. You look quite beautiful. Ready to go home to Jenny?”

He nodded and snuffled.

The girls checked his make up, then patted his ass and sent him out the door.

Johnny walked down the street alone. He was corseted and pantied and bra-ed, but his privates were all covered up.

It was late, and there was nobody on the streets, and he walked to his bike.

And had no key.

His key was…somewhere. In pants that had been shredded and were now likely lost in the trash.

He thought about going back up to the room, but it was no doubt locked.

He thought about going through the trash, but that part of the hotel was behind a locked gate.

He looked at his bike and sighed. It would be okay here, but…he was going to have to walk home.

Fortunately, he only lived a few miles away.

Unfortunately, he was wearing heels that were padlocked onto him.

He headed through town, trying to stay in the shadows, taking the alleys and the less traveled side streets.

He didn’t see any cops, and shortly was walking through suburbia.

It was quiet, and he heard his heels grating on the pavement. He tried to move his feet so he could click instead of grate, and he was somewhat successful.

But his feet and legs were getting tired.

Tired or not, he had no choice. He kept walking and walking, and about five in the morning he turned up his street.

Johnny was completely sober now, and tired, and…excited. The girls had never taken the ben wah balls out of him, and his prostate had been getting rubbed for miles now.

The lights were on when he arrived at his house. He tiredly walked up to the front door, and it was locked.

He knocked, and Jenny appeared in just a couple of seconds. She was wearing a robe and it was tied tightly.

She opened the door and compressed her lips and withheld laughter.

“Hello, honey,” she said. “Did you have a good night?”

Johnny walked into the kitchen and sat down at the table. “Could I have some water?”

“Of course you can.”

She poured him a tumbler and put it in front of him.

Johnny was parched from the walk and the booze, and he drank the whole thing.

Jennie sat down across from him, her lips wiggling like dancing worms as she stifled the humor.

“I’ve been watching something on my iPad. Marsha sent me a couple of hours of video. It was most entertaining.”

Johnny’s head was lowered. He wanted to go to sleep. But he was almost too tired to get up and go to the bedroom.

“Just think. You ate that much pussy, and then you got to fuck a couple of men. Was it fun?”

Johnny forced himself to his feet and staggered back through the house.

Jennie followed him, now letting a chuckle or two loose.

Johnny lay on the bed, and she finally seemed to take pity on him.

“They dropped the key to your shoes off,” she said, unlocking the padlock and pulling his shoes off.

“My, this corset is really tight.” She loosened the ties and took the thing off him.

“Oh, my. Look at those big boobs.” She undid his bra and pulled it off him. “We’ll have to get you some more bras. I don’t think mine are big enough for you.”

She pulled off his panties, then his nylons.

Johnny was breathing hard, his body finally relaxing from the cruel restraints it had been forced into.

“Now then, Johnny, there is one other thing.”

He was laying on his front, his boobs smashed under him, and he turned his head to her.

“I’m going to want to use my dildo on you. I bought a strap on harness, and I’m about the only one who hasn’t fucked you tonight. Did you save any for your wife.”

Johnny struggled, managed to turn on his back. His boobs thrust up into the air.

“Oh, God! Those are nice!” She kissed his nipple and tweaked the other one.

Johnny groaned.

“So, tell me? Are you ready for me?”

He whispered. “Can you take the ben wah balls out of my ass?”

She gave a light laugh. “Of course I can, honey.”

She helped him lift his legs and she grabbed the little loop coming out of his ass. The ben wah balls popped out and he sighed.

“I bet that feels good.”

He nodded.

“And will it feel good when I put my dick in your ass?”

He took his arm off his face and turned over. And as she parted her robe and pointed her big dick at him he whispered, “Jennie?”

“Yes?” she answered, kneeling between his legs and pointing the tip of her cock into him.

“Next time you have one of these meetings?”

“Yes,” she pushed slowly into him.

“I‘m going with you.”

“Okay, honey, if that’s what you want.” And she began to hump his rump.

He sighed, and she whispered, “Mr. Woman.”

END
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CHAPTER ONE

Isn’t the secret of evolution mutation? ~ Dr. Victor Frankendick

“Sample my cunt, mylord. Only two cents.”

The gentleman stared at the midget blankly, then hurried on. He was not a lord, only a hard working man, and he would have no truck with gypsies.

Silithia sighed and pulled her thin coat tighter around herself.

This was a shabby section of town, but the only place where gypsies were allowed to ply their trades.

She watched the passersby pass by, sneering at her, if they deigned to take notice of her at all.

“Blow job, only one cent!” She tossed at a university student. Pah. University students were poor.

She was a small woman, barely scraping three feet tall, and that was in socks. For that, she was still perfectly shaped. Soft, brown hair, large, expressive eyes, and her body was a perfect hourglass. Indeed, if she had been photographed against other woman, and placed ten feet closer to the photographer, or otherwise made to look normal size, she would have been indistinguishable from the other women. Except maybe a bit more voluptuous, a tinier waist, a more beautiful face.

She sniffed. She was sure she had caught the French Disease. She had round sores and a higher temperature.

But she had to live.

“Let me tiny hands please you, milord. Only a ha’ cent.” she waggled her mittens, laced with holes, at a passing magistrate.

That worthy was drunk and sneered at her.

Silithia sighed, and decided that if she had no customers in the next five minutes she would move on. Maybe risk the better section of town. Rich people were always hornier than the poor.

The University student appeared in front of her. “One cent, eh?”

“Best penny you’ll ever spend, milord.” She smiled at the young man.

Thomas Scurvy was a pinched-faced bully. He was tired of being poor. His mother forced him to go to the college, constantly telling him he had to raise his station in the world.

Thomas didn’t care about his station, he wanted money, and Dr. Victor Frankendick had it. And the good doctor would part with it in exchange for warm corpses.

Thomas picked at a scab and thought about it.

Digging into the cemetery and hoping to find a stiff warm enough for Frankendick was dicey. They always had the cold of the earth in them, and if the worms had already infested the corpse…bah!

He studied the midget. She was actually quite beautiful, but she already had a skin rash that spoke of disease.

She would wither and waste, cough up her lungs, piss out her spleen. She would get sent to some poor house, if she didn’t just perform a service and die on the street.

Hell, he would be performing the world a service, and saving the community money, if he just put her out of her misery.

He looked around, his thin eyes assessing the chances of not getting caught.

There were no people on the streets, it was gloomy and the shadows of night were already present. As if to help him, tendrils of fog were seeping through the city.

He could do it.

“Got a alley?” he asked.

The joy on the little woman’s face was pathetic, and Thomas knew he had made the right decision.

Silithia reached up and took his hand and led him towards a nearby alley. At last! She could buy a crust of bread this night. She led the young man into the mouth of darkness.

In the darkness she worked his pants, unbuttoned him and extracted his thin, little cock. She placed it in her mouth and sucked, and waited for it to grow larger.

Thomas grunted. Those tiny hands felt good on him, and her mouth was warm and adequate. Maybe he could let her do him first. After all, there was no hurry. Not until after he had done the deed.

Silithia sucked and felt him grow hard. It wasn’t a big cock, and that helped her manipulate it. She managed to get the whole tool in her mouth and she slid her tongue along his shaft and licked the underside of the head.

Thomas groaned. The little bitch was good, and he hadn’t masturbated for a couple of days. This was going to be good. He tilted his hips and drove his cock into her sucking mouth.

Silithia moaned, a sound that encouraged the young men, and did her best. It was obvious the young man hadn’t washed his cock recently, but she was used to such things. She tried not to breath through her nose, a difficult thing when one’s mouth was full of cock, and she handled his balls with her small hands.

Finally, Thomas felt the pulsing in the vein under his testicles. He felt the juice shoot up the tube, and he gave a groan as white semen erupted from the head of his cock and entered Silithia’s mouth.

He held her head, enjoyed her gagging and the way his spunk seeped out of the corners of his mouth.

Silithia batted at him with her miniscule fists, but had no effect. The man kept a hold on her head and she began to grow faint.

Thomas realized that if he killed her with a mouth full of his sperm the doctor might notice, and that would lead to questions he had no wish to entertain. He let go of her head.

Silithia fell to her knees. She took in great gulps of air and wiped his dick drool off her chin. She swallowed the rest, but it was so stinky she wished she could just regurgitate it.

But nourishment was nourishment, which helped the price of a ha’ penny and fooled her into thinking more profit.

Thomas stared at the little woman kneeling before him. So small, didn’t even come up to his waist, actually looked like a child, and for a moment he had a doubt, a misgiving, an idea that perhaps he should not commit this murder.

But the lure of the five cents the doctor would pay for a warm corpse, added to the penny he would retain for not paying this whore, he took off his scarf and reached down. In a quick motion he wrapped it about the woman’s head, covered her nose and mouth, then he applied pressure with his palm to her breathing apparatus.

Silithia reared her head, jerked, and fought the giant hands stopped her from taking in air. She beat upon the man with her fists, her legs kicked and she struggled to get away.

Thomas had a firm grip. He paid no mind to the small, weak hands clawing at him. Silithia began to fade.

In truth, Silithia was a good soul. She had a poor job, it is true, one which, in other circumstances she would never had taken. But she prayed to God daily. She helped her people, caring for the sick, sharing her food, even sharing her clothes with the children.

As she faded thoughts went through her head. Her childhood, her life, kindnesses and cruelties, memories of parents who died before she was five. Being cared for by the community. And…God.

She loved God. She prayed to him every day. She prayed to overcome her height, to be rich, to be in a position to help her people.

To help her people.

It is said that God does not listen…he just watches.

Did he listen on this gloomy night? Did he hear Silithia’s entreaties?

So many factors went into the making, and now unmaking, of Silithia that such an idea could only be conjectured upon.

Did God decide to reward the minuscule woman as she struggled and died? Or was there some larger plan? Did he plan to rescue the human race, give it a salvation hundreds of years in the making? Or was it just one more ingredient in the crucible of suffering that is the human existence?

None will ever know, at least until they see God and ask him face to face.

Thomas’s hands kept their grip, the small woman, a kind soul, expired, and he was left with a truth. Silithia had died. She was just a warm seed for the ground, and five cents from a doctor.

Silithia had died, and soon…long live Silithia.

Thomas carried the small corpse through the cobbled streets. He avoided the main streets where a constable might find objection with his load. He kept inside the grasp of fog and hurried.

He hugged her to him, almost like a baby in his arms, and he circled the university.

Behind the great campus, to a small house, he took the body. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door with one fist.

Footsteps, murmurs, and the door opened a crack.

Martha Frankendick peered out at Thomas. She was a middle-aged woman with a bony nose and thin lips. She was the doctor’s assistant.

“Ma’am, I have a body for the doctor.”

Without a word Martha opened the door and Thomas slithered in.

The door closed, Martha snapped, “Put it here.”

Thomas lay the small woman on the kitchen table. He looked around.

For a kitchen it made a pretty good laboratory. Beakers boiled on the stove, cupboards were filled with all manner of alchemy potions, and books were stacked on the floors.

Thomas glanced down at a row of stacked books. He caught some of the titles in his eye.

‘A Familiar Introduction to the Study of Electricity’ by Priestley.

‘Kimiya-yi Sa'ādat,’ Abū Ḥāmid Muḥammad ibn Muḥammad al-Ghazālī.

‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira.

‘Experimental researches in electricity,’ Michael Faraday.

‘The Modern Prometheus,’ by some bitch named Shelley.

‘The Secrets of Life and Death,’ by some author Thomas couldn’t see the name of.

“Still warm,” murmured Martha, studying the corpse. “Good. Good. Just what the doctor ordered.”

Then she jerked her head up and stared at Thomas.

Thomas said not a word. He barely breathed. He could see that the old woman was thinking: not cold, no marks of a charnel house, not even any dirt.

Then the old woman curled a lip and returned her attention to the corpse.

Silithia lay upon the table, not even taking up half of it. Her face peaceful in death. Her eyes closed and not revealing of the terror of her final moments.

Her spirit stilled and at peace with God. She had been, at heart, a good woman.

“Got the pox,” muttered Martha.

“No…no she doesn’t.”

“Don’t try to fool a doctor, nor a doctor’s wife,” snapped the dour woman. She glanced at him again, “Don’t worry about your price. Doctor Frankendick will fix her. That he will.” She laughed a wheezy sort of snicker.

“My money?”

“Wait here.” The crotchety woman left the kitchen, returned a moment later. Dr. Frankendick was right behind her.

While Martha counted five small coins into Thomas’s outstretched hand Victor examined the corpse. He bent over it, opened the eyes and looked into them.

“Hmm. Excellent. Excellent.” He looked up at Thomas. “I need  more bodies this fresh.”

Did he suspect the woman was recent murdered? Probably, he was a doctor, after all, but did he care? Not where science was concerned.

What was the life of a sickly midget, gypsy woman when compared to curing mankind of its ills and short-livedness.

“I’ll do my best, sir,” responded Thomas, thinking of future riches.

“Yes. Well, good night.”

Thomas being summarily excused, he went to the door and out.

Martha came and looked down at the body.

“She was a pretty thing,” remarked Frankendick, “we need electricity.”

Martha sneered. She didn’t like her husband to remark upon any woman’s beauty. The sooner this corpse was experimented on and gotten rid of the happier she would be. She certainly didn’t want to risk Victor playing with the dead woman’s sex organs, or even pushing his little dickie into her.

She quickly began working, prepared the electrical lines, starting up the machines the doctor used.

Frankendick went to the cupboards and began sorting through potions. He returned to the body, stripped the clothes from Silithia and began coating her body with a stinky substance. He injected several shots into her neck, placed his hands upon her boobs.

“Ahem.”

Victor didn’t even bother looking at his wife. “Checking the pulse.”

“Before you even done the electricity?”

“I’m checking to make sure the woman is truly dead. She looks so well preserved.”

“Electricity is ready,” snapped Martha. She was holding two leads and looked like she wanted to press them to the doctor.

“Yes, well, okay.”

Quickly, the doctor placed two metal disks, one on each side of Silithia’s neck.

“Too big.”

“Let’s use spoons.”

“Will they conduct well enough?”

“Well enough,” he assured his wife.

Now sound was rising in the small laboratory. The hiss and crackle of electricity as it powered up the machines, the turning over of the dynamos.

The smell of ozone filled the air and Frankendick positioned the leads. He was wearing thick, rubber gloves. Taking a breath, he touched the leads to the spoons taped to Silithia’s neck.

CRACKLE! SNAP HISSSSSSSS!

Smoke rose in the air and Silithia’s body jerked. Her back arched, and Frankendick noted how like that arch was to the spasm of pleasure when a woman came.

He touched the leads again…and again.

When it was all over Silithia lay still. Still dead. Unmoving, and Frankendick and his wife stared at the corpse distastefully.

“I was sure this would work.”

“Better try again,” said his wife.

“Well, put it out back. Have it disposed of.”

Martha picked up the body and carried it through the house. She placed it on a table in the backyard. A tall fence protected the yard from busy eyes, and the trash man had been paid off.

Damned body was useless, better to just get rid of it.

Martha went back into the house.

The night was silent.

A cat crept across the ground, sniffed at the table, jumped to the surface and sniffed the body. A starving creature, it tried to assess whether this was food.

It decided not, and jumped down and slunk away.

Silithia wasn’t even food for beasts now.

But there was a warmth in her chest. A spark in her heart. A growing contagion of electrical impulse.

Her heart had caught the lightening and was not letting it go.

A muscle twitched, a spurt of blood through a chamber.

A pulse spurted and stopped.

The body lay quiet, the night surrounded it with peacefulness.

The thoughts of man were far away, and in the forest where beasts slept there was only a dream, a lurch, and a finger clutching at nothing.

People sleeping in the city, or fucking, or searching for dreams to make their lives better.

Searching for some iota of happiness in a life called Hell.

The hand clutched, a snappy jerk, a flicker.

The other hand.

The chest lurched, the heart within beat again. Slowly, hesitantly, as if not sure it wanted to power the human body around this sad planet yet again.

The body gasped. The head rose a fraction, then fell back.

Life had been hard, was it worth returning to?

Yet how can you stop that which is compelled to beat…by God.

How can one refuse the whims of the creator?

How can one not live?

Indeed, the human species lives harder in the face of tragedy.

Silithia opened her eyes.

She tasted cum in her mouth, the remains of some man who had…who had done something terrible to her.

Yet her memory was not fully returned, which was good, for had she woken to the horror which had put her to sleep she might have just chosen to lay back and be dead again.

Then she remembered trying to breath, gasping, and she gasped again, but a reflex. She was breathing properly now, taking in rich amounts of oxygen, her heart was now pounding regularly, and blood was coursing through her. She could feel that pulse going through her body, waking up organs, telling her to live.

She sat up and looked around.

She was in a small yard behind a tall fence. There was only a slit of moon above to guide her. All was shadows.

She climbed down off the table.

She was feeling better now, and better and better. Whatever that young man had done to her…it seemed to have imbued her with a feeling of health.

Hunh! Health…her? Not likely.

She felt her way around the yard. A cat spurted out of a corner and disappeared into another.

She found a latch, and, thank God, it was just within her short reach. She worked the latch, manage to pull the gate open, and exited into an alley.

She didn’t know where she was, only that she was surrounded by tall buildings. She walked down the alley, feeling better and better.

What had that man done to her? She had never felt so good! Yet he had strangled her breathing. What was his plan? Why? And why had she wound up in that yard, laid upon a table like a feast?

She had no answers, she had only her footsteps, and the finding of a path that led away from this terrible place.

Shortly, when she came out of the mouth of the alley, she realized where she was. The University.

Hunh! A place she could never go to, it was reserved for people of normal frame.

She walked around the vast lawns and silent buildings, and she picked up speed.

She began running. The feeling of health was so strong in her. She didn’t know what had happened, but she had never felt so strong and healthy, and there was even a core of happiness deep within her chest.

She ran.


CHAPTER TWO

Don’t curse love. Curse the asshole that hurt you.

Old Gypsy Saying

Silithia ran through the night, a minuscule woman of perfect proportions.

Before this her back hurt if she ran, and her legs ached after only a minute. But now she felt no pain; it was as if every pain and ache in her body had been erased.

She passed people walking along the sidewalk and they stared after her, wondering what a child was doing out alone this late at night.

She forgot about going through the shabby section of town in her joy. The wind blowing her hair, her lungs working in a way that energized her, she ran right through the good section of town. Past constables, past bars and shops, past lovers huddled in shadows.

She ran faster than she ever had before, even faster than when she had been a child, before all the tremendous aches and hurts had lodged in her small body.

Before this, she had had to struggle to keep up with normal sized people. Her little legs twinkling and her lungs huffing painfully, and still she fell behind. She was just too short, her legs too stubby. But now…now she flew like a young colt, knowing no pain, just feeling the bursting flower of perfect health in her.

She reached the outskirts of the city and slowed to a fast walk. Even then she would burst out with a sprint every once in a while.

Through the fields, past the lumbering cows, giants that dwarfed her but were slow moving shapes in her wind.

Down lanes, past houses, to the gypsy encampment.

She slowed to a walk then, she was bursting with good feeling. Her eyesight was sharp in the night, her hearing was perfect. She approached the low campfires where her people sat around fires and held muted discussion.

How long can we stay here before they kick us out?

When will the authorities send their armed men after us?

Are our womenfolk in danger of being raped? Or, rather, when will our women folk be raped?

And, under it all, when should we move on?

Silithia stepped into the light of the fire and sat on a log.

A smattering of greetings. Cheer without being too loud. They were a robust people who knew when to keep their mouths shut.

Kezia was stirring a pot. She raised an eyebrow and ascertained that Silithia did want a bowl of…whatever it was.

Mahala was sitting with the Shiditha brothers, giggling and trying to figure out which to bed, and which to marry.

Motshan, with the long beard and the knowing eyes, half blind, played his violin sweetly, sadly, charming the people with his compassion.

“How were the pickings?” asked Vano. He was a studly man who Silithia dreamed about, but knew she could never have.

He was full-sized, and she was not.

“Not a thing,” murmured Silithia. Funny, her voice sounded different to her ears.

She thought about what had happened to her.

She didn’t know what had happened. It was a mystery. She had been blowing some young University student, and he had placed a rag over her mouth and stopped her breathing. She had woken up, dazed, confused, and feeling like she was recovering from a long bout with…all manner of illnesses.

Silithia ate her stew. It was delicious, for Gypsy’s knew how to season. When there was little meat and a lot of bulbs dug out of the ground people learned how to change the taste of their meals to something palatable.

Night. Crickets and frogs. Twin points of light from thick bushes. The moon, silver, little sliver, crawling across the sky.

Vano waited till most were gone to sleep, wrapped in their rolls under the wagons, huddled in the wagons, or just dozing near the fire.

“Silithia?”

Silithia looked at the handsome young man. He had a strong face, good teeth, and lots of muscles. He was a catch. She saw a light in his eye she had never seen before.

“Yes?”

“Would you like to go to bed?”

Her breath caught in her chest. Her healthy, soundly beating heart stopped. She felt a warmth come into her cheeks, explode deep within her body.

She had wanted him for so long, and he had never…but now he was.

Red-faced, not sure what was happening, she nodded. Then: “But I dare not. I might have the French Disease.”

Vano frowned. He wanted the small woman. He didn’t know why, he had never wanted her before, but now his cock was pressing in his pants and he felt a lust unfamiliar.

“I don’t…I can get a bladder.” Disease be damned. She was just so beautiful.

Silithia thought about it. Animal bladders could be fashioned to prevent disease, but did she dare risk him.

The look in his eyes convinced her. She had never seen such poorly concealed eagerness in her life.

“Where?”

“Come. Let us find a place.”

They rose, stepped out of the light, and took a few steps into the woods. Under a tree, the ground padded with dead leaves, he spread a blanket.

She waited, dazed by this turn of events. She watched him in the gloom, a shadow doing shadowy business.

He knelt on the blanket and said one word. “Come.”

She approached him, and his long, strong arms engulfed her. His lips pressed against hers and his hands sought her breasts.

Though she was an experienced whore, she was as a virgin to him.

Withe the men of the town she usually just sucked the cock, and occasionally laid down and felt the fumbling as men expended their seed in her.

She was a gimmick. An erotic something else. She was a toy to be fucked.

But now it was different.

She was healthy, feeling glorious, and the most handsome man in the world had just come to her, called to her, and wanted to bed her.

He placed her on her back, lifting her and moving her like a doll. She slithered out of her clothes, and he felt her in the night.

His hands roamed over her as if to ascertain that here, really, was perfection of woman.

She placed her small hands on his erect penis and stroked.

His breath caught and his heart pounded. Her hands fired up his flesh and he was already in danger of cumming.

“Wait, wait,” he said desperately. Then he was squirting his semen in her hand.

She felt him spurt, felt the hot liquid splatter on her arm and drain in her hand.

What had happened? Why had he…men didn’t usually squirt so fast. No matter how erotic a plaything she was, men had a hard time squirting.

Yet he had erupted, and with savagery, within mere seconds.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” his tortured voice begged for forgiveness. “I wanted you so badly, and now…now…”

“Shush,” she whispered. “Give it time.”

So they sat on in the blanket in the darkness, and they didn’t speak much, they had nothing in common except their desire for sex, and waited.

After a few minutes she reached into his lap and found his pet snake. She fondled it, closed her small grip around it, as best she could, and it became hard.

“Oh, my god!” he blurted. He never recovered this fast, but now his pecker was hard as a log.

“Yes,” breathed Silithia. She lay back and helped him into her.

He was big, and the size of him took her breath away. He stretched her out as none of the townsfolk ever did, and they stared at each others eyes in the night. Eyes that were sparks of light, bits of thought on a man’s face, a woman’s face, and they felt the wonder of the penis in the vagina.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“God, yes,” she held on to his strong arms with her tiny hands.

“I’m going to move.”

“Please,” she agreed.

He pressed downward with his hips, and his big cock pushed into her flesh. It was her hole that was expanding, but she felt like it was her heart. For a moment she felt dizzy, then the sheer feeling of hard cock in her rescued her, brought her to earth, brought her to pleasure and passion.

He pulled out, and it felt like he was sucking her insides out, whirlpooling her essence so hard it was in danger of falling out of her cunt.

She had never felt anything like this. She had lain and been used, and she had gotten bits of pleasure from the act, but this was more, much more. This was her nerves screaming and shivering and dancing. This was her heart pounding desperately, drowning in a tsunami of lust.

She lurched upwards, recaptured him, pulled him back into her.

He gasped with the sensations pounding through him. He was a lusty man, a man who loved pleasure, but this was ten times better than anything he had ever experienced.

Who would imagine that a midget cunt would have this power?

He pushed down, and it was her turn to gasp. The size of him, the glory of doing the act with somebody she liked, loved, had wanted for years, it was more than heavenly.

Under the tree they wormed and squirmed, stretching her, and reducing him to a bundle of frantic love.

“I…I’m going to cum…again.”

“Shh!” she said, willing to accept her lover’s semen, his offering of love.

He grunted, he groaned, he lost control, he pounded on her, and on later reflection, would wonder that he hadn’t hurt her.

She was healthy, strong in body and cunt, and she took his force with a smile. Enjoying the hard fucking, letting herself absorb his passion, and she felt something then. She felt…his essence. A spark deep within. A piece of him beyond mere flesh.

At that moment, almost as if she had pulled it out of him, he erupted.

He groaned, sounding like a dog growling, and his pecker stiffened and shot semen into her.

She raised her hips and gloried in his gift.

And she felt something more…like she had actually absorbed a part of his spirit.

And she had.

For though he was strong for a man, he was weak compared to her good health, and she took his energy from him.

Indeed, he would be slack for days, languorous and deprived of energy, and he would not understand that she had taken it from him.

They slowed their rocking, thrusting battle, and he withdrew his cock. It was slack now, slimy with his seed, only a bit of drool seeping out of the slit on the head.

She experienced a lack of satisfaction. She had not cum. And she knew that he was incapable of pleasing her. He wasn’t healthy like her, and he would give up his seed too easily.

No matter that he was young and strong, a catch, he had not the stamina to please her, to bring her to orgasm.

They lay in the darkness, him dazed and beaten.

Her energized by frustration. She wanted another man. Now. She wanted to get off.

The next few days were sad.

Vano would look at Silithia, sitting across the fire, walking to a wagon, eating from a bowl, and then he would look at his dick. Slack. Drained. Empty. He couldn’t get it up.

The memory of his satisfaction prompted him to, he wanted to, but the flesh was weak. It wasn’t as healthy as Silithia’s.

So he would watch, and want, and wish, and was sad for his inability as a man.

To compound his misery, other men started noticing Silithia.

The Shiditha brothers began ignoring Mahala and sitting on each side of Silithia. They joked with her, and teased her, and flirted with her.

They wanted her flesh. They wanted to feel her breasts and sink their cocks into her. Whenever one or the other would stand up their cocks would be visible, outlined large in their pants, even the veins visible, and, like as not, there would be a damp spot at the end of their cocks.

Silithia loved it. She had always been a part of the people, but a small part. Now people were actually taking note of her.

The next night Silvanus came to her. She had just laid down, under a wagon, and suddenly the older man was squatted by a large wheel, calling to her in a whisper.

“Silithia? Silithia?”

“Here?”

He didn’t even try to take her out in the bushes, he just crawled under the wagon and touched her.

“I saw you tonight, so beautiful. I needed to talk to you.”

Talk, but spelled fuck.

Silithia was dazed by the attention. Silvanus was an important man. He had wives and horses and a big wagon. He could have been lying in one of his wive’s arms, but he was here, under the trailer, stating his need.

“So talk.”

“You are so beautiful. Your form is so perfect. And your eyes, they are sweet and mystical and innocent all at the same time. They reveal your beautiful soul.”

Silithia listened. She didn’t interrupt, but even if she had, he would have just continued spouting his desire for her.

Finally: “I need you, dear Silithia, could you…could we…”

Silithia took off her clothes. in the darkness she reached out a hand and felt Silvanus He was already stroking his cock.

She brushed his hand away and took over the stroking duties.

Silvanus gulped loudly. He had never felt such softness, such tenderness. His nerves exploded with desire, and he came.

“Uh…uh…uh!”

Silithia stared at him in shock. She had barely touched him, and he had exploded all over her hand.

She felt him pumping his seed on her flesh, and she felt a disappointment. She wanted to cum. She had finally played with herself the night previous, bringing herself to an orgasm, but it wasn’t the same.

Sex was designed for two people, not one person and a hand.

“Oh,” he said, realizing that he had exploded his groin all over her.

“I’m sorry,” and he was, but he was satisfied.

Silithia realized how selfish men could be then, for he backed out from under the wagon, tucked himself back into his pants, and disappeared into the darkness.

She lay there, sad and unsatisfied. She had put her clothes back on, and now she reached under her garments and felt herself.

Her slit was fully functional. Yet, if she was not careful, she would never feel another man in it, for they exploded too fast.

What was wrong with her that they did this?

She didn’t realize that it was what was ‘right’ with her. That her good health inspired men to lust, and then to premature drainage of their essence.

But she did know that when she had fucked Vano the night before she had gained something. Some bit of strength, an addition to her own self that made her feel, if it was possible, even more healthy.

And she had felt a similar gain with Silvanus just a few minutes before.

“Silithia?”

She listened, it was Borq Shiditha. He had come looking for her.

“What do you want?” she hissed into the night.

He found the wagon she was under then and crawled next to her.

“Dear Silithia. You are so beautiful. I would suckle at your breasts and eat at your core. I need you.”

No flowers, just a dive into lust.

On one hand, Silithia was disappointed. No woman likes to not be appreciated. Yet Borq was just intent on sampling her charms. Hell, he was frantic to sample them.

Silithia couldn’t help herself. She was hungry herself. She wanted a good fucking and a glorious cum. But she knew she was going to have to play it cagey.

“Take off your clothes and lay down.

Borq did. He was a lump on the ground, but Silithia knew exactly where his penis stood up straight.

She climbed over him and sank down.

He impaled her with stunned surprise. He had never felt such electrifying flesh in his life. His dick surged and…he began to cum.

Silithia snorted in disgust. She rose up, him still spurting and groaning, and sat down and let the bit of seed that had found its way into her find its way out.

Once again she was not satisfied, and it seemed to be getting worse. Maybe it was just her pussy over her hand, but the boy had squirted even faster than Silvanus. And she had made sure she didn’t touch him!

“Oh, thank you,” he managed, then he was gone, a satisfied shadow in the night. A hard on drained. A dick done.

Silithia rearranged her clothes, and lay back.

Frustrated.

Sighing, she reached a finger down again. She fully intended to hook her pussy to an orgasm, and then: “Silithia?”

Silithia groaned.


CHAPTER THREE

Rocks in my path? I keep them all.

With them I shall build my castle.” ~ Nemo Nox

Silithia had spent her youth traveling with the gypsies. She had giggled and played tag with the children, been spanked (gently, because she was so small) when she misbehaved, and grown to love her life.

Sure, she was short, but people are people, and these were the ones she knew.

It all changed.

Every night the men came around, begging, pleading. Many men, every night.

If she let them fuck her they were drained for days, but there were others to take their place.

She rapidly came to love her ability to touch their cock and make them cum. She did that more and more, soaking the ground with their sperm, emptying their balls dismissively, wishing she could find someone who loved, who cherished, who wanted more than a ball drain.

Yet they did love her. They spoke of their love often, the night was filled with their whispered guarantees. But when they had cum, the love waned.

But, still, they loved her.

But she didn’t love them.

She was rapidly becoming disillusioned. Men she had admired turned out to be nothing more than horny goats begging in the night.

But that wasn’t the worst thing.

The women.

It didn’t take long for the women to discover that their husbands and boyfriends were seeking solace with Silithia, and this did not warm Silithia to their hearts.

Not even three days had passed before the women looked upon her with frowns. Five days and they sneered openly. Seven days and Silithia knew she must leave. Leave or be stoned. The women were that hostile.

“Borq, give me money,” she demanded.

But Borq had no money to give.

“Salvanus, I need money.”

But Silvanus’s wife held the purse, and there was no way that woman was going to pay money to a trollop who stole her husband’s seed.

Thus the men, so insistent and frantic, got fucked and never paid.

Silithia was becoming fearful. The men were so demanding, lining up, whining, begging. Would they become violent?

In the women’s eyes it was not the men’s fault. A superstitious people, they blamed Silithia. She had put a spell on the men. She was a witch, an enchantress.

Thus, the men came, Silithia couldn’t find the wherewithal to leave, and the women cast their eyes upon her. Evil eyes, filled with hate.

Finally, Silithia tried a last resort. She approached Vadoma, the unofficial leader of the women, and she asked, “Vadoma, I wish to leave, but I have no money. Please help me.”

Was it the begging? The shaming of her ‘rival? Or was it simply the older woman’s desire to rid the camp of Silithia?

Who knows. But Vadoma put together a small purse. She handed this to Silithia in the morning without a word.

Silithia mumbled her thanks and, picking up a loaf of fresh bread, which nobody objected to, left the gypsy encampment.

She entered the forest and followed an old animal trail that led through the depths. She felt relief. No more men. No more of the constant whining for sex. No longer a fear that she would be beaten if she didn’t lay down and spread her small legs.

The day was warm, she squirrels running through the trees, chirruping loudly. Birds flew over head. And she stopped for a moment to watch a butterfly flutter by.

A sound.

She whirled. It was a ways away, but the brush was crackling with urgency. Somebody was following her!

She darted behind a large rock and hid under some brush. She lay, her heart pounding, and watched the trail.

For a couple of minutes nothing happened. nobody came along the trail. But she knew they were coming.

Her hearing was much improved since she had woken in the strange, back yard. As was her sense of taste and smell and other senses.

Along with good health came a sharpening of perceptions that was quite stark.

Borq appeared on the trial. He was puffing, following the trail, and it was obvious what his intent was: catch her.

He passed by, and Silithia waited a moment, then turned to a pathless way. She was small enough that she could go under bushes and squeeze through spaces between boulders. She moved smoothly, but swiftly. She did not want to be caught.

Yelling in the distance. Not Borq, but someone else. Maybe his brother. Maybe Silvanus. Maybe another.

Silithia listened, it seemed that she was safe. The men were blundering blindly, and she had a firm plan.

Along with good health and sharpened perceptions she was thinking more clearly.

She darted through the forest, off angles to the path she had been following, and all sounds of pursuit faded.

Finally, she sat upon a fallen trunk and considered her plight.

She had to escape the men. They would assault her, gang rape her,  and take her back to the encampment. Where the women would kill her.

In her mind she pictured where the towns were, where the roads were. Where river meandered and mountain pondered.

She thought she knew where she was, the question was…where should she go?

By now the night was lowering and she realized that she needed a place to sleep. A place protected from the wild animals. Yet she dare not start a fire, for that would draw the men.

She found a stand of boulders. A path circled them and led to an easily defensible height. She mounted the boulders, dragged a couple of limbs to block the trail and disguise it, then settled in for the night.

She didn’t sleep that much, but listened for the sounds of pursuit.

She heard voices calling, fading, coming back, but she seemed to be off their course. Finally, late in the night, she fell asleep. She slept uneasily, afraid in her dreams as well as her waking hours.

Her eyes flickered open.

Men. Coming up the path.

She crawled off to the side, behind a small rock, on a small ledge. Behind her was a fall of ten or twelve feet.

“There she is!”

She turned to find Silvanus pointing a bony finger at her.

He rushed around the boulder, and she heard the men on the hidden path pushing the limbs away, trying to get to her.

She slid down the side of the boulder, holding on to her simple purse. The slide became a fall and she prepared to break her legs, but she had underestimated her good health. She landed, her legs bent and she sprawled, but she was unbroken.

Quickly, she got her feet under her and scampered into the brush.

Behind her the men shouted, clamored for her to return, and slid down the boulder themselves. They were on her trail!

Silithia ran for her life. Bushes tugged at her, her breath became ragged, but she couldn’t draw away from the sounds behind her. They were dogs to her hare, and they had caught her scent.

She came to a small stream. A dowsing for her, a wader for the men. She ran, splashing, and as she reached the far bank the men burst out of the forest.

“There! There!”

Splashing as they forsook wading for sprinting through the swirling stream.

Silithia ran, and only her good health kept her in front of the howling pack of males. But her legs were too short, and though the men had not her health, they had the stride, and they stayed close upon her.

Through the woods, across another stream. A sprint up a hill.

Now, good health or not, Silithia was running out of steam. The men were but twenty yards behind her, she was in their sights at all times, and it was only a matter of time before they reached her, tackled her, touched her and groped her and had their way with her. Fucking her till they broke her bones, piling their bodies on until she ran out of breath and was simply crushed beneath their weight.

In spite of the new clarity of thought she was experiencing, fear began to grip her mind. Desperate, panicky fear. She was going to be caught! She was—

She fell. A pebble? A stick? She knew not, but the ground slid beneath her.

The men were a growling mob as they closed in. She turned and backed away using hands and feet, crawling on her back, knowing the futility of further flight. Knowing that her end was—she was stopped by something tall and sturdy.

But she was still on a path. There were no trees on the path, there was nothing…she turned and realized she had been brought up by a pair of legs.

She looked upwards.

He was a sturdy man in warrior garb. He held a scabbard and she heard the raspy whine of metal scraping out of the scabbard. Then he held a sword in front himself, over her head.

The men skidded to a stop. They were a mob, but the man was not afraid, and so the courage of the mob leaked as if into the ground.

“Hold, dogs,” the man spoke with a glee, with a wicked enjoyment for the prospect of combat.

A mob wants a victim. But here was a man who was not, who stood and faced them down.

“What would you have with this tiny woman?” He held the sword ready. His jaw was firm and his expression steadfast, but with that touch of humor.

“She’s ours!” protested Vano.

“We’re Gypsies and she is one of us!”

“Since when do Gypsy folk chase their own like curs chase rodents?”

The men tried to protest, but the man stepped forward, his legs straddled the fallen Silithia.

“Be gone, varlets, lest I separate you from your heads.”

The men backed away. Unhappy, many of them surging momentarily, unwilling to give up Silithia, but when the man stabbed one in the arm they all broke. They scurried away.

The man watched them, a curl on his lip, and waited.

When they had all disappeared he returned and bent to Silithia.

“What have we here?”

“My name is Silithia,” responded the girl.

“Ha! A gypsy name. Should I have let them take you?”

“No, milord.” She was already recovered and the man helped her to her feet. “And thank you for your rescue.”

The Lord’s smile turned upside down as he contemplated her. He felt a liking for this wee person. He fell a surge of appreciation for her, and, being a noble man, he tried to ignore the growth of his penis.

He said, “Well, come along now. My Lord will wish to inspect you.”

He led the way through the forest and Silithia followed. For the first time in a while she felt protected. The man had chased the Gypsies away, and she felt obligated to him.

“What is your name, milord?”

“Rufus of Calledora. And what is yours, wee person?”

“I am Silithia.” She spoke defiantly, then softened herself by saying, “I thank you, milord. Those men…I was afraid.”

“No need to fear. You’re under my protection now. But what were you doing way out here?”

“Running for my life, milord.”

Rufus thought about that. Yet he didn’t think the mob he had repelled was interesting in killing this small woman. He felt, rather, that they were in heat, lustful, a pack of horny idiots.

He glanced at the small woman. Her body was so small, but so perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were large for her size, and her face was beautiful He could imagine her full-sized What an awesome fuck she would make.

Then he looked away, his penis growing harder than he wished.

Castello Calledora sat upon a low hill, it commanded the view for miles around. It was a grey affair, a serious construction by men prepared for war. The walls were thick, the battlements high, the crenellations numerous. Two gargoyles sat on the front corners, and two more over the front gate. They had gaping mouths. The glow of flames silhouetting their ugliness indicated hot oil was kept in readiness.

“Are you at war, milord?”

“When are we not?” he spoke with a grimace inspired by unkind memories. “Crimea threatens, the Prussians are ever preparing, yet we try to stay back from the wars. Be ready, be prepared, but be circumspect, that is our motto.

They came around the trail to a moat. A drawbridge was lowered and a cart was crossing it.

“Ho!” yelled Rufus. He was greeted by a wave, then he led Silithia across the drawbridge.

Silithia had never been in a castle, and she was fascinated. She studied the sharp spikes on the portcullis. She gazed at the guard holding his musket. Her head tilted back and she took note of the ramparts, the tall turrets, the cheerfully waving flags over the whole thing.

She was not good wth words, so she simply said, “This is pretty.”

“Ha! Pretty. My Uncle would not like that. Call this heap of stones sturdy if you will, but never pretty.”

“Yes, milord.”

A lad came out of a doorway, glanced at Silithia, and turned back.

In the main courtyard vendors were shouting their wares and bickering with customers. They all stopped their bickering and stared at Silithia. Then they remembered to greet their lord, and doff their hats.

Rufus was held in high regard; Silithia was impressed by how the men smiled and the women tittered behind their fans.

They entered a kitchen where a dozen fat women labored over the next meal. Peas were being shucked, chickens plucked, and a big fire was roaring.

“Good day, Mistress.” Rufus greeted the head cook, the largest of the women. She greeted him back, and gazed down upon Silithia. “You have brought a partridge for the pot?”

“She was beset upon by a crowd. It was Christian to bring her along.”

“Will she work?”

“I know not. But time enough for that. Where’s my uncle?”

“In the big room.”

They left the kitchen and the roar of hearth and women chatting. He led her through the castle and into a large hall.

Silithia stared around in wonder. The high ceilings, the paintings and tapestry on the walls, the suits of armor in niches carved into the stone walls, it was an awesome room, and she marveled that anybody could have a home so big.

“Ho, Uncle. I bring you Silithia.” He spoke ponderously, like he was announcing the conquerer of the world.

The uncle stood at a large table across the room. He was speaking with a couple of other men, but he stopped, rose, and hugged his nephew.

“And, what, pray tell, is a Silithia?” He looked down upon Silithia, but he was smiling through his bushy and grey beard. He was old, but demonstrated a vitality that younger men would envy.

Rufus told the tale of the rescue, and finished up with, “I have invited her to sup, then she may make her choices, stay or go, work or…or…” he stopped talking and frowned. Whatever was in his mind stayed hidden however, and he seemed to forget about it and smiled.

“I wish she would stay, however, for I have taken quite a liking to her.”

In Silithia’s mind: Uh oh. Rufus had spoken like one of the men of her tribe, on the edge of lust and thinking about bedding her. It was in the gleam in his eyes.

Silithia was shown to a room and advised to rest before dinner. Maids would attend to her and help her prepare. Which advice seemed strange to Silithia, for what preparation is necessary for a meal but to pick up the knife and fork.

Still, she was tired from running from the men, so she lay on the bed and was surprised when she woke up and found that she had been asleep.

The maids dressed her in the finest garments she had ever seen. Soft silk that fell in love with her skin in the most sensual manner. Undergarments that held her breasts in place. Almost embarrassingly in place. And shoes that were too tall in the heel for her.

Most amazing was that they had apparently been prepared especially for her. There were no other small people in the castle. There would be no reason to have such clothes about. But they brought out dress and under garments and accoutered her, and she actually felt like she was beautiful. Something she had never thought before. She didn’t know she was wearing children’s clothes.

She whirled before a mirror and the maids smiled and complimented her.

There was no hate nor even a dirty look from the maids, and Silithia was heartened. She never wanted her own kind to turn upon her again.

Dinner was a frolicking affair. Men and women lined the tables and drank to each other’s health. A deer carcass was turned over a large fire, and plates of meat and vegetables were constantly being brought in from the kitchen.

Silithia, sitting next to Rufus, had never experienced such largesse. And she had never eaten so fully and of such delicious plates.

“Your lady friend eats like a woman made larger,” said the Uncle at one point, causing Silithia to blush.

Rufus chortled and responded, “She is trying to fill herself up, and so grow bigger…bigger.”

Silithia lowered her blushing face and all laughed joyously at her…with her.

Silithia was a woman of the country. She was a peasant, and, what’s worse, a Gypsy peasant. But to see such relaxed conversation, such familiarity, and even with the lords, she was astonished and even flabbergasted.

Thus, Silithia was welcomed to Castello Calledora, and the troubles began that very night.
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