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The Polymorph

by Dee Dee Perri

Chapter 1
Bobby Fenton didn�t have many friends back in highschool. He was a born leader without followers, youknow the type I�m sure. He was forever organizingsomething, like Dungeons & Dragons only to stompout the first time things went in a way he didn�t like.Worse, the game was usually at his house, thereforeevery one invited was abruptly uninvited. Eventuallyhe couldn�t get anyone to come to his house, except me.He was personable, in an odd, slightly off-centeredway, and, to be honest, I didn�t mind too much that hewas excessively bossy. He�d obviously never heard ofCopernicus, leastwise, for him, the Universe continuedto swing round and round with Robert J. Fenton, at thevery center of creation.
Speaking of me, well I was the pent-ultimatepseudo-nerd back then, a looser. Worse yet, I didn�teven have good grades at school and nerds were sup-posed to be intelligent, right? It wasn�t like I was se-cretly smart but laid back, you know, I just played atbeing too cool to study. But academic success wasn�tmy only short suit. My Pa used to sneer at me and say Ihad the coordination of a wounded gazelle and he wasprobably all too right, so I had neither the aptitude of ajock nor the intelligence of a nerd. More of a dork than
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anything else. As a general rule, Dorks don�t have theirown peer group, ok? Nobody wants to join that crowd.Dorks mostly try to disappear into the background andsurvive unnoticed or pretend to be, like me, a nerd or amember of some other more-or-less accepted adoles-cent social type. No, Dorks are evolutionary dead-ends,true social misfits by definition.
Bobby Fenton could be a royal jerk but he was aboutas close to a peer group I would ever have, or so Ithought in high school. Bobby and me were like joinedat the hip during this period and he needed me asmuch as I needed him, so much so that some of theguys said we were queer for each other. No way, thatdidn�t happen. You see I never really �liked� Bobby. As Ialready said, he was bossy and utterly self-consumed,spoiled. I was just background to him, you know, thefollower, his follower. To be entirely honest, the alterna-tive to attaching myself to his train was to be alone andcompletely isolated and I�m not talking just aboutschool. Pa, my stepfather, was a moron, a nasty drunk,ok? And my Mom had left us for a traveling preacherwhen I was about three, which I guess might explainwhy I had a stepfather instead of a real dad in the firstplace. Momwas a bit unstable I suspect. Anyhow, I hadno home life that was worthy of remembering. Hangingout with Bobby Fenton was a very positive alternativeto being knocked half silly for no good reason at all by adangerous drunk. It was not a childhood I would wishon any kid.
There were real tangible reasons for me to play therole of Bobby�s camp follower. Bobby Fenton was richor rather his folks were, at least in relative terms. Sostaying over at his house was pretty cool, a computerand �stuff� and the eats were great. His Mom was theMom I never had. No, that�s not being entirely fair toMrs. Fenton; she was a really swell Mom to me even if Iwasn�t her flesh and blood. Looking back now I realizethat no matter how much of a jerk Bobby really was, itwas his Mom that had made my life tolerable in thosedays. Bobby�s old man was an entirely different matter.A lawyer, he was remote and usually preoccupied withhis own issues, a non-entity in my childhood and inBobby�s life as well I suspect. All things consideredhowever, Bobby�s old man would have been a vast im-provement over the one I�d gotten stuck with. I some-times prayed that my Pa would have, you know, an ac-cident of the fatal variety. For me, being an orphanwould have been a slice of heaven. Anyhow, I got to
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know Bobby better than I really wished to due almostentirely to that wonderful woman, Mrs. Fenton. Talk-ing with Bobby was essentially a monologue with yourstruly the passive recipient, not that I didn�t have ideasof my own. But if it wasn�t his idea, well it probablywasn�t worth talking about.
Now to be completely clear on this, Bobby was seri-ously �strange�, I mean, like he thought, well, he waschosen by God, not that he believed in God of course.He would get this funny look in his eyes like he wasseeing a different world then the rest of us mere mor-tals. He would get all breathy as if filled with passion ashe flung his hands here and there describing multi-col-ored strands of silk-like threads that sprung out of ev-erything. He was psycho with a heavy dose of megalo-mania.
When he wasn�t being a nut case, he was a regularmomma�s boy, not that I could blame him for the latter.Mrs. Fenton, she allowed me to call her Ruth, believedthat a child could not be spoiled and she was, perhapsthe real reason Bobby was the way he was, spoiled thatis. Anyhow, he and she were as affectionate as a pair oflovers. Even as a kid I knew there was something notquite right about that but then I would have given any-thing to trade places with Bobby, believe-you-me.
It was the rare night that I slept over at Bobby�splace; it just wasn�t usually done with boys. So mostnights I went home to my own bed if I could get past myold man without getting pasted in the face or kickedhalf way across the room but more often than not, if Pawas up and moving around the house, I slept in the ga-rage. Needless to say when I reached eighteen, the win-ter of �04, I eventually dropped out of school and joinedthe Marines and the rest is, as they say, history.
It was almost ten years before I returned to my hometown. I was no longer that dork, that loser. I�d filled outin mind as well as body, that latter fact became all tooapparent when I punched out my old man. That feltgood, punching him in the kisser, damned if it didn�t. Iremembered bending over his body, blood tricklingfrom his mashed nose, on my sleeve were the chevronsof a Marine Gunnery Sergeant. I was no longer a fol-lower, two tours in Iraq and three in Afghanistan hadsettled out most of my self-doubts. I was somebodynow, somebody with responsibilities. Men and women,Marines, looked up to me. There is nothing like combat
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to sort out the wheat from the chaff, lives had hung inthe balance of my decisions all too often.
I was on leave. I was inclined to re-up for another cy-cle but inclined wasn�t the same as certain. I�d seen toomany pals die or torn into bloody rags sans arms orlegs. Over time one starts to think that eventually onehas to use up all of one�s luck and yet I�d found a homein the Marines. No it was not a decision I could makelightly. I�d come home to think things over and, to beentirely honest, to show off. I was a man�s-man now,somebody substantial. I left my stepfather�s housenever to return, I had a room at the downtown hoteland I planned to be seen. I had no idea what I wasabout to get into.

~oOo~
It was a long walk from downtown to the end ofEllsworth Street. I was willing to take the risk that Iwould see Bobby, as long as I got to say �hi� to his mom.The more I thought about it the more certain I was thatMrs. Fenton was the only person in the whole town thatI really wanted to see. Oh there were a couple of gals Iremembered from high school. By this time they�dprobably be old and fat with kids hanging onto theirskirts, not that they would remember me. Still maybethey�d eat their hearts out once they saw just how coola dude I�d become. I pulled up short, my heart pound-ing in my chest and it wasn�t from the exercise. Fuckme! There was a foundation where the house, Mrs.Fenton�s house, had been and nothing else. Weedsgrew in confusion where once a well-ordered lawn hadexisted. There was even a wrist thick tree growing in-side the foundation so the house had been gone foryears and not mere months. I felt hollow, empty insideas I turned, disoriented and saddened by my discovery.Some homecoming, I thought. Was Ruth dead ormerely just gone? Other than the chance to punch myold man out, my decision to come home was turninginto a regretful error. What was that old saw: you cannever go home again? Right, things change and noth-ing is ever exactly the same.
�Psssst�
I jerked from my reverie and looked around. �Huh?Who�s there?�
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�Over here,� replied a high, thin voice with a distinc-tive lisp.
�Over where?� I said as I scanned in the direction thevoice came from. I saw no one or at least no likelysource of the voice. A large brown rabbit with a fluffywhite tail was standing on its hind legs right in front ofthe foundation. I watched it hop up onto the cementfoundation and then stand up again looking intently inmy direction. I laughed as I crossed onto what hadbeen the Fenton�s lawn. �Very funny, whoever you are,�I said as I approached the cracked and discolored foun-dation. I was looking for the source of that voice, just akid probably from the sound of it. Surely he or she washiding there just out of sight. I wasn�t three feet awayfrom the rabbit by this time. The fact that he hadn�t fledwas surprising, to say the least. I laughed again andsaid, �My, you are the bold one, Mr. Cottontail.�
The rabbit wrinkled his nose and one ear floppedover and then it spoke. �About time I found you.�
�You can talk?� I laughed as I approached the foun-dation. I wasn�t looking at the rabbit but rather for thesource of that voice. There was no one hidden behindthe foundation nor was the grass high enough on ei-ther side of that brick and cement structure to providecover. By this time I was close enough to reach out andtouch that rabbit. The creature seemed, well, tame andoverly large for a rabbit probably weighted in at a goodfifteen pounds. He did turn his body as I moved pasthim and stepped over that two-foot high foundationwall. I looked right and left and up and down, there wasnobody there. That fluffy but brave bunny hopped rightup next to me and twisted its head up and looked atme.
�You are Lenny Snider, right?�
I jumped back, startled: �Rabbits can�t talk!�
He wiggled his nose and flattened his ears back,�Look pal, I haven�t got all day and besides there�s acouple of cats around here I�d rather avoid if you knowwhat I mean? So are you Lenny Snider or not?�
I sat down on the ruined foundation and stared atthat rabbit, �Yeah,� I said with a nervous grin on myface. A talking rabbit? Go figure.
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�I kind�a thought so, but you really filled out a lot,pal. I wasn�t exactly sure it was you, if you know what Imean.�
�Ah? And you�re...?�
�Paul Phillip.�
�Who?�
�Seriously? You don�t remember me? I was captainof the football team, I dated Sally Burkhart, think man,two thousand and o-one?�
I remembered Sally Burkhart all right, she was agoddess back then, a couple years older than me but fitto serve my masturbatory dreams. I looked at thisfunny animal, this talking rabbit, and I was very con-fused. �Ok,� I said as if it could be ok, which it couldn�t.
�Fine, we got that out of the way. The Wizard heardyou were in town and ah- he�s determined to say �hi� tohis old pal. Anyhow he sent me to find you.� He hoppeddown and started across the lawn.
�A Wizard?� I said as I hopped off the foundation andbegan to follow that talking rabbit. My curiosity wasfully aroused. �Who? What?�
The rabbit stopped and turned, looking over hisshoulder, �Master Fenton of course, Perryville�s veryownWizard. Look jerk, if it was me, I�d hit the road, runif you know what�s good for you.� He looked around asif expecting danger before fixing his gaze back on me.�Kid, if the Wizard wants to see you, no good can comeof that, trust me." He wrinkled his nose and began hop-ping down the sidewalk.
I was running now, chasing that rabbit. �BobbyFenton�s a wizard?�
The rabbit stopped and looked back at me from overhis bunny shoulder. �That�s Master Fenton to you andyou best not forget that.� He looked around as if nomake sure that we were still alone and then, in asqueaky whisper, added: �Like I said, he ordered me tofind you and bring him to his lordship... but if I wasyou...�
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�I should run, get out of Dodge, so to speak?� Ilaughed. This was insane. A talking rabbit and MasterFenton? �What the royal fuck is going on?�
The rabbit jerked to rigid attention, his ears straightup and his whiskers began to quiver. �Don�t you everdo that again!�
�What?�
�Swear. Ok? This is no place for random curses, kid.Trust me. Words matter and ah- words with strongemotions... they have power. Best you keep your yapshut until you get out of the woods.� He scanned theenvironment as if looking for some new danger andthen after a few seconds he seemed to slump and relax.�Apparently no harm done. Um... nice meeting youLenny, I guess. I�ll tell his wizard-ship that you left be-fore I could find you, ok?� He turned and bounded offdown the street.
I muttered something like: �This is too weird�, but Ihad to flat out run to keep up with that damned rabbit.I yelled after him but he didn�t stop. I had questions,lots of questions left unanswered and that bunny was-n�t about to escape if I had my say. Half a block laterthe critter left the street and headed deeper into thewoods. I followed him as best I could, fortunately I wason a well-worn trail now, a regular footpath. A quarterof a mile later, now deep in the woods, the rabbitstopped, stood up on its hind legs and spoke: �MasterFenton, I did as you ordered, um, your lordship.�
I could see no one except the rabbit. �Who are youtalking to..?� I didn�t need to finish. There he was,Bobby Fenton as I remembered him back in highschool. At first he was nearly transparent like he wasmade of glass but gradually he seemed to solidify and Icould no longer see the trees through his form. By thetime he had become fully corporeal, he was staring atme. He hadn�t aged at all, that is to say he looked ex-actly the same as I had remembered him ten years ear-lier, a skinny eighteen-year-old kid. That was impossi-ble of course, here I was a man full grown and him, stillwaiting for his adulthood. �Lenny?� He said.
�That�s Sergeant Snider, now Bobby.� I laughed andflexed my muscles before extending my hand for ahandshake. He was a skinny runt and always had beenbut now I was a substantial man, a man among men.My shoulders were twice as broad as his and I even had
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a good three inches of height over him. The idea thathe�d once dominated me physically as well as sociallywas like ancient history. It made me feel good. I stoodthere holding my hand out, he didn�t move to take it.He was glaring at my hand as if it was un-clean.
�Sorry.� He grunted rejecting my out stretched palm.
What the fuck was going? He was always a jerk ofcourse but what? Too all high and mighty to shake myhand? I knew I was getting pissed off. I could feel myanger swelling; it was like facing a hot wind off thedesert, I knew what that was like having served in Iraq,but that wind was coming from inside me at that mo-ment. Master Fenton? Lord high wizard? Bullshit! I waspissed and, well, decidedly not willing to slide back intoour old relationship. �Fuckme!� I said rather too loudly.I was about to add: What in the Hell is going on, any-way Bobby. Is everyone crazy here or what? Wizards,talking rabbits? Those words were never spoken, in-deed even as I was forming my lips to finish my state-ment, my train of thought was abruptly mashed intotiny fragments.
�Paul,� yelped Bobby as he jumped back and beganto turn translucent once more, �you didn�t warn him?�
�Honest your Lordship, I did, I surely did.� Thebrown rabbit spun around in a circle, sniffing wildly,his eyes were rolling in his head now. �Making bunniesyour Lordship, baby bunnies, oh my.�
�PAUL! NO!�
Bobby�s words seemed to have no impact on the rab-bit as its random hopping became less random, form-ing a parameter around yours truly starting with whathad to be a hard head bump against my exposed ankle.With each pass he was coming closer and closer to me.This wasn�t happening, of course, but I was becomingsexually excited and worse. That rabbit was going tofuck me and I could do nothing to stop that from hap-pening. �Bobby?� I cried but it came out as ahigh-pitched squeak as I dropped down on all foursand raised my butt into the air. I was huge relative tothat bunny but I suspect that the size differencewouldn�t last much longer. I couldn�t quite slip mymind around what was happening other than it was.We were going to make baby bunnies... and I was quiteincapable of doing otherwise.
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A sound that could not have come from a humanmouth filled the air, potent like a lightning strike andevery bit as brief, flayed the woods. The rabbit wasgone, simply gone but the urge, my abnormal repro-ductive urge wasn�t. I cried out in frustration as an ex-pectant vagina throbbed between my legs. I was still inthe receptive position I had assumed and certainly nolonger fully human. More human than rabbit but de-cidedly rabbit-ish. Bobby stood before me, nearlytransparent, here but not exactly here. �Bobby?� I sim-pered lisping through a mouth somewhere betweenthat which I had possessed before, human, and towardwhich I had been becoming, a rabbit. My upper frontteeth were improbably large, an over bite of excessiveproportion for a human but decidedly appropriate for abunny.
�Sorry about that Lenny.� The ghost like image thatwas Bobby sighed and then shrugged his shoulders.And then that phantom laughed.
I struggled to my feet but was unable to reach a fullupright posture which was, well, reasonable consider-ing my alter condition. �What�s so funny?� I lisp, thatsimpering voice contained no anger, which, in itself,was surprising. I suspect it was that vagina betweenmy legs, that hungry, expectant organ that still domi-nated my consciousness: I was in heat and that trans-lucent form before me was... male, though human. Iswayed forward, my forelegs wide and then I turnedand elevated my rear end in his direction, assumingthe sexually receptive position, rabbit like loins quiver-ing expectantly, my ears folded neatly back.
�Oh if you could only see yourself now, Lenny.�
�What�s that supposed to mean?� I lisped but re-mained poised to receive his penis.
That ghost only waved his hand as if to say: it does-n�t matter, forget it, before adding, �I hope you learnedyour lesson. No swearing and whatever you do... wellherewords are often literally functional, understand?�
I nodded. �Ok, you�re the wizard so fix this.�
He laughed, �Fix it? It�s not my spell.�
�Huh?� I eased back onto my altered backside. I wasfeeling sick inside and decidedly not sexually focusedany longer. So much for Bobby being an all-powerful
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wizard. The whole concept was phony as hell: magic,wizards and curses. Where it not for my current condi-tion which was part human, part rabbit and all impor-tant, centered upon a hungry, expectant vagina, Icould laugh it off... Right! �Are you saying I got to staythis way?� I lisped.
He was almost solid again. He began to walk aroundme, eyes focused on my person. But his movements,ghost like, created not a sound in the underbrush, nota leaf or branch moved as he passed through them, animpossibility No crunch of leaves or snapping of twigshis feet merely glided across the ground. �Bobby?� Isaid as I turned following his motion.
�Don�t move,� he ordered.
I started to openmymouth and he added, �And don�tsay anything, anything at all, understand?�
I froze. He was now behind me. And then it was obvi-ous that he had stopped. I waited expectantly. �Youcan do something, right old pal?� He merely grunted.
�This is fucking...�
Before I could finish saying �horse shit�, Bobbyscreamed something and slapped a translucent handover my mouth. There was no tactile impressing, noreal physical consequence, but my mouth and tonguefroze in mid process. I clutched my throat unable tobreath. And then, after a long cosmic minute, I couldbreathe again. Gasping for precious air I gave him apiece of my mind or rather that was my intent but whatcame out was nothing like what I had intended.�Golly-gee-wiz,� I snorted in a shrill, wispy voice. Iscreamed out asking what the fuck he had done to mebut again my lips and tongue twisted my words if nottheir exact meaning and I lisped: �You�re making mevery, very unhappy.� I added and then rolled my eyes,unhappy was rather much an understatement.
�Sorry, Lenny. You�re in enough trouble already,don�t you think?� He shrugged his shoulders. �Whenyou invited the whole universe to have sex with you...�
�Huh? I didn�t say that. What I said was...� I stoppedand looked for the F-word and found it all right. FUCK!�Ah...� I realized abruptly that I couldn�t form it withmymouth. That was pretty fucking bad considering theF-word in one of its many variations constituted a sig-
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nificant portion of my marine vocabulary. As a generalrule the F-word was used as a noun or verb and oftensufficed as an adverb, pronoun or even an adjective,point in fact, a gunny sergeant, like myself, would behard pressed to accomplish anything without a varia-tion of �FUCK�. Imagine John Wayne leading a platoonof marines in �Back to Bataan� screaming out: Followme men and let�s send some of those gosh-darn father-less Japs to Heck! Naw, that didn�t work. Even theslightly potent words like �shit� and �bastard� seemedalien to my tongue. For the briefest moment the idea ofliving without the F-word, let alone all the other usefulwords I found missing, took precedence over my cur-rent physical condition. Finally the implications sankinto my thick skull: �Whoa," I sighed, I was in a verybad situation. �Ok,� I said but it came out more like�o-tay�. I was finally �on-page� or �situationally aware� inmarine lingo. �And this?� I said flipping my brownfurred paw-hand as if noting my physical condition forthe first time.

~oOo~
�Fuck me,� he said the words softly and withoutemotion, �is a declarative expression of the passive-re-ceptive form. Ok Lenny?�
�Try that again Bobby only this time in English?�
He sighed and shook his head. �It�s like calling out:someone or something, ah- please have intercoursewith me? It�s a plea for sex as the fuckie and decidedlynot as the fucker... see?� He shook his head, �You stilldon�t understand. Ok, it was a declaration that youwere accepting the female role in that contract but ac-tually somewhat stronger than that. More like�lets-make-babies�? A wish, but considering that youare male and I assume not gay Lenny, more of a curse.�
�O-tay,� I said.
�Anyhow, it was an open invitation to any and all.�
�Like that gosh darn rabbit?�
�Correct. Poor Paul was as much caught up in thespell as you were. Anyhow, you are a sexualpolymorph... now.�

Page - 12

POLYMORPH BY DEE DEE PERRI



�Excuse me?�
�Able to assume any biological form necessary to ac-complish the act of sexual congress but as a female ofthe species of course and with the obvious intent ofprocreation.�
�Whoa. Why a gosh darn female for Pete�s sake?�
�As I said, that was a passive-receptive statement,ok? Someone stick a penis inside me, please.�
�I... I didn�t mean it that way, seriously.�
�I suspect not Lenny but magic in the hands of anuntrained amateur, like you, tends to be both ratherliteral and very basic. Sex is for reproduction, sexualpleasure is not in itself the central biological force inplay, ok?�
�Ah Bobby?�
�Yeah?�
�Look at all the animals over there. What�s goingon?� It was incredible, really. The forest had seemed,well, almost empty. But now, not more than fifty feetaway was one very large raccoon, two rabbits and... ohmy gosh I realized as I scanned the immediate areaaround us, a fox, a dog, three cats and... the fuckingforest was becoming crowded with critters. And none ofthem were paying attention to each other. They were allstaring at me like I was the main course. �Bobby?� Isquealed.
�You�re safe, I�m holding them back.�
�Why, I mean why are they here?�
�The curse of course, you twit. Which one do youwant?�
I was horrified. �You can�t be serious Bobby?�
He tried to pat me on the shoulder but of course hishand passed right through my flesh. That was prettycreepy.
�Make then go away, please? And uh, I�m thirsty.�
�That could be a problem all right Lenny. I have nobiological needs but you, my friend, do. There may be a
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way out of this impasse but we�ll have to stay here untilnightfall.�
�Nightfall?�
�My powers are much stronger after sunset. Go fig-ure, they just are.�
�But you can fix this, right?�
�The concept of �fix� is a relative term, old pal.�
I didn�t like the sound of that at all. I looked aroundand the numbers of animals was steadily increasing.This wasn�t good, not good at all. Skunks and even apig, a domestic pig of all things, had just appeared inthe growing assembly, a regular Noah�s ark except... allmale? That seemed, um, likely? A bunch of hornybastards all eager to make babies.

~oOo~
�So she is dead now, right? Ruth? Your mother?� Icould see the setting sun right through Bobby, indeedwere it not for his voice, it would be easy to imaginethat I was alone. All around me were sounds of the lo-cal wildlife, though most remained hidden in thebrush. That they were there for me was very, very dis-concerting. �Bobby?� I squeaked. His silence alarmedme for all too many reasons.
Finally he answered me, there was emotion in hisvoice, �I surely hope so.�
�Hope so?� I squeaked, �That�s...that�s a terriblething to say.�
�You have no idea of what the other dimension islike. Corporal forms, impossible. Energy, vast, complexand totally alien energy fields.�
�Magic?�
�That�s only a word but yes to us here in this dimen-sion it is... magical, un-bonded pre-energy andpre-matter. Anyhow when I opened Hell�s Gate I ex-pected the flood of that pre-energy and pre-matter intothis dimension.�
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�Hell�s Gate,� I muttered. �With a name like that,why would you try? To open it I mean.� I looked at himbut he merely shrugged. �So why did she die?�
�Iron,� he said.
�I don�t understand.�
�Iron. The moment the gate opened and the magicflooded in, the gate attracted all the iron for severalhundred yards around. The houses that used to standaround my house came apart, wood frame you know,nails, plumbing, anything that contained iron.� He letout a long sigh before continuing, �Blood,� he said.�Dozens died in that instant, torn apart even as theywere sucked into that gate.�
�Blood?�
�Yeah, it contains iron. Iron is found throughout thehuman body of course, not that it matters to any ofthem now.�
�And you?�
�I was isolated, protected. And when the gateslammed shut, I was here between the dimensions,trapped.�
�Trapped?�
�Oh yes, trapped. I exist but I am not alive. More likea ghost Lenny. I have neither biological needs nor plea-sures. Perhaps I am immortal but after more than eightyears of this existence I�d trade it all for mere mortal-ity.�
�So you�re not happy.�
He sighed, �It would have been far better had I justdied that night.�
�Better that you had never opened that dang gate ifyou ask me, Bobby.�
�That thought has occurred to me more than once,old pal.�
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~oOo~
The sun seemed to be frozen just above the horizonas if refusing to leave. According to Bobby, salvationwaited upon the return of his full powers, that is, itwaited for the night. And then I heard something mon-strous crashing through the underbrush, an elephantperhaps. I jerked toward Bobby as if to cling to his legbut of course there was no actual contact, �What�sthat?�
�Good, finally.�
�Huh?�
�That�s Joe-Joe.�
�Joe-Joe?�
�A local kid, nice guy but a little light in the brainsdepartment? Anyhow he�s kind of like my Igor youknow as in Frankenstein? Over here Joe-Joe.�
�Coming boss man,� he responded, the noise in theunderbrush changed direction and now headed ourway. Animals scattered before him but did not runaway. �Hey?� He said looking down at me in surprise.
�Joe-Joe, I�d like to meet an old friend of mine,Lenny, Joe-Joe.�
�Hey,� he said leaning down and offering aham-sized palm, �Nice to meet yah.�
The moment our flesh met an electric buzz surgedthrough my being. I was in a furnace of creation andmy bones shifted from that appropriate to a four-leggedmammal to that that walked on two legs. My forepawstransmuted into hands and arms that dark brown furdrew back and was gone. I was human again or at leastwould soon be once again. The fact that the emergingsecondary sexual characteristics were female seemedsomehow unremarkable at that moment, indeed evenfortuitous considering the sexual desire that now fullyraged in my body. The fact that I didn�t pull him to theground and try to ravage his body seemed, well, ratherodd. That I had these thoughts was self evident, that Imerely lay there, legs apart and eyes that said fuck mesaid something entirely different. What was the termthat Bobby had used, �passive-receptive�? Yes, both
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terms fully applied, I was very receptive and utterlypassive. He was a big hunky guy and seriously inter-ested, how could he not be, but he was more concernedwith Bobby�s reactions.
�Boss I didn�t mean, you know...� He stammered inconfusion as if it was he that had evoked my transfor-mation. Well actually he did or rather he full filled therequirements of my curse. And the way his crotch wasbulging, he was more than a little willing to play hispart.
�No problem Joe-Joe. My pal is kind of under theweather you might say, right Lenny? Anyhow I waskind�a hoping you�d come along.�
Joe-Joe just nodded as he stared at the ghost thatwas the mightily wizard. �You want that I should dosomething?� he said hopefully as his penis made a tentpole inside his jeans.
�Actually, um, no. I think you have done enough.But thank you for asking.�
I mewed like a frustrated kitten, loud enough for thekid to hear and surely he could code exactly what Iwanted. The kid turned and looked at me with lust inhis eyes and then back at Bobby.
�It wouldn�t be no trouble at all, Boss.�
Bobby laughed as if to say I understand. �It�s a prettynasty curse, kid and you don�t really want any part of itbut thanks for the offer.�
�Sure Boss, I understand,� not that he did of course.The lust dimmed in his eyes and after he received someinstruction from Bobby he left us alone in the darknessthat had finally descended. His travel out of the forestcould readily heard for a long time.

~oOo~
�What was that all about?� I said as I finally stood.Heavy breasts hanging frommy chest mewed for atten-tion almost as much asmy vagina. I was all woman anddefinitely in heat.
�It wouldn�t have been good for Joe-Joe.�
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�What�s that supposed to mean?� I was frustratedand frustration turns into anger rather readily. �I havemore than half a mind to run after that big hunk.�
�You wouldn�t get fifty feet, ok Lenny?�
�Oh,� I said in a very, very meek voice. � um, thoseanimals? I just thought...�
�You are a polymorph. End of statement. Anyhow,had I let you and the kid do what you both wanted...�
�Yes?�
�He doesn�t have the maturity or the intelligence tomake a good father. Both of you would have been ut-terly miserable eventually, you especially.�
�A father?�
�Bingo! Look, it is all about making babies. You havesex, you will get pregnant, understand? Your curse willbe satisfied and you will no longer be a polymorph.Just a pregnant passive-receptive female forever at-tached to Joe-Joe. Do you understand? Of the bondeduntil death do you part kind.�
I blinked and sucked on my full lip for a moment,�Am I pretty?�
Bobby laughed, �Yeah, sexy as hell. So that�s ok withyou, spending the rest of your life as a woman withJoe-Joe?�
�Sure... I mean I don�t know, ok? If that is what it�sgot to be...�
�Look Lenny, for animals the curse is all about sex-ual reproduction, ok? But human�s can fuck you in alot more ways than just sexually. Joe-Joe there or forthat fact any human male would eventually really�screw� you if you know what I mean?�
I shook my head, where was he going with this?
�A door mat, more like someone to wipe your feeton.� He sighed, �A true passive-receptive personalitywould make the perfect slave, ok? Joe-Joe would be-come Master Joe-Joe eventually. You would try so hardto please him that nothing except your babies wouldtake precedence.
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�So there is more to this than just sex huh?�
�Yeah Lenny. Power. Social dominance and youwouldn�t have any except for the attraction the malehas for your fertile body and once the male under-stands that you are compelled to give yourself to him,compelled, you will have no power at all.�
�A sex slave?�
�Bingo! But there may be another way out, Lenny.And pal it could help me out of this mess.�
I looked at him, an alternative? As to helping Bobby,to be completely frank, that didn�t seal the deal. �Youmean like escaping from your prison?�
He laughed, �Indirectly. What if I never opened Hell�sGate?�
�You could do that?�
�Not me, you. And considering how close you andmymother were...�
�You mean I could save Ruth�s life?�
�And a lot of other people�s lives as well.�
�Me?� I said poking my chest with a finger.
�And if I never open that gate you will never become asexual polymorph.�
I stood there looking at him. How was it possible toalter the past? Well enough impossible things had hap-pened today to make the impossible not so improbable.But could I trust Bobby? Was there really a choice?Make a baby tonight and remain female and whateverspecies I had become forever or have my life returned tome. You know most animals don�t live very long,five-ten years assuming that something doesn�t killthem prematurely.
�If I do this, I do it as a male, right? And human,� Iadded.
�Correct,� he said showing his teeth in a smile a tadtoo wide, more like a used car dealer than a real friend.�Look Lenny you are the only one that really knowsme.� He shrugged, �Excluding my mother of course but
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she�s um, not available. You will be in your old bodybut carrying all of your memories including what hashappened today. It will not be easy to turn my atten-tions away from opening that gate, trust me. Living in aworld nearly devoid of magic was for me like growing awatermelon in the desert without water, impossible.But if anyone can do it old pal, it�s you.�
I never really understood Bobby, ok? He was alwaysweird, spaced out and, apparently, high on magic.Could I do this, turn him away from opening that darngate? �How long would I have to do this?�
�One maybe two years depending on when you ar-rive. I opened the Gate at midnight, All Hallows Eve,two thousand and five to be exact, a little less than twoyears after you went into the Marines in the old timeline. So I�ll have to return you to a time before you left,understand?�
This sounded like bull shit to me but as I graspedand hefted one of my meaty breasts and felt the weightin my hands I had to conclude maybe it wasn�t impos-sible just ridiculous. �Ok Bobby. When?�
�Tonight at precisely midnight. At the dimensionalrift created by the Hell�s Gate.�
Sure I thought, at the Hell�s Gate itself, this seemedlike some kind of low budget sci-fi flick. I was now inBobby�s hands completely. Why didn�t that feel entirelyright? I�d be there, big tits and all, without even anightie. Talk about asking for trouble.

Chapter 2
My transition at midnight took place in what hadbeen Bobby�s back yard not more than thirty feet fromthe empty foundation now illuminated by moon light.The event itself went entirely unnoticed by yours truly.One moment I was standing there naked and very sexybeside Bobby�s ghost and the next moment I was alone.Of course I felt the shrill shock of terror expecting anymoment to be attacked by a army of wild sex crazedbeasts, I mean I thought he had just abandon me to myfate, but then I noticed that my magnificent tits weregone. Simply gone and, yes, I was no longer naked. A
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white tee shirt and tattered jeans encompassed askinny or should I say a frail not yet adult male body? Igrabbed my crotch and found the familiar �junk� be-tween my legs confirming that Bobby had made goodhis promise at least to that extent, I was male againand this body was probably just a younger version ofme. All those hard won muscles... gone, that and prob-ably a good four inches in height. Of the latter I had nodirect knowledge except I was nearly twenty four beforeI achieved my full adult height and now I was no morethan eighteen years old or at least that seemed to betrue. I was in the remote past, my past.
Also it wasn�t a summer�s eve, in that blink of an eyethe layers of dead leaves and twigs that had covered theunkempt lawn of the destroyed house had been re-placed by a carpet of fresh fallen snow. The latter laysmooth and unbroken. The air was cold but not bitingcold as lazy flakes floated down to add their mass. Themoonlight seemed amplified by the whiteness of every-thing. The trees were without leaves and the nakedbranches appeared covered in frosting.
I turned my head and there it was, exactly as I re-membered, Ruth�s house. The house was dark andquiet except for a smattering of yellow light that spilledout of Bobby�s bedroom window on the second floor atthe very rear of the house. I suspected that it was aboutmidnight or late enough that Bobby�s parents were al-ready in bed. I stood there quietly for quite a while, re-flective. There was a lot of furniture to move around inmy brain and I was still recovering from my earlierfright as I scanned the darkness once more for wildbeasts. There were none and my heart slowed notice-ably. I wouldn�t be here long; the chill was alreadyworking its way into my bones and refused to be ig-nored. My tee shirt was no protection at all.
Childhood memories that were fresher, strongerthan they had been just a few subjective minutes ear-lier crowded my consciousness. Impossible memoriesfrom an adulthood that had yet to happen reallyscrambled my teenager frame of reference. Like mostguys my age, that is my current age, there was some-thing romantic and exciting about the idea of being incombat, to be a marine leading his people in battle. Ac-tually battle itself, for I have seen considerable actionduring my service, was something best to be avoided. Ahorror that is never forgotten. Mel Granger�s bloodyhead rolling down the pavement like a soccer ball. Mel

Page - 22

POLYMORPH BY DEE DEE PERRI



Granger, my friend, a young man at the threshold ofhis life, abruptly turned into bloody rags. What was ro-mantic about that? Excitement fuelled by pure terror,addictive yes but also destructive. I realized at that verymoment that I had decided not to re-up. That waspretty funny, all things considered, I hadn�t even joinedthe service yet. I was a teenager again, eighteen, a kidstill in high school and no longer the combat hardenveteran of twenty- eight. And yet I was, a combat vetthat is, for the older me was every bit as real, as factualas that eighteen year old. It was very confusing.
I was a kid again, yes but my childhood had beenpure shit. No one in their right mind would knowinglyreturn to such a sordid past. Just this morning, sub-jectively of course, I�d punched out my step-father andfelt really good about beating up an old drunk, whatdid that say about the �good old days�, huh? Did I comeback to save Ruth? I wanted to believe that I had doneso for her sake but I suspected it was more my terror ofthe unknown, that fucking curse. Being female hadn�tbeen so bad but the idea that I�d be someone�s willingsex slave, to serve and obey, that had honestly set myteeth on edge.
I remembered my intense desire to be fucked, her de-sire I should say. Even now there was something decid-edly erotic about that memory. I tried to imagine whatexactly sex in that body would have been like but failedfor nothing had actually happened. There was still alingering hunger there, one that my teenaged self hadnever known... but now I knew. Whoa, that was oddconcept to integrate with my male memories. To havebreasts that wanted to be sucked and a pussy in eageranticipation of being exploited, I had actually experi-enced that and to be perfectly honest... that was prettycool. And then I remembered one more aspect of �her�,an aspect that seemed totally beyond my existing con-sciousness but one that was at the very core of her be-ing: babies. Hey I always thought kids would be oksome day with the right gal. I mean ok, right, not ex-actly like winning the Super Bowl or even a really neatcar. I don�t think men were meant to experience mater-nal instincts. It was kind�a like lust but on a differentplane. Getting off on a baby had to be some deeplywired brain thing that men just didn�t have, right?
I felt a growing helplessness, as a twisted abnormalcompulsion rose up inside me. I felt... the certainty of awell-fed, well-defined maternal urge, a desire that was
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as palpable as a teenaged boy�s desire to stick histhingy into a woman, the site and/or woman to benamed later. An alien desire that was no longer alien,an instinct upon which humanity�s existence ulti-mately depended: I wanted to be a mommy!
There wasn�t anything more female than that, right?Either that curse had really re-wired my brain or thatson-of-a-bitch Bobby had knowingly sent me back intime with that damned curse attached to my �soul� orwhatever. I guess it didn�t really matter which hypothe-sis was correct or maybe it did. Had he sent me back tobe his ever-loving sex slave? You know that would notbe entirely out of character with the Bobby I knew. For-ever the leader without followers except for yours truly,would not a vapid, sexy girly slave be just the thing forthat loser?
I looked up at that window as my guts rolled withuncertainty. Had I been set up or was it the older andwiser Bobby�s notion that I�d be more effective as a lovestruck calf sucking the younger Bobby�s cock. Onething was certain, I needed time, a lot of time, to thinkthings through. Being Bobby�s sex slave was not an op-tion on the table at this moment. Oh he would loveplaying the part of Master to be sure... Perhaps I wasbeing too paranoid. There wasn�t a lot of magic aroundnow, right. That is why Bobby opened the Gate in thefirst place, too little magic. So I was safe, right? Noturning into some hot babe with ultra-round heels, nomagic, no change.
Or was that the worse possible situation, I mean I al-ready missed those hooters, those restless puppies anda birth canal, womb etc & etc that made babies andgirly sex possible. My body was so entirely wrong forthe mind that was now my mind. A mind filled withmanly facts and an entirely feminine persona. It wouldbe downright impossible to make babies with theequipment I now had between my legs. I was decidedlytranssexual in the medical sense.
I called out into the quiet night my despair in thestrongest language my mouth would allow,�Golly-Gee-Wiz!�
�What�s that you said?�
My heart stopped after I turned around. It wasBobby coming across the lawn. The crunch of his feetin the snow and the obvious trail he created was testi-
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mony that this wasn�t that ghost creature but the realBobby. I waited for something to happen and if it didthat would certainly answered most of my questions.�Uh, um, nothing really.� It was a kid�s voice and notmy more familiar manly tone nor was it that of a supersexy lady just the pre-adult me.
�What the fuck are you doing here Lenny? I saw youstanding there. Some kind of lurker? Pervert PeepingTom? Huh?�
No explosion, nothing, so door number two wasempty. �Just hanging out.� And then I added, �I figuredmy old manmight still be up and about.� I knew I didn�thave to explain any more. My step dad used me for apunching bag all too often and that was commonknowledge.
�Cool,� he said and then shrugged his shoulders.�You want to come in or something?�
�Naw.�
�Fucking cold out here, I�m going back inside. Um...see you later Lenny.�
�Yeah, later.� I watched him walk away and testedmy emotions. Certainly no wild hungry loins, noneed-to-be-sucked titties but rather than being re-lieved I felt simply inadequate, incomplete. Did I findhim attractive? Not really though I did see him some-how differently, more aware that he was male? I thinkhad he shown sexual interest I would have respondedand that was certainly not like the old me. Passive-re-ceptive. Pretty safe combination if one is not a sexyyoung woman and the other a straight young male.
�Hey Bobby? Any chance I could get a soda or maybesomething warm to drink? And yeah, I think we need totalk.� I hurried after him.
He stopped and looked back at me as I ran acrossthe lawn. The look on his face grewmore andmore puz-zled. �You got a corn cob up your ass or what?�
I stopped, confused, �Huh?� I was breathless but notbecause of the short sprint across the lawn. I was al-ready aware that something was wrong. Maybe it hadbeen the way my hands had flapped from limp wristslike a baby bird try to fly or the way my knees kept hit-ting each other as my thighs slid against each other. I�d
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seen girls run that way and, of course, Tommy Voltswho was our local �fem-queer�. �Oh!� I stood therespeechless. That passive-receptive super mommy obvi-ously wasn�t all that well hidden.
�You�re pretending to be queer, right? Jesus FuckLenny, that�s just not cool, ok?�
I was cold now, really cold. As I crossed my arms andheld my biceps I must have assumed a very feminineposture. If I did, it certainly wasn�t deliberate. I think itunnerved Bobby. Me, his only pal, acting girly or ratherstill acting girly.
He gulped as he assumed a defensive posture. Headlowered, shoulders hunched slightly forward and fistsclinched. All of this was probably unconscious on hispart. �What the fuck is wrong with you?�
�That�s what we need to talk about,� I said now fullyaware that my speech pattern, the way I talked, had al-tered. It was the same throat, mouth, lips, yes. But theeffort rose more from the front of my mouth and muchless from the back. My speech tone was only slightlyhigher but it gave a curious �breathy� quality to thesound, softer and more rounded. Feminine.

~oOo~
If a sexual polymorph would readily assume the spe-cies of her potential mate, become whatever creaturenecessary, would she be the slightest bit choosy as tothe identity of that particular male? I don�t think so.Bobby might be nearly the last male a reasonable hu-man female might chose to mate with, but I wasn�t areasonable female and perhaps not really even human.A creature of magic living in a world without magic, acreature for whom normal existence could only beachieved by becoming pregnant, I would probably ac-cept any male. You might say, any port in a stormwould be my current motto. Well this storm would beone for the centuries were it experienced by humanitybut alas it was my very personal storm. Trapped in amale body with absolutely no reasonable hope of fullfilling the biological imperative, this baby machine hadno stop button and was otherwise very, very broken.
I don�t know whether it had been the cold or the factof the spatial separation in our initial encounter, but
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here in the warmth of the Fenton�s kitchen with Bobbysitting less than three feet away, the distance definedby the width of the kitchen table, my loins were throb-bing with every bit the intensity I�d experience withJoe-Joe. The problem was my equipment was so totallywrong for a passive-receptive sexual polymorph. Mydick was rock hard and there didn�t seem to be enoughroom in my pants for it and my balls. Where I anyoneother than what I was, I might have raped poor Bobbyor at least made a game attempt. If I was simply gay...well I wasn�t gay. The ultimate, magically enhancedsuper mommy could hardly be considered �gay� whiletrying to �attract� a mate. I could have said I want tohave sex with you or how about: I want to suck yourcock. But I wasn�t put together like that, ok? What partof �passive� would that be? He was supposed to lust af-ter me that�s the way the curse worked.
All I had was body language. My shoulders hunchedtogether creating as much cleavage as possible, whichwas none. My left hand worried and flipped at a strandof hair I�d captured, another common female tactic andthis time at least the hair was more adequate since itcame down almost to my shoulders. My right handfluttered about restlessly, stopping from time to time torest on some part of my body as to attract Bobby�s at-tention to that physical aspect. The latter was onlyqueer since it simply confirmed what was obvious, Iwas male. It was my eyes that were most effective. Theyhad �fuckme� written in capital letters or so I hoped andwith every opportunity I met Bobby�s gaze and in-stantly lowered my own, the ultimate �passive-recep-tive� signal: do with me as you please.
Bobby wasn�t oblivious to the messages I was send-ing but those signals of willful sexuality only seemed tomake him more and more uncomfortable. He pushedhis chair back and crossed his arm in a purely defen-sive posture. �I don�t know you anymore. This...� heflipped his hand in my direction, �isn�t you.�
This was the right moment to tell him about the fu-ture, opening Hell�s Gate and the rest. To deliver themessage I was sent to deliver and yet it would accom-plish nothing that was currently relevant to me. Talkabout a weird twist of fate, but at that moment I real-ized that I needed that Gate opened if I was ever to havea real life. Ok, whatever a real life was I wasn�t sure butmy life at this precise moment was not acceptable. Mycore being trapped in this male body was a kind of the
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ultimate horror. I had no idea of what to say or do,none.
�So this is a �coming out� thing huh, Lenny?� He wasfeeling sorry for himself that was evident in his face.Hardly a surprise, it was just Bobby being Bobby. Hewas probably afraid of being painted by the samebrush if word got out that I was gay. Considering allthat time that we had spent together, that would be asgood as calling him gay.
�Bobby it�s all about you,� I said and in a odd way Iwas being completely honest at a number of levels butof course he took the more literal explanation.
�You�re gay for me,� he said looking even more un-comfortable.
He wasn�t even close of course, what had Bobby�sghost said, a sexual polymorph was the ideal sex slave,well under the right conditions, pregnant to be entirelycorrect. The concept that had so disgusted me mereminutes earlier suddenly became a life raft, a transientsalvation. I now knew exactly what to say to Bobby andthe truth was it would be an honest statement. �Youare my master.�
Bobby�s eyes widened and he jerked back, �What!�
�I am your willing slave, Master. Do with me as youwish. I am totally yours to command.� I dropped downon to the floor and from under the table, reached for hislegs with my out stretched hands. He pulled back toavoid my attempt to grope him. I threw myself com-pletely prone and swiped at his feet this time but againhe danced away.
�Jesus Lenny, I think you need to get back on thosemeds.� His back was flat against the wall now, no moreroom to retreat and he looked terrified.
I didn�t follow, I just lay there prone on the floor andthen I began to sob uncontrollably. This was no act. Hewas my salvation or at least the only one I could imag-ine. Between sobs I cried out: �Master, take pity onyour poor slave.�
�You�re fucking scaring me Lenny. For Christ sakeget off the floor and... sit in that fucking chair.� Hejerked back along the wall as I scrambled to my feet asif he was afraid of physical contact with me.
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I push away the hair frommy face and swiping at thetears that continued to leak out. I curled into thatkitchen chair as if I were made of soft plastic, my everymovement feminine and servile. This was no act. Hav-ing accepted the role, it had become satisfyingly sex-ual. I looked up and briefly held his gaze before onceagain assuming a supplicant posture. I said nothingand just waited.
�You were actually fucking crying.� He said, nowsafely standing at the other end of the kitchen with hisback protected by the open door into the dining room,an open line of retreat if it were needed.
That was obvious and needed no response.
�What in the fuck do you want?�
The answer bloomed like a nuclear fireball in mymind. The answer was perfect: �I want to have yourbaby.�
The silence was deafening. I suspect that Bobby hadstopped breathing for the next thing I heard was hisdrawing in his breath. �You�re not fucking serious?That�s... impossible!�
I jerked my head up and fixated him with my eyes,�No, not impossible. In a few years you will be a greatwizard.�
That brought a smile to his face. �And you know thishow?�
�I�ve been there.�
He laughed, �In the future? And?�
�With the magic you release, I will be a beautifulwoman who will be forever yours to command, and wewill make babies together.�
He stood there stunned, his mouth open and hiseyes even more open. Finally he shook his head as if toclear the visions that now danced there, �Jesus Fuck,Lenny.�
�Master,� I responded.
�Whoa.� He said as he scratched his head. �Somefucking trip you�re on old pal.�
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~oOo~
Nothing happened that night, well nothing of a sex-ual nature between Bobby and me. I left a few minuteslater or rather Bobby escorted me to the front door withthe obvious message that I was to leave. I was in no po-sition to challenge his authority but to be honest theurge to do so was entirely absent. I really was his tocommand and I was surprisingly comfortable with thatfact. I would have done anything for him and nothingwas something.
He was thoughtful enough to give me a coat and pairof gloves for my journey back to my house so that saidsomething, right? I didn�t know what he had thought ofmy confession but I was certain that the idea that hewould become a powerful wizard in less than two yearsmust have hit him in his wheelhouse. Things are easierto believe when you want to believe them. And, exceptfor a few details, I�d been entirely honest. Not mention-ing that the future wizard would be trapped betweendimensions, well pardon me, but I really needed him toopen that Hell�s Gate. I certainly could not lie to him ifhe were to ask a direct question and I suspect thateventually he would, so no harm done.
Going back to my house and, by definition, to my oldman tonight should have been harder to do than it ap-parently was. If he was up, I�d take one to the chops,which was his favorite move. So what. He wasn�t goingto kill me and wasn�t likely to send me to the hospitaleither. Heck, I�d been three hundred days in combatover the last eight years. Naw it was silly to worry aboutsuch things. Besides, I was half floating off the ground.I was in love with Bobby Fenton and the world nowseemed delicious and yummy and Perryville was myown Disney Land in which only nice things can hap-pen.
Rather than sneaking in through the panty door orhiding in the garage, I floated in through the front doorand was then abruptly lifted clear off my feet, so muchfor floating. My stepfather apparently had been lurkingin the entryway, why, I had no idea. He got paranoid ona long drunk, and this was after all the end of the week-end, which was about as good a hypothesis as any, notthat it mattered. He was a big, powerful man with hardcalloused hands from all the years working in the milland he was in the process of killing me. Holding me by
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my throat, my feet dangling in the air, I couldn�tbreathe. My body went entirely limp, boneless but notfor the obvious reasons. The contact of his flesh on myflesh was the trigger. There wasn�t much un-bondedmagic in Perryville, leastwise not on this side of thetracks, but what was there had been drawn to mycurse. It probably sucked the region absolutely dry.Most likely had Bobby touched me something similarwould have happened but he hadn�t. Too bad forBobby.
It was like a powerful electromagnet had been ap-plied to my emotions. Those feeling I had for Bobby hadbeen abruptly erased. My old man would have beentruly shocked had he known the state of my mind as hewas slowly killing me. Changes were taking placeacross my body but certainly nothing like that whichhappened between me and Joe-Joe, modest changesbecause the level of energy available was simply inade-quate but the mental changes required no magic, itsimply reflected the creature I was. My old man wasmale and we were very much in contact, which pro-duced the obvious response; I was in love.
He let go of me and I flopped to the floor. �Fuck, itwas just you,� he said by way of an apology.
I groaned but it wasn�t from pain, my emotional re-action was intense.
�Damn you kid, quit clowning around. You ain�thurt.� And then he gave me a kick in the ribs beforestumbling down the hallway to his bedroom.
It was as close to a true masochistic experience thatI ever had, especially that painful kick that connectedwith my mind-blowing affection now fully attached tomy stepfather. I would have followed him to his bed-room and invited more of his attentions but that wasn�tmy style. Creepy when you think about it, but I was inroaring love. I laid there for the longest time enjoyingthe attention I had received. Yeah, I was seriously dam-aged goods.
I saw him entirely differently now: not as a mean, olddrunk. Heck he�d raised another man�s son as his owneven after being cuckolded and finally abandoned bymymother without so much as a thank you. He workedhard and made good money, ok? So he was a little bit-ter, he had a right to be. Did I see him as attractive?Hardly, but being a polymorph super woman, I wasn�t
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in the business of being selective. Lord knows had hebeen a literal rat and the magic sufficient, we�d be mak-ing little rats right now, ok?
I finally pulled myself together and got off the floor. Iwalked quietly past his door and paused and listenedto his cute snoring. I would find a way to make himhappy if it was the last thing I did.

~oOo~
I went to bed a changed man, I mean literally. I hadno idea of how changed I was until I stood over the toi-let bowl that evening to pee. I reached in to grab mycock and for a second I found my heart pounding in mychest, it wasn�t there. �Holy Heck! I swore with delightas I pulled my pants down. It was gone. I slipped myfingers though my sparse pubes looking for that spe-cial entrance where babies came from. Nothing. Just apee hole? And then I found it, or what was left of it. Thedamn thing was still there. The balls were definitelygone however.
I kicked off my pants and turned to examine my re-flection from the long mirror on the bathroom door. Itwas pretty cool. Shave those legs and they�d be supersexy. My dick was nicely hidden in my bush and overall one would be hard pressed to say that was the groinof a male. Turning to the side I could see a much-im-proved butt, round and wiggly. I hardly had to pull offmy tee shirt to realize that I was still without breasts. Istopped and returned to the toilet bowl. I squatted andurinated, the latter came out as a spray and was a lotmessier than when holding my dick in my hand, thelatter was impossible now. My dick was more like asensitive button than an organ for penetration. Nomore messy intrusion into my non-existent sex life.But I had to wonder exactly how that would affect mysexual reaction. Earlier tonight with Bobby, it had cen-tered in that organ and earlier, with Joe-Joe, in mypussy, right. Now I had almost nothing.
I went over to wash my hands in the sink and lookedat my face in the mirror. Nothing remarkable there wasmy first conclusion. It looked more feminine to be surebut I couldn�t actually see any specific changes. Overall a softer, rounder look, my lips a tad bigger perhapsbut that could just be wishful thinking. I tried to imag-
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ine that face with makeup properly applied but to behonest I had no such skills. I guess eventually I wouldhave to learn how to apply that stuff.
I was about to leave the bathroom when I picked upa pair of tweezers and began to thin out and reshapemy eyebrows. It was a painful process but it satisfiedsomething inside me, my inner woman.
I remember lying in my bed thinking that this hadbeen the longest day of my life. Punching out my stepfather more than ten years into the future and then ly-ing on the floor less than an hour ago wishing he�dmake love me. Well, still wishing.

~oOo~
I started to masturbate that night with my thumbrolling against my fat button like penis. Thank Godmost of the nerve endings were there at the head andnot at the shaft because there was no shaft. But then itwent from soft to mushy which was pretty odd sincesexual arousal always made my dick harder and lon-ger. If that wasn�t bad enough, it started to retreatdeeper and deeper inside me until I couldn�t touch iteven with my index finger shoved as deeply inside as itwould go. I pulled my finger out and sat there in frus-tration. And wouldn�t you know it, as my arousal de-cayed, that annoying little button re-appeared from itsrabbit hole. I started rubbing it again and just as itstarted to feel good, the damn thing started to pull backinside me again. Rather than finding sexual releasethis exercise only made me tenser. Damn.
Before I could get to sleep I knew I�d need to so some-thing. I found myself in the kitchen in front of the re-frigerator to be exact, looking for something superior tomy finger. My hand closed around a cucumber of mod-est proportions. It was long enough and thick enoughto be a penis, well more long and thick than mine hadever been. I carried it back to my bedroom thinking thiswas so wrong.
I�d found my lover at last. A bit on the cold side andsurely devoid of affection but tireless in his attentions.The tactile impressions were magnificent as long as Ididn�t rub too briskly. And when the little bugger beganits long retreat, unlike my finger, this homemade dildocould follow it down the rabbit hole. As I continued my
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stimulation, I returned to the imagery I�d held minutesearlier. It was my old man looming over me, beer gutand all. Odd but there wasn�t anything wrong with thatimage and a lot that was right. It wasn�t incest for Pete�ssake, we were not blood kin. His name was Edward andhis friends called him Eddy. I like Edward better. Ohyes Edward fuck me harder, I called out in my mind. Ofcourse I couldn�t have used the F-word after what thatghost had done to me. More likely I would call out: Ed-ward, more, more and harder, harder.
I jerked up with a start. �Gee-wiz!� That eight-inchpseudo prick was almost buried inside me. I had to digmy nails into that tough exterior of the cucumber togain sufficient traction and even then I was afraid Imight not get it out. I almost lost it then and there.Whatever sexual feeling that had been building hadfled from my mind. All I could think of was I got to getthis damn thing out of me. And then finally it broke freewith a slurpy, sucking sound. Air hissed out of mymouth as I fell back on my pillow in relief. I wasn�tabout to do that again.
Minutes later I inserted a finger inside my new open-ing and immediately found my penis, it being perhapsa quarter inch from the opening. A few seconds later itreappeared, flush with the surface of my body andcompletely hiding the fact that I had a pseudo-vagina.By this time I was wide awake and sleep seemed impos-sible. I got up. It was a little after three in the morning.

~oOo~
My Pa, Edward, was an old man even by the stan-dards of my twenty- eight year old frame of reference.At fifty-two he wouldn�t be anywhere near as sexuallyresponsive as say I was at twenty- eight not that mybody was twenty- eight any longer. If you throw in hisexcessive drinking, well to be honest he might have se-rious trouble just getting it up. So as a candidate forsome serious seduction he might be a hard nut tocrack. I couldn�t remember when he had last dated. Itwas certainly before his drinking had become excessivesome six-seven years ago. Edward, my Edward wouldbe no Don Juan.
Which raises the question, why bother? It was thenature of the curse. When I was connected to Bobby,
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the world seemed to revolve around Bobby. But afterlast night, Edward had utterly displace Bobby. Com-pletely. Don�t get me wrong, I remember everythingthat had happened between me and Bobby and espe-cially how he made me feel, like I was floating in theclouds. So there was nothing like a memory problemhere. The ghost of Bobby had said I was the perfect �sexslave� but what he had not said was that I had no guid-ing light. I was as committed as a gal could be to herguy unless another guy came along. To put it bluntly, Iwas potentially the worst slut in history unless some-one made me pregnant. My commitment was total butalas very, very transient. What was the old expression,I was in love with the one I was near... whomever thatwas. I knew that, ok? I�m not stupid. But knowing anddoing were entirely different universes, passive-reces-sive, remember.
I was madly in love with the greatest monster I hadever known, and it just didn�t make any difference. Soback to the real challenge: getting Edward to love me asmuch as I loved him. And for however long he and Ilived I would be his. Heavy.
Ok, aside from his age there were a few other �prob-lems�, like I was male, for starters. It was kind of impor-tant that he accept me as female, I mean that was a nobrainer. And second, even though I was his stepson orstepdaughter, He wasn�t really kin. The problem wasafter nearly sixteen years playing �daddy� it might behard to shift his point of view, right?
Like another old saying, the way to a man�s heartwas through his stomach was doubly relevant in thissituation. I decided to be the best wife Edward couldhave and then, eventually, I might become his lover.Sounds like a tough assignment but as an old marine I,for one, looked forward to the challenge. Besides, therewas no other game in town. Aren�t curses swell?
I�d spent more than two hours cleaning up thekitchen. The easy part was the pots and pans. The floorwas freshly mopped, the counter tops and kitchen ta-ble clean and freshly oiled. Not that I expected Edwardto notice. Almost a decade in the Marines had taughtme the advantages of a clean and orderly existence oras they say, don�t shit where you eat.
I waited until I heard Edward leave the bathroom be-fore putting in the bread to be toasted. The bacon was
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nearly done as I started the eggs, scrambled as he likedthem. When was the last time I�d gotten up before dawnto cook breakfast for my old man, try zero. It wouldnever have occurred to a eighteen year old to do such athing or at least it had never occurred to me in my pre-vious existence.
I made a mean cup of coffee, which was the firstthing I handed him as he entered the kitchen. I wascertain that the smell of bacon would draw him in andit had of course. �Here Daddy.� Daddy, when was thelast time I called him that? Before middle school atleast. From the look on his face I could have called himshit-bait and he wouldn�t have heard.
His eyes were wide and immediately became suspi-cious. �What the fuck is going on?�
�Try it, you�ll like it. The coffee, Daddy.�
�Um...� He sipped some and then looked at me insurprise, �You made this?�
�Sit, sit,� I said pulling back his chair before hurry-ing back to the stove and scooping up the eggs and ba-con before returning the full plate and plopping it downbefore him.
�If it is about joining the Marines, the answer is stillno.�
He didn�t look at me as I put the freshly butteredtoast down on his plate, he was too busy eating.Drunks by and large seldom have healthy dietary hab-its. And I was certain his entire attention was focusedon the food. It was a good thing too, for I didn�t want aconfrontation this morning and I had every reason tobelieve that such was utterly possible. If he had lookedat me, I mean really looked, questions would follow.Questions I wasn�t ready to answer. I need to build upsome bonus points before we went down that particu-lar road.
I disappeared into the hallway and called back, �I gotto get ready for school, Daddy. I�ll clean up later, ok?�
I didn�t wait for an answer as I hurried for the safetyof my room. Now with my back resting against theclosed bedroom door I let out a long sigh of relief.Plucking my eyebrows last night had to have been justabout the dumbest thing I�d ever done. One look at my
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face this morning just before I started breakfast and Iknew that my Edward would have had kittens. Be-tween the subtle changes the magic had worked andmy own effort with my eyebrows, my face was entirelytoo feminine to pass unnoticed. Oh sure eventuallythat was a good thing, a very good thing to be sure, butnot before I could prove to him that I could take care ofhim and the house. I wanted him to feel that having mearound was essential to his existence. Me, carrying myweight, heck, it was the right thing to do anyhow for theman I loved.
And then there was this thing about my ass. I knew Ihad filled out last night rather dramatically but when Iput on a fresh pair of jeans this morning, I had suc-ceeded only after great effort. Ok, so I looked terrific inthose super tight jeans but Edward and I weren�t thereyet.
I waited until I heard Edward�s car drive off beforeleaving my room. I wasn�t going to school today. Notonly did I not have time for that bullshit, for I plannedto clean the whole house, do laundry and prepare afantastic dinner for my man, I had no desire to do any-thing else. I was already old enough to drop out as I didbefore, except this time it would be a couple of monthsearlier. Unlike the last time it wouldn�t be the marinesthat I�d join. If I couldn�t make babies we could surelyadopt some. I realized that my goal wasn�t exactly real-istic but did I have a choice? None what so ever, it wasMommy time and it was only a few minutes before mid-night. My biological clock was ticking so loud nothingelse mattered. Ok, that was just my curse talking.

~oOo~
I never worked so long nor so hard in my life, seri-ously housework can be strenuous. It was a decade of�Spring Cleaning� all rolled into one short day. ThankGod Edward had an hour drive to and from work, theextra time was necessary. And I was working at triplespeed for I had a very finite window in which to work,five P.M. and not a moment later. The bathroom was byfar the greatest challenge, the buildup of mildew andsoap and stuff to horrid to think about was awesome. Alot of elbow grease with only short breaks to do anotherload of laundry or peel potatoes. Ten years of takingcare of myself taught me a lot about cooking, as long as
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the dinner was meat and potatoes or potatoes andmeat. I could make a killer pot roast and my mashedpotatoes were to die for. The secret of the latter was lotsand lots of butter and sour cream in the mash. Anyhowmy old man wasn�t exactly a gourmet.
Of course I hadn�t slept last night so I was runningon emergency power and by noon was seriously ques-tioning whether or not I could pull this off. I was in thekitchen putting the potatoes on to boil when Bobbycalled.
�Hey,� he said.
Hey yourself, I thought but said nothing. I was ex-hausted. I cradled the phone against my shoulder andpoured a cup of coffee for myself before setting down bythe kitchen table. The sound of his voice had donenothing to me emotionally and frankly that was relief. Iwas afraid if he asked me to jump I�d reply... how high.Apparently that wasn�t going to happen.
�You still there?� He asked with concern in his voice.
�Yeah Bobby.� My voice was deliberately flat, un-emotional.
�You aren�t at school today.�
�Golly, I hadn�t noticed.� And then I grunted, �Istayed home to help my old man out.� And then addedsnidely, �If that�s all right with you.�
�So that stuff you said last night was just shit,right?�
�Mostly,� I lied.
�Mostly?�
�I�m queerer than a designer of women�s panties.�The silence on the other line was deafening.
Finally after a long pause he said, �Oh.�
�Not to worry honey,� I replied adding as much sugarin my voice as I could, �I already got another lover soyou�re off the hook.�
�Jesus H. Christ! Who?�
�Edward.�
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�Who?�
�My step-father, but he doesn�t know it yet.�
�Lenny... you�re one really sick... freak!� And thenthe connection was broken.
I put the phone back and returned to work morethan a little satisfied. I had been worried about Bobby�spotential effect on me. I hadn�t become some simperingslave to his manly ambitions, at least not to the meresound of his voice. I really wanted this �thing� betweenme and Edward to work out, no, I was passionatelycommitted to this end. I also felt liberated when I con-fessed my love for Edward. In fact I would have willingyelled that truth from the highest hill top for the wholeworld to hear. But that�s just how love is, right?

~oOo~
By four o�clock all was on schedule with an hour tospare. The house not only looked clean, it smelledclean. Fresh sheets on the bed, clean towels in thesparkling bathroom. The air was filled with the aromaof pot roast slowly cooking in the crock pot. I�d donegood. So why did I feel so anxious?
Obviously I wanted this to go smoothly. What I reallywanted to do was to go up to the attic and go throughsome of my Mom�s old clothes. She left a lot behindwhen she took off. Needless to say Edward must havespoiled her terribly for her clothes were of a higherquality than one would expect for a mere mill worker�swife, not that it had done Edward much good. Reallynice clothes never go out of date and styles have a ten-dency to run in cycles. There was one little black cock-tail dress in particular, your basic black dress, thatwould look charming on me. Or maybe not, who was Ikidding, a low cut dress and me with no breasts? Any-how, my old man would kill me first and then ask ques-tions later. That dress or any dress on yours truly wasnot on my duty roster for tonight.
I knew why I was really anxious. Unlike this morn-ing, I couldn�t just serve him and then hide in my room,which meant that sooner or later we would be eye-ballto eye-ball and he�d have to see what I did to my eye-brows. Heck that was almost worse than greeting himat the door with lipstick slathered on my lips, I couldn�t
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wash off my plucked eyebrows nor reattached thosehairs.
As the time for Edward to come home approach myanxiety switched to the more immediate concern, whatif he stopped at a bar? The latter fear became reality asfive o�clock became six-thirty and then seven. Alone Iate and then cleaned up. The roast remained in thecrock pot turned down to warm and the fixings wentinto the refrigerator. The fragrant odor of pot roastwould fill the evening air and when Edward camehome, which he would eventually, he would know whatI had done for him. It would be a sweet and very smallvictory. The faithful wife and the errant husband.
I was asleep before eight, exhausted by the longestforty plus hours of my life. The marine sergeant, the�Gunny� was now merely memories of a life not lived, ofa man that no longer existed... had never existed.

~oOo~
I was in the kitchen around five-thirty the nextmorning making breakfast, again eggs and bacon,when I heard Edward yell upon entering the bathroom.It certainly wasn�t what I expected, you know like: youdid a good job Lenny?
�You cut school yesterday! he yelled again as hestormed into the kitchen wearing nothing more thanhis jockey shorts. His eyes were on fire.
What could I say? Nothing. I felt my legs grow weakas I waited for the physical abuse. I cringed away fromthe stove.
He stopped, his eyes switched from anger to that ofsurprise. �What the fuck happened to your face?�
�Huh?�
�Don�t huh me.� He kept staring at me and then heseemed to shrink noticeably, certainly his anger wasunder control for his hands were no longer clenchedand the red bloom was receding back down his neck.He looked toward the stove with the food being cookedand then looked over his shoulder toward the cleandining area and the revitalized living room beyond be-fore looking back at me. �You�re a fucking pansy, is
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that what you are trying to say, huh? Not just queerbut a swish?�
I wasn�t about to die, not at this moment and thatwas comforting. I noddedmy head �yes� and let my bodydrop into its natural feminine defensive posture witharms crossed and shoulders drawn inwardly. I didn�ttry to return his gaze but kept my eyes lowered.
I heard him take a seat at the kitchen table and thenin a surprisingly moderated tone of voice say, �Are yougoing to burn those eggs or what?�
He didn�t look at me while he ate but he did talk be-tween mouthfuls of food. �Look if it makes you feel anybetter I appreciated what you did, ok. I haven�t slept onfresh sheets since God-only-knows when.� He was si-lent for a few seconds before he continued, �You knowwe had a guy at the mill years ago that was a sissyqueer, anyhow he was that way; always wanting thingsclean and neat. Heck, maybe there is a place in thisworld for people like you. You want to play house, fine.�And then he looked up at me and fixed me with hisstare. �But if you want to stay in this house, you stay inschool. Got me?�
�But Daddy, I�m eighteen.�
�I don�t care if you are free, white and twenty-one,understand, my house, my rules. You want differentrules find a different house.�
I nodded. It was useless to argue.
�You got a boy friend?�
I lied, �Um, not yet.�
�When you do, keep him the fuck away from me, un-derstand. Do whatever you do when I�m not here.� Heeased back in the chair having finally finished his foodbut still working on his coffee. �I guess I�m being tooharsh, ok? I�d rather meet your boy friend than havingyou two sneak around behind my back. And um, youknow your mother never kept this place so... swell. Imean you�ll make someone a good wife.�
That last statement made me grin from ear to ear.Little did he know, that was exactly what I wanted tobe. Of course he would be shocked if he knew my realintensions, to be his wife.
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When he left to get ready for work and while I wascleaning up the kitchen I had plenty of time to think.For starters things had gone better than I had reasonto expect. I would no longer have to hide my femininityand that was a major weight off my shoulders. And yes,it wouldn�t take long before he became adjusted to mywifely services.
Oh yes, if he thought I was �girly� now he hadn�t seenanything yet. And if he eventually accepted me as fe-male was not the goal nearly in sight?

Chapter 3
I arrived at school earlier than usual, more than fif-teen minutes before the front doors would be unlocked.A lot of the kids were already there. This was the�see-me-watch-you� time. The girls forming tight littlecolorful clusters and the guys looser and decidedly lesscolorful tribes. There were a few couples to be sure ofthe boy-girl variety but most of the kids remainedbonded to a same sex group. I wasn�t one of them now,in spite of my eighteen-year-old body, my social indexwas decidedly adult. Ten years in the Marine Corp wasmore than enough time to resolve teenage social issuesand frankly my feminine personal was decidedly moremature, set upon making babies now and not in someremote future. Those girls were not my peers thoughsome were probably already sexually active nor was I amember of the male sex by any reasonable stretch ofimagination. I was a magical creature in a land of mun-dane beings and therefore peerless.
I hung back near the very edge of the gathering andthat was normal. I looked around for Bobby but if hewas here I couldn�t see him. To be entirely honest, afterthe phone call yesterday and the evening chat we hadthe night before, I�d be very surprised if he saunteredup to me here and now. At the moment, Bobby was aleader without any followers. I wondered how he likedthem apples.
It was cold and I was wearing that jacket and glovesBobby had loaned me and I was still cold. I crossed myarms and gripped my shoulders as if hugging myself,which seemed natural enough. I wasn�t the only onedoing so but I was the only �apparent� male thus posi-
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tioned. Obviously there were gender differences evenwhen it came to conserving body heat. Anyhowabruptly there was a movement among the �green andtan� group, green and tan being the school colors andgreen and tan jackets belonged to the jocks who ruledthis particular turf. I would have been safer had I stoodat one of the side doors into the school where loserswaited. I was not among my social equals.
There is a lot of concern today about bullies, kidpicking on other kids. I for one think that such behav-ior, ugly as it is might be is actually natural, kind�ahardwired in the brain. Wolves form packs much asteenagers do, but a deformed wolf, an abnormal mem-ber of a pack is often culled out, literally killed or atleast driven away by the healthier pack members. Ithink something like that was about to happen rightnow as two jocks split away from their pack andheaded directly toward yours truly.
There was time to retreat, plenty of time, since nei-ther male was apparently eager for this mandatoryconfrontation. With the current school policies theycould get into a lot of trouble if they were seen kickingmy ass and yet such an assault was almost requiredand could result in a loss of face in their tribe if theyfailed to do something. By not retreating I was forcingthem into a face-to-face encounter.
I hadn�t suddenly become excessively brave nor fool-hardy but as the bigger and more dominate member ofthis jock squad, this two man killer team, loomed everlarger and larger in my eyes, I felt the sweet slurp oftransformational romance, love at first sight. Godknows Lew Denton was a hunk. I mean it took magic tomake me want Edward in a sexual way but Lew? Whatpart of square jaws and glowering thick Neanderthaleyebrows didn�t scream out that here was a virile,healthy male? Oh there was murder in those eyes andpotential death in those knotted fists but what a lovelyway to die.
The cold was now but a distant memory as my armsdropped and dangled at my side for a moment. In an-other instant both my hands were busy flipping fromhere to there as if primping before a mirror. He was inmy face a few seconds later. I could even feel his breathon my forehead, oh my. He grabbed me by my shoul-ders in a most hurtful manner and was shouting some-thing about queers and began to shake me. Oh it was
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lovely. I didn�t really care what he did as long as he con-tinued to give me his undivided attention. I was bone-less now, giving myself up utterly to his manly power.And then abruptly it ended, that delicious contactwithout even a kiss.
He had thrown me to the ground. I lay there facedown on the cement for a moment before rolling overon my back. I spread my legs apart as if to invite entrythough I felt no all-consuming passion. No mobile,hungry vagina like I had with Joe-Joe or a rock harderection like I had with Bobby was present to give pur-pose to my sexual desires. My current groin was but aconfused entity neither a real penis nor a real vaginaand incapable of a meaningful expression of lust. Andin that there was also freedom from pure lust. I was inlove, which was a feeling from a much higher plane ofexistence.
Lew continued to glare down at me as I returned hisglare with that softer passion. Like it says in the Bible, Iwas ready to turn the other cheek or as many cheeks asI had including my butt cheeks. Love wins out over allother forces. I lay there smiling with my mouth andeyes, eager for his continued attentions. A soft, vibrantpurr issued from my throat, there could be no questionof my emotional state.
Lew�s frown dissolved into confusion and confusioninto panic. He knew damn well that I wanted him. ThatI showed no fear, no distress, unmanned him as surelyas if it had been me that had thrown him to the ground.He muttered something really quite horrible and meanbefore backing away.
I said, �I would love to,� in reply to his promise to giveme his cock and I wasn�t particular about how hewould do that though shoving it up my ass was surelyonly one of many, many interesting possibilities.
I pushed myself up into a sitting position. I wanted,desperately, to call out to him. I wanted him here, withme and not in that damn school. Of course I did noth-ing of the kind as I pulled myself together and finallystood. There was no hiding my emergent femininity as Irose like Venus from the sea. All faces were turned inmy direction for a long moment, perhaps for the entireperiod of my lovely encounter with Lew. But now as Ireturned their gaze they recoiled, retreated from myeyes and once again returned their attentions to any-
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one or anything but me. I was once again a non-personor perhaps not.
I had switched again. No thoughts of Bobby or Ed-ward entered my mind. There was only Lew. That big,strong and so utterly male animal had to be mine for Iwas already his, now and forever. I was his bitch and Ineeded only air to survive for love filled all my otherneeds.
Apparently my contact with Lew had been so intensethat I hadn�t detected the movement of random,un-bonded magic. My jeans, which had been so verytight on me before, were tighter still especially in thehips, which were no longer boyishly narrow. My waistwas noticeably higher, well above my belt line and pos-sibly smaller but I had no way of knowing whether thatwas real or just an illusion created by my delightfulwomanly hips. I rested one hand on my newly createdcontour. If I continued to babe up, Lew would be mineeventually.
I licked fuller lips and flicked my longer hair out ofmy face. There had been magic at my dad�s place andobviously some here at school. Where else? The answerwas as plain as the nose on Lew�s face, behind Bobby�shouse, where the Hell�s Gate would eventually beopened. Ok, I didn�t know that for a fact but... I turnedand headed into the school, it was almost time for thelast bell. It would be a long day in school but knowingthat Lew was there, somewhere, right now made it theonly place I wanted to be. I allowed my walk to take fulladvantage of my new and improved hips, walkingtoe-heel-toe-heel produced a lovely rolling motion. Toodamn bad I didn�t have tits!

~oOo~
And I avoided school yesterday? Had I only known.Oh thank you God, thank you, thank you! Homeroomwas like a holding cell where the teacher took atten-dance and made some announcements. Mostly noth-ing happened. Twenty minutes of dead time before firstperiod. Not today, not for me. My seat was in the backof the classroom where most of the dead beats and los-ers sat. Mr. Marks, our homeroom teacher, wasn�t bigon seating assignments based on the alphabet.
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I�d come in just under the bell and hurried to myseat. I was probably wiggling like a stripper on speedbut actually I was high on a natural dopamine that iscommon to someone in love. The world could get nobetter and then it did. I curled into my seat much like agal might present her butt to a insistent lover and thenwiggled as if he were inserting his thingy inside me andI was helping my imaginary lover complete this union.And there was Frank Smith, big ears and all, halfturned around and staring back at me like I�d justlanded from Mars. I didn�t need Lew at all. I flutteredmy lashes and all but blew him a kiss. Like I said I wasway, way over the top by this time and Frank was sud-denly the very center of my universe. It was like Lewhad got my engine running and Frank had claimed thedriver�s seat.
�Lenny?� He said in a hoarse whisper, �What�s gotinto you?�
I wanted to say: You, I hope, you big eared sex ma-chine. But that was still a bar too high. Thank God Ididn�t say that. Gary with the thick-framed glasses whosat immediately to my right and who was hardly a fewinches away was staring at me, his eyes all agog. Ofcourse I returned his stare: Joe-Joe, Bobby, Edward,Lew, and now Frank... all gone. I felt the sunshine onmy face. My heart ached for his touch. I�m sure I madea mewing sound that came from deep in my throat asour gaze met.
�Gosh Lenny, you�re... pretty.�
That was the nicest thing anyone had said to mesince I became a sexual polymorph. I was breathless.Pretty? Oh sweet joy, at last. Of all the men in the worldGary was the lucky winner. First thing after school, I�dshow Gary what this pretty polymorph could do for hismanhood.
Well I didn�t, of course, do anything to Gary afterschool that day. By the end of second period, Gary wasbut a name on a very long and growing list of names. Ithad been emotionally draining. I�m pretty sure a sexualpolymorph gets laid and then pregnant in a few min-utes, well I mean in a world where there is sufficientmagic to service her needs, to make her complete. Butthis endless cycle of discovery and submission, thisenormous furnace of unrequited love was burning meout.
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I snuck out one of the side doors between secondand third period. I needed a breath of fresh air andsome personal space. And then I realized that I neededmore than that. I kept the gym building between meand the school itself. I was cutting out and that wasthat. Escaping from what was growing into my ownpersonal Hell.
As I came around the last corner with freedom only afew feet away, I collided with Tommy �fucking� Volt.Perryville�s own want-a-be drag queen and I tangled to-gether on the ground and I waited for the inevitable re-action. Nothing happened.
She said, �I wanted to meet up with you but...� shestarted to giggle as she and I sorted each other out.
Her laugh was infectious for in a moment I was gig-gling too. Finally silence descended between the two ofus. We were sitting on the ground next to each other,touching actually, and there was no incipient sexualityin the air, leastwise not that I could feel. Finally I brokethe silence, �Tommy, right?� We had never really metand that was a reasonable thing considering I had beenstraight and Tommy was way, way over the girly top.
�Pleased, I�m sure,� she said holding out her handpalm down and fingers slightly curled as if expectingme to kiss her knuckles.
That I took her fingers and lightly brushed my lipsacross her hand had brought forth a delighted giggle.
�No shit,� she said looking at her hand and then atme, �Nobody ever did that for me before.� She let herhand drop into her lap as she cocked her head and ex-aminedmy face. �I saw you in action today. My God youwere magnificent.�
Magnificent? �You really think so.� I grinned, �WellI�m kind of new at this.�
�New? You�re a natural Lenny.�
�So you know my name.�
She laughed, �Not before today I didn�t. Everybodywas talking about you though. I just had to see for my-self.�
�And?�
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�You and me Lenny are going to be best friends.�
�You know, that seems like a swell idea.�
She frown, �Um... you wouldn�t be that guy thathangs out with the nut-psycho in the black rain coat...um...�
�Bobby Fenton, yeah, guilty.�
�Jesus! Where did you get all the fucking hormones.�
�Hormones?�
�Nobody just gets that way, ok? Your folks must bepretty loaded, I mean that shit is expensive.� Shelooked pensive for a few moments and then added,�Sure must be nice to have supportive parents.�
I looked at her realizing what her life must be likeand how �lucky� I was being magical and all. �Wrong onboth counts, my step dad works in a mill over in Can-ton and my mom left us when I was just a little kid.�
She reached out and touched my arm and gave it alittle squeeze. �So it hasn�t been easy for you either.�
�I think my Pa is starting to come around, just a lit-tle,� I said. �He asked me if I was �swish� and I said yesbut he�s not ready to see me all dressed up. I need togive him time.�
�But would you like too, get all dressed up I mean?�
I hadn�t really thought about it and I sure didn�tknow the first thing about this aspect of being a realgirl. �Could you teach me about makeup?�
�Seriously?� And then she giggle, �Let�s go honey.�

~oOo~
I never understood women and clothes, leastwisenot as a male. Even the last few days as a woman, inmind if not precisely in body, hadn�t really changedthat void in my awareness. That morning up in the at-tic with Tommy and my mom�s old clothes changed allof that. First of all, Tommy�s excitement over this trea-sure trove was infectious. I found myself almost as
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giddy as she was but I really wasn�t in on the secret asyet. You see clothes are in themselves magical in amundane sort of way. Depending upon what you wore,one could literally transform one�s image. Some clotheswere more magical than others but nothing was astransformative as the right pair of shoes. I didn�t recog-nize this instantly but when Tommy slipped into thosestiletto heels, everything about her was different. Itwasn�t just the tilt of her butt, now more elevated, orthe phony appearance of longer, sexier legs, but the re-strictions upon her every movement, the precariousbalance achieved shouted woman.
But that was but my first introduction to the magic.The undergarments, panties and bras, slips and ny-lons, sang a melody against my skin that my old jockeyshorts had never accomplished. It was almost sinful, akind of sexual stimulation that bordered upon actualmasturbation.
And speaking of beating the one eyed monk, it waswhile I prepared to slip into my first pair of panties thatTommy discovered my real secret. Her first reactionwas that I was a girl. Not that that was bad in itself butthat I had lied or worse that I was playing some kind ofmalicious joke on her at her expense. I grabbed herarm as she turned to flee down the ladder and out ofthe attic, �Seriously, Tommy I do have a penis. Ok? It�sjust very, very small. Look.� I parted my public hair sothat she could see my button.
She gave it a long side way glance and then her curi-osity got the better of her. �Can I?� She said. I didn�thave to answer as she knelt down in front of me andgave it a poke. She didn�t say anything for a few sec-onds but then looked up at me. �So you�re a hermaph-rodite or something.�
I pulled up my panties and replied, �Or something. Iwasn�t born this way. Heck I had a pretty ordinary dickjust two days ago.�
�No way.�
�Way.�
She was shaking her head, she just wasn�t buying it.�And balls too?�
�Yep, two to be exact. Look I can�t explain what Idon�t understand. Its magic see.�
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Her eyes got really big, �I could sure go for some ofthat only I wouldn�t go for no stubby little dick.�
We both laughed, �I had a real vagina for a fewhours.�
�Now you really are shitting me.�
�It�s kind of a long story, Tommy.�
Her eyes were sparkling as she sat down on the floorbeside me. I could see the hope in her eyes and thatwas sad. We wanted the same thing, to be completewomen. It wasn�t going to happen, at least I didn�t seehow it could. My curse happened ten years into the fu-ture, a future with lots and lots of stuff called magic.�I�d just come back from the Middle East, Tommy. I wasa Marine sergeant on leave and the year wastwenty-fourteen.�

~oOo~
I�m not saying that Tommy believed my story asmuch as she wanted to believe it. We bonded as sistersmore than as mere girl friends that morning. For me itwas really cool having her as a sister. And it was funnybut sharing my story with her had taken some of theload off my back as well.
I don�t think that she wanted to be a sexualpolymorph, there was just too much baggage in thatcurse. The whole sex-slave thing was simply Medieval.I couldn�t agree more with her. As to the mommy insideme, well she got a little teary eyed at that. So I sus-pected that she too had a mommy inside her.
I was surprised that she had thought of me as a po-tential sex partner. That is until she saw my groin. Yousee a nice cock and balls was something she could ap-preciate, just not the ones between her own legs. Andno, she didn�t get off having her cock sucked. She�drather pretend that �thing� didn�t exist.
I admitted to her that I never once thought of her asa possible lover. But before she could respond becausethat statement could easily be taken the wrong way Iadded, �Because I knew immediately you were a realwoman.� That seemed to placate her hurt feelings. Butthe truth was I was being totally honest as if my curse
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let me discover a bigger secret: being male or femalewas more than the sum of the plumbing between one�slegs.
It was mid-afternoon before I got my first lesson onthe application of makeup. And talk about magic, thegirl that fluttered her mascara leavened lashes back atme from the mirror was drop dead sexy. Notice I didn�tsay beautiful. I was fairly sure that I�d never have a facethat would launch a thousand ships but then werefaces all that important? I think women thought so buthaving been a male for twenty- eight years, I didn�t. Myass, hips and waist were to die for and in that Tommyagreed.
I would kill for a great set of tits, that�s all I reallyneeded now. Their absence made a mockery of that lit-tle black dress. It was so me and yet empty or so itseemed. A bra with rolled up socks inside provided theillusion of something of substance there but havinghad a sweet pair of breasts for a few hours, I felt theirintolerable absence. And of course there was no cleav-age and it was the latter which would have made thatcocktail dress such a potent dick magnet. And thatstray though made me laugh.
�What?� Said Tommy as she pushed me aside to gainmore room in front of the mirror.
�Nothing.�
�What?�
�I was thinking what it would be like to be a dickmagnet.�
She snorted and gave me an elbow as she made thelast invisible adjustments to her hair.
For a biological male she looked great, ok? I mean Isaw her naked and she had absolutely no resources todraw upon, she was just a skinny guy with a dick.What she did with clothing andmakeup was simply be-yond belief. Like my breasts, she was all illusion. Andyet, sadly, no illusion at all. This really was her. �Youready?� I was concerned about the time. I didn�t wantto be here when my old man got home. Go figure. Notbeing �in love� with him at the moment allowed me topicture him as he really was, an old, mean drunk.
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It was a long three-block walk from my old man�shouse to Tommy�s place. I had my Pa�s old trench coaton over my gorgeous black dress, else I would havefrozen solid to be sure. I was carry my high heels in onehand and had an old pair of sneakers on my feet for themoment so I wasn�t fully �in drag�. The latter wasTommy�s idea having watched me flounder around thehouse in those same heels. The feel of nylon slidingagainst nylon was a delightful but novel experience tobe sure. Tommy hadn�t let me in on what we were goingto do tonight, but I was content to let her take the leadon my first outing.
She was in and out of her house in a flash carrying aset of car keys, only stopping to replace her boy coatwith one that probably belonged to her mother. �Thatwas fast,� I said as she started the engine and rippedthe car into reverse.
�My old man,� she laughed but it was a sad sort oflaugh, �shits bricks when he sees me like this.�
�But he still lets you use his car?�
�Hell no.� She said as she floored the accelerator.
I looked back and I saw a middle aged man now inthe street shaking his fist in our direction. �You goingto catch heck for this?�
She laughed, �No shit. But it will be worth it.�
�Where are we going?�
�You�ll know soon enough honey.�

~oOo~
�NO!� I yelled as Tommy turned on to EllsworthStreet. There were no bars or restaurants on thatstreet, just homes and one home in particular. �This isabout Bobby Fenton, isn�t it?�
She gave me a brief glance. �He�s the dude that�sturned you into a real woman, right?�
�Yeah, what part of ten years in the future didn�t youunderstand?�

Page - 54

POLYMORPH BY DEE DEE PERRI



�You said it yourself, he is already weird on magic,right?�
�He�s no wizard yet Tommy. And he seriously freakedout when I came on to him the other night. Man what�she going to do if he sees me like this?�
She laughed, �See you like this? Trust me, he will seetwo over the top fantastic dames. Guy�s got dicks forbrains or don�t you remember that. His dick will say,gosh it might be a fun night after all.�
I rolled my eyes. Two women wearing cocktaildresses just show up at his door, how was that going towork. �And that�s your plan, golly-gee-wiz!� I swore. Isure needed the F-word right now.
�We�re going to have a little car problem, that�s all.�
�Car problem.� I sighed.
�Once inside we�ll see how it goes. Um car problemand a wrong address that should work. Besides neitherof us looks like teenagers, ok? Five years older, easily.�
�Ok, I�ll tell you exactly what will happen. We showup and his mother comes to the door. Bobby will prob-ably stay in his room jerking off. Look Tommy if youwant to meet Bobby so badly, get him at school.�
�Um, what�s wrong with that picture?� she laughed,�Hi I�m Tommy the fem-queer and I�m just dying to getto know you. I don�t think so Lenny. Um, that brings upanother issue. Tonight you call me Brandy, ok?�
�Brandy?�
�It�s got a sexy quality to it.�
�Like stripper or whore?�
�Jesus, don�t crap on my parade. With that big ass ofyours, you got to have a big ass girly name.�
�Big ass,� I grumbled.
�Like Hilda.�
I groaned, �How about Sissy, somehow that fits.�
�Perfect.�
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�No, I was just kidding. I just meant that here we aretwo biological guys in dresses and that�s kind of sissy,you know.�
�Oh brother, you need to adjust your attitude. Weare as we appear to be, one and the same.�
There was more than a little truth in that. I, for one,felt more complete at this moment than I had sincetraveling down time. �If this is going to work...�
�It will work, Sissy.�
�What I mean is...�
�Yes?�
�Let me take the lead, ok. I�ll talk and you just goalong with me and for Pete�s sake, keep that coat onuntil I get us past Mrs. Fenton.� If I get past my dearRuth, I mused. If anybody could see through this dis-guise it would be her. �And we got to ditch these heels,there is no way she is going to let a pair of over dressedhotties up into her son�s room.� As we pulled up next tothe Fenton house I said, �Hold it.�
�What, you can�t chicken out now.�
�No, Ruth�s car is gone.�
�And that mean what, sugar?�
�It�s going to be a lot easier than I thought. Keep yourheels on and drop that coat as soon as we get inside.�

~oOo~
I didn�t bother to knock, I just turned the knob andpushed the front door open. Tommy or rather Brandygave me a sharp quizzical look. She didn�t understand.I knew better than to knock because Bobby probablywouldn�t bother to come down to see who was thereanyway. As I pushed the door open, my mind wentblank. The words I�d planned were simply gone. Thatwas hardly surprising. Bobby was standing there notthree feet away looking rather startled to say the least. Iwas in full passive-receptive mode, how could I not be.The essence of ripe womanhood flowed especiallystrongly in my brain. Poor Tommy, she�d be on her own
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for I had been reduced to a simpering idiot, struck inthe heart by Cupid.
When I didn�t move, Tommy pushed past me andgave me the evil eye. And when I still didn�t speak shewent to plan A. �Sorry we had car trouble and,� with agrand gesture swept off her coat revealing the very sexygirl it had hidden. She extended her hand, again palmdown, �Name�s Brandy.�
Bobby barely touched those fingers, �Um,� he said.Tommy had been right after all, Bobby had a penis for abrain at that instant. �Um,� He said again, �Robert.Robert J. Fenton.�
�And that statue standing there like a complete idiotis Sissy. Say hi to Robert, Sissy.�
He turned and looked at me. It was the fuck-me flagin my eyes that must have connected with him. It wasobvious that he didn�t recognize me. What he saw wasall woman and he approved. He actually stepped closerand closer to me. I thought, heart be still. And then heextended his hand. Pleased to meet you, Sissy." Andthen flesh met flesh and I felt �change� particularly be-tweenmy legs. The last time I felt a rampant vagina hadbeen ten years in the future but only two and a halfdays subjectively. It wasn�t a feeling I was likely to for-get. And for the first time in the last day or so, therewas a site on my body that could give residence torandy sexuality so I wasn�t merely in love, I was in hon-est lust of the most consuming sort.
I think he must have felt something for he lookedstartled and then I realized, he really did wanted tofuck me. It was as real as if he had said it out loud. Hiseyes had that almost scary �beast inside� look, the kindthat a bull gets downwind from a cow in season. I didn�thave to check his crotch to see if he was glad to meetme.
Flustered I fumbled with my dad�s old trench coat. Icould feel them now, breasts that filled the cups of mybra. Heavy, lively titties like I remembered. Was I com-plete now, totally a woman? Actually that question atthat moment was far less relevant to me than the close-ness of my beloved and the need that demanded atten-tion.
�Here, let me take that.� He looked down into mycleavage before returning his gaze to my eyes and then
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snatched the coat from Tommy�s hand almost as an af-terthought.
I was still mesmerized as I watched his retreatingback. Tommy grabbed me by my arms, swung mearound and squeezed one of my breasts. �Holy, fuckingshit! How in the fuck did he do that?�
Poor, poor Tommy. I shookmy head, �No, it�s just thecurse. Bobby didn�t do anything.� The fact was, I halfsuspected that the ghost Bobby had sent me back spe-cifically to bond with his younger self. What had hap-pened last night and this morning might merely be in-cidental. But what did I know about curses and spellsanyway. However there was certainty in this last trans-formation.
�Huh?�
�We need to be alone. I mean Bobby and I.�
She looked stricken, heartbroken actually. �I can�tcontrol what�s going to happen, but you can�t be a partof this, ok?� Her face twisted up as if she were going tocry but I had completely miss-read her response.
�Oh honey I�m... so happy for you.�
Bobby had just reappeared before us when Tommysaid, �I�m sorry, I have to go. Something importantcame up. My coat?�
�You said you were having car trouble?�
Tommy looked flustered, �Um... I lied?�
Bobby looked non-plus. �You lied?�
�It�s really my fault, Bobby.� He swung his attentionback to me. �Darn it all to heck, Bobby it�s me? Lenny?�
He looked down at my cleavage and then back to myface, �Seriously?�
�It doesn�t get any more serious than this Bobby. Ilove you and I want to have your babies.�
Tommy giggled and then scampered out the doorleaving yours truly utterly alone with Bobby. Shestopped and looked over her shoulder, �Cinderella wasalways my favorite story. Love you sweetheart and good
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luck with Prince Charming.� A few moments later Iheard her car drive off. I hadn�t moved because I could-n�t and Bobby was too stunned to do anything. Finallyhe cleared his throat. �What you said the other night?You know about being a sexual polymorph?� I nodded.�I looked that up and ah, if it is true...�
�Trust me it is true, dear sweet love of my life.�
�Oh that so... totally awesome, Lenny. Oh my Godlike I want to do it right now.� And then he jerkedaround to look out the front window, �Fuck, that�s myMom�s car coming up the street. Quick, hide in myroom, I�ll be up later.� I turned to head for the stairsand he grabbed me by my arm, �You know we are mak-ing babies tonight.� He smirked, �And then you willhave eyes only for me.� He patted my bottom with aheavy hand and added, �You�re my bitch now, Sissy,now and forever.�
I was half way up the stairs when I heard him callout to his mother. That I would not see her or have achance to talk to her was a given but that didn�t sourmy delight in the slightest. He could feed me dog shitand it would taste like steak in my mouth. It seemedlike a lifetime for this to happen and not just a few daysbut it finally was happening or would happen. Themommy inside had already spread her legs just as shespread her affection. Lenny Snider was dead, dead,dead and Sissy was born. Nothing could be worse thanbeing a sexual polymorph, this curse would finally endtonight, and baby makes three.

~oOo~
I shouldn�t tell you the details of the next fewmagicalhours, it�s kind of private. If things had gone exactly asthey should have, I would never have told this story,you can bet your life on that. But fate apparently hadother things in store for me.
Bobby was a cherry, that is to say a virgin. Not thatbeing a novice was a bad thing at all. The first time hetried to enter me, I felt his hot cum squirt across mythigh. For a moment he was grief stricken but it turnedout for the best. There had been no foreplay, none whatso ever unless one counts having ones clothes re-moved. He hadn�t touched my delicious breasts otherthan to painfully tweak them a couple of times. What
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my dear tits really wanted was his soft, wet lips andtongue. As soon as he shot his first wad it was rathereasy to redirect his attentions to where they were mostneeded.
The moment he had begun to suck on my left nipple,I knew this experience was going to be every bit as sat-isfying as I�d hope. A kind of micro-climax bloomed onmy chest that triggered that most intense response inmy vagina. The latter was a savage, mindless beastnow, much as it had been with Joe-Joe. I keep describ-ing my birth canal as �hungry�, which would seem thewrong descriptor, hunger being more associated withthe digestive track. Ok, it was I that was hungry, all tooeager to receive his willing flesh inside my expectantbody. Some women say they can feel the release of theirovum. I certainly did. Apparently I had the ability to re-flexively ovulate so the idea that it only required onemating to get pregnant, a sexual polymorph character-istic, meant that in a few minutes I would no longer bea slut. A faithful companion, lover, wife, or mother ofBobby�s children, such titles were his to grant but Iwould be, no matter what he decided, a mommy!
Of course, as I discovered, it took hours for the egg todrop, and therefore hours for me to become pregnant. Iwas now fully in heat and that directly affected Bobbywho in turn became a most dedicated lover. Thank Godhe was young and so very virile. The breaks betweensessions of active intercourse grew longer and longerbut so too did the duration of his attempt to implant hisseed in me. It was just after eleven P.M. when finally Ibecame a mommy. For a sexual polymorph there isnothing quite like the experience. I had climaxed manytime that night, but never like this. The long, shrillscream that seemed to spring from my very soul, vi-brated the windowpanes in Bobby bedroom. It was fi-nally done, the deed complete and I was just a preg-nant woman, did I say just?
The bedroom door banged open less than a minutelater. There in all his magnificence stood Mr. Fenton,Bobby�s dad. �Are you alright, son?�
Bobby didn�t move for a moment as if to protect meor at least hide my presence but in the next instantRuth was also there in that doorway, still fussing withher dressing gown. She flipped on the overhead lightand any chance I had of avoiding discovery was gone.
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Bobby covered himself with a sheet and then, as an af-terthought, covered me as well. �Um..� he said.
There was a stern look on his dad�s face but alsolurking there was the first hint of a smile. It was obvi-ous he believed in the double standard. Had this been adaughter lying in that bed with a strange man thingswould have been entirely different of that I was sure.
There was certainly no smile on Ruth�s face whenshe said, �Introduce me to your, um, friend Robert. Shenever called him Robert unless he was in trouble or itwas a formal occasion and this was most certainly nota formal occasion.
�Um, Mom this is Sissy, Sissy my Mom and Dad.�
I flashed them a grin as I pulled the sheet still higherto hid my breasts, �Hi.�
Bobby said, �It�s not exactly what you think, ok?�
�Pray tell son, what is it then?� Bobby�s dad turnedand looked at his wife, �This should be good honey.�
�Willard, you are taking this too lightly.�
�Well boys will be boys.�
�You think so? Look again Willard.� She turned herfull attentions upon me, hands on her hips, one eye-brow elevated and then slashed the air with a pointingfinger: �That is a polymorph Willard, a wretched sexualpolymorph animal. Bobby, how could you? Which oneof your pals is this?�
�Lenny.�
�Lenny Snider?� She lost it then and there. �He wasyour friend, Robert, and possibly your only friend, howcould you...�
�I... I didn�t, I mean I don�t know how, honest Mom. Ijust found him like this, a sexual polymorph ready tobe taken. I mean I read about them just yesterday,polymorphs that is, in the Book of Shadows. Gosh if itwasn�t me it would have been someone that would havemade her, right Dad?�
�He has a point there, I mean if the spell had alreadybeen applied... I mean I was young once...�
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�Are you both stupid? Especially you Willard. That isa baby factory lying there, one, two or even threebastards every nine months. Do either of you want todeal with a bunch of that animal�s brats, huh?�
�I was just saying...� Began Bobby�s father.
�This isn�t the dark ages any more Willard where yousell off the bastards or hand them over to your serfs toraise.� She looked at me, �Sorry Lenny, not here, not inmy house and not with my son.�
I was stunned and it wasn�t just her attitude. It waslike, you know, she knew all about this shit. And thatmight be just the tip of the iceberg, was she or for thatmatter any of them... human? I was human, where didthis animal bullshit come from, what makes them sosuperior. I clutched at Bobby�s arm but it gave me littlesense of security. My baby and me might not be three,oh that would be terrible. I needed Bobby like I neededair or water.
�Willard I think it is about time you had that fatherand son talk.�
�About the birds and bees?� Bobby said snidely.
�No, about who we really are and what your respon-sibilities are. It�s not nice to play nasty games withmortals, their lives are already so terribly and short.Look at your friend, do you not feel shame?� Shegroaned as she turned to her husband again, �I need tobe alone with this poor wrenched creature.�

~oOo~
After the twomen left she sat down on the edge of thebed beside me, the expression on her face was morelike what I would have expected. There was concern inher eyes as she pulled back the sheet exposing mybody. She reached over and took my hand in hers. �I al-ways liked you Lenny. I mean I knew you were good formy son.� She laughed, �He could be a burden some-times.� She stopped and searched for the right wordand having found it continued, �A prick.�
That brought a smile to my lips. �What�s to happento me, now I mean.�
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�Well, the world doesn�t need more mortal babies atthis time. Oh yes during the Black Death...�
She sounded like she was there or had been there.That wasn�t possible, I mean, that was many hundredsof years ago and..."You were there?"
She patted my hand, �The less you know the better,Lenny. It would only confuse you.�
�I know there is magic.�
She laughed, �Not a big deal, lots of your kind believein magic.�
�But I know...�
�It will not matter, Lenny. You can shout it to theworld and only a handful of people will believe you.Most will simply think that you are crazy or merely stu-pid.�
�So what�s to become of me and my baby?�
�This,� she said and then she was a blur of motion.Her hand and then her whole arm reached deeply in-side me, up my vagina, into my womb and beyond.Sensitive flesh, my flesh was being rendered, de-stroyed. What she was doing was physically impossiblewhich made it all the more horrid. I was being violatedin a most ghastly manner.
I was unable to defend myself. It was a kind ofrape-murder and then I realized, was she trying to killmy baby? Something about that last thought gave methe strength I didn�t have before. There is nothing morepotent to a polymorph, now pregnant woman, then herbaby. �DON�T HURT MY BABY!� I screamed.
Ruth flew across the room like a fly that had beenbatted out of the air. She hit the far wall with a thudand then slid bonelessly down to the floor. Needlesslyto say, seconds later both Bobby and his dad were backinside the bedroom, both attending to Ruth. I couldhave been chopped liver for all the attention they paidme.
I finished drawing into a fetal position and just sur-rendered to whatever fate awaited me. She�d hurt me,hurt me badly. I think the baby, my baby, was gone.No, I was certain it was. I felt hollow and empty inside. I
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felt grief mostly but the horror of what Ruth had donewould probably linger in my mind forever. The womanthat I loved, the one I thought of as a mother, was amonster. I suspect that she had never seen me as a sonbut rather as a pet, a useful companion for her un-pleasant child.
I saw Ruth pull herself to her feet, her dressing gowngaped open showing a body far too young for a fifty yearold woman, let alone a five hundred or five thousandyear old creature for that matter. And there was some-thing definitely wrong with her physically, she had ob-vious difficulty standing and was definitely disorien-tated.
Finally she grabbed and held her gown shut with onehand. Her eyes wide, there was confusion written allacross her face. �Who uses un-bonded, raw magic!�

~oOo~
We were sitting in the living room now. I was curledinto a love seat on the other side of the room from Ruth,Willard and Bobby. I was dressed again in my littleblack outfit, hair combed and makeup reapplied. Ruthhad seen to that, why, I had no idea. After what hap-pened to Ruth, me throwing her across the room, bothmen seemed intimidated, though Willard was less so.That suited me just fine. Whatever affection I had feltfor Bobby had been aborted along with my fertilizedegg. I was no longer a polymorph, I was certain of that.No polymorph could have carried as much anger insideas I now contained. If I had a gun, I would have shot thethree of them dead, assuming these creatures could bekilled that easily. That they were ignoring me was agood thing, it gave me a chance to study them.
Apparently death frightened immortals as much asit does mortals, perhaps more since immortals were sounaccustomed to the idea of a finite existence. What-ever had happened between Ruth and I, and I reallyhad no idea what exactly she was responding to, shehad been badly shaken.
She had been in the process of removing my cursewhen she discovered the real nature of the beast,per-matter and pre-energy to be sure but of theun-bonded variety. Wild, dangerous forces unlike fullybonded �magic�. It was like discovering that harmless
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little Lenny polymorph want-to-be-mommy was in ac-tuality more like an unstable nuclear reactor.
�A time loop, that�s what you created Bobby,� shehissed after she forced him to re-tell the story that Ihad told him but two days earlier.
�Hey it wasn�t me, I mean this isn�t supposed to hap-pen until like um... in years? How can you blame mefor what I haven�t done yet?�
�You are right sweetheart.� She looked at her hus-band, �it�s really more your fault.�
�Mine?�
�You should have started training Bobby as soon ashe reached sexual maturity.�
�Why? He�s still just a kid.�
�Or maybe it was just too much bother? Failing toproperly educate Bobby could kill us. No, Willard, it al-ready killed us.� She shook her head, �Bobby openedthat stupid gate and let in a flood of un-bonded magicthinking... what Bobby? What could you have beenthinking?�
�Um, well if I wanted to be a real wizard I would needmagic. I mean it�s all around us, right, but it�s all tiedup and...� He paused and looked uncomfortable,�Um... actually I had given the notion of opening thegate some thought recently. I mean there it is sittingright there in our back yard and...�
She laughed, �Ironic isn�t it Willard. Here we areGuardians of the Gate and our own son was schemingto find a way to open it.� She shrugged and then said,�And he did. What�s wrong with this picture?�
�Nobody ever said I wasn�t supposed to open it. I justthought it was hard to do. Besides I didn�t even knowyou and Dad were wizards or... whatever. What elsehaven�t you told me?�
�Wizards indeed,� she laughed. We are just people,Bobby. But real people unlike those animals you see atschool, the original humans made in God�s most per-fect image, direct descendant of Adam and Eve. Any-how Bobby, real people with real souls don�t foolaround with un-bonded magic, son. Ordinary magic
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works just fine once one learns the principles, righthusband?" She glared at Willard and then back atBobby. �Even descendants of Ham, like little Lenny set-ting over there, can manipulate raw magic my son. Thelast thing the People want is to give those animals rawun-bonded magic to play with. Think about it, there isso many more of them then us, they would destroy usin a heartbeat.� She let out a long sigh, �But that�s nei-ther here nor there. In twenty months you will unleasha great ocean of raw power, killing us and trappingyourself in the process.�
Willard cleared his throat, �Ruth, need you be somelodramatic? Surely we can simply stop Bobby fromopening the gate, not that I think he would open it nowconsidering what he�s learned tonight? Right Bobby?�
Bobby briskly shook his head in agreement.
�That is the solution but not the problem, Willard.�She spun and pointed a finger at yours truly, �ThatHamish slut is still connected uptime, plugged in, youmight say, to that pool of fucking raw magic like shewas wearing a long extension cord. Almost ten years af-ter the gate was open. I discovered that when I firsttried to remove the damned spell.�
�So we just kill her.� Said my beloved Bobby.
�The time loop will snap back like a coiled spring,that�s why not Bobby. We will immediately be suckedthrough Hell�s Gate. It is, I�m afraid, a bit more difficultthan just a simple act of butchering an animal. Thatanimal is literally the doorstop that is keeping this timeloop open, our salvation. The real question is how dowe keep this miserable creature alive until that fatefulnight.� She began rubbing her temple.
�I really don�t understand,� said her husband. �Whyis her life at risk any more than that of any other mor-tal?�
I sat up all ears now, yeah, that seemed to be a goodquestion.
�Random spells, stupid silly spells will leak out ofher. Driven by her animal unconscious, whimsy...whatever. She has neither the intelligence nor thetraining to do otherwise. Eventually she�ll do some-thing really big and splashy, drawing attention to her,all too much attention.�

Page - 66

POLYMORPH BY DEE DEE PERRI



�You are referring to the others, um, human-animalwant-to-be wizards.� Said Willard, his face becamedrawn. �Yes, that would be, um... very dangerous forher.�
�They�d come to feast on her raw magic like jackalsat a cadaver. And if they should sever the connectionbetween the spell she carries and the future...�
�The time loop collapses prematurely and... the gateopens yet again and we die. But this daughter of Hamhas no idea of how to use its power,� Responded Wil-lard hopefully. �And, as you said, it is barely more thana beast from the fields.�
�Meaning?�
�They are good at only one thing, breeding. A spellthat goes with an animal�s natural inclinations ishardly a spell at all.�
I uncoiled from my chair livid with anger, �I AM NOTAN ANIMAL!� I screamed. �I AM A HUMAN BEING!�
Ruth flicked her hand in my direction, �Sit,� she or-dered as if speaking to a pet. �Now where were we, ohyes, Willard you are suggesting a basic sex spell to en-hance her basic instincts, correct?� She didn�t wait forhim to answer, �Driven by reproductive drives so in-tense that Lenny will have little energy or desire to fo-cus on anything else?� She smiled, �Drives that ulti-mately she can satisfy but only temporarily thusreturning her in an endless pursuit of that �closure�.Ah, Bobby you have a question?�
�She is already bonded with me and...�
Ruth sighed, �Was. My bad, that would have beenthe ideal situation for us all. Her, bonded to you, aslave, no desires but to please you. It would have beeneasy to muzzle this particular beast. But alas I dam-aged that spell and trust me, I�m lucky to have survivedthat encounter. And Bobby she is far too dangerousnow to permit anything like close contact of a sexualnature so you best keep your penis in your pants. Andit is natural that she hates her superiors, nothing iscrueler than her kind and she has ample justificationor so she believes, right child? So Bobby, consciouslyshe might desire sexual congress with you, uncon-sciously she might perform, reflexively, a spell that youwould find most... unpleasant. Understand? Neither
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your father nor I could undo a spell of that nature, notone completed with raw magic. You could be truly un-manned my son.�
I was unable to move or talk and I hadn�t been ablesince Ruth ordered me to sit and, like a trained dog. Ihad done her bidding: but surely my eyes flashed brim-stone and damnation. How long had these creaturesmoved among us, pulling invisible strings, controllingour lives? And then I watched her fingers dancing inthe air as she began casting her spell. I could feel mysexuality growing but along with it, that mommy voicehad returned and if anything it was louder than before.
As if reading my mind she said as she finished, �Ac-tually my son, your older self, your future self mayhave actually hit upon the perfect solution, a sexualpolymorph was the perfect prison for this creature. Wecan make do with the ruminants of that spell. Nowdamaged you will never become pregnant and thereforeyou will never free of that compulsion and that shouldkeep you fully occupied.�
Been there and done that. Would I spend the nexttwenty months seeking motherhood, too focused to doanything else? It seemed entirely likely. A sterilepolymorph, an oxymoron. why not just say slut and bedone with it. At least Ruth and her kind were no imme-diate threat to me. Indirectly my existence was vital totheir existence, that is to say we had a mutual destruc-tion arrangement. Had this been the intent of thatGhost Bobby all along? Using me as a doorstop to in-validate his ill-conceived experiment. Yes, that seemedlikely. Had Ruth not attempted to intervene, his planwould have worked perfectly, me the love slave andeasily controlled. But Ruth had intervened and thatmade all the difference in the world, hadn�t it. The ideathat I had the potential to work magic had an obviouscharm, like finding Aladdin�s lamp. And then Bobby in-terrupted my musing.
�How exactly does this fix the problem, Mom? She�llstill be capable of using that magic, right?�
Ruth laughed, �She will spit out spells, to be sure,but little ones, insignificant events that should goun-noticed generally. Your father and I should be ableclean up what mess she makes if it necessary. Whatspell might a pseudo-polymorph make anyway, aharder, longer, thicker penis for a random mate? An
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enhancement of her personal appearance? I�m not say-ing that it will be particularly easy Bobby to keepthings under control, what I am saying that it will bepossible.�
�Ah.� Interrupted Willard. �But she knows too muchto stay with the game plan my dear.�
�Oh, that�s easily fixed.� She gave me the eye.
And then things grew fuzzy and my thoughts be-came less clear. Memories were repressed or deliber-ately distorted, though some were far too vivid to beerased entirely from my mind. My rape-abortion wouldforever remain a raw wound. Maybe more so becausethe mommy-me was in profound grief and might re-main that way forever or, more likely, for the nexttwenty months. All sense that I had power of the magi-cal variety was utterly erased but not the knowledgethat the Fenton�s were other than what they seemed.That there were wizards and magic in the world actu-ally existed was, I think, deliberately etched in mymind. Those memories were useful to them, an invisi-ble leash.

Chapter 4
It was Tuesday night, merely forty-eight hours sincethe future Bobby had sent me back from twenty-four-teen to the winter of �04. Forty-eight hours, it felt like alifetime to be entirely honest. And then there was thecold. It was February after all and near midnight. Thefrigid night air was literally more than my exposedcleavage could take. I was once again in that delightfullittle black dress and my nylons were keeping my legsalmost warm but for how long? I covered my sweetbosom with my hands but the cold air still attacked re-lentlessly. What was I doing outside and in front of theFenton home? And then I remembered bits and pieces,enough; dreadful things had happened tonight. TheFenton�s were inhumanmonsters for starters: wizards.
It would be a long walk home, why hadn�t I taken mycoat? I remember the Fentons all but threw me out ofthe house and were glad to be rid of me. I guess the coathad been forgotten in our mutual hast to end this en-counter.
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I knew for a certainty that my memory had been al-tered but by how much, I had no way of knowing. I didknow how utterly painful this night had been, the mostprecious spark of life in my personal universe, mur-dered by Ruth. And worse, I was going into heat again.The reproductive engine that drove my very being andrational thought would be once again at war. My oldbrain: limbic system and hypothalamus was far morepowerful than my neo-cortex, maternal instincts andsexual desires apparently trumps mere logic. I was alltoo familiar with that situation. I was a polymorph andmy role in the world was certain.
The headlights of a car parked across the streetflashed on and the engine rumble just before the dooropened and a familiar voice called out �Hey!�
�Tommy?� I turned and scurried across the street asfast as I could in my high heels and tight skirt and allbut threw myself into the cold car. �Heat!� I ordered.And then added, �What? You were playing cop on stakeout?� But before she could respond, I added, �Youprobably saved my life, Tommy. But we�re not out of thewoods yet,� I said as I jabbed a finger toward Ruth�shouse, �there be monsters.�
�Jesus,� she swore and then stomped the acceleratorand hung a U-turn. �So Prince Charming wasn�t socharming, huh?�
�Oh that part went really swell, it surely did Tommy.But my mother-in-law turned out to be a real bitchfrom hell.� And then for absolutely no reason at all,tears began flowing in copious quantities from my eyesand I was sobbing beyond control. Mascara and eyeshadow making raccoon eyes and black tears drewhaphazard streaks down my cheeks. I had no idea ofjust how much pain was bottled up inside me. Well itwouldn�t be bottled up much longer. Tommy was cool,really cool and let me, you know, vent?
We were almost back to my old man�s house before Icould even try to talk, �She aborted my baby.�
�What, you were pregnant?�
�Oh and so much more. Tommy I was a completewoman, pregnant and very in love and...� And I could-n�t continue as I began to cry again, feeling even morelost and hopeless than before. It had all been too per-fect, an illusion, but it had been real enough to me. If I
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could turn back the clock, I could live forever in thoseprecious hours before Ruth destroyed everything. Iknew I wasn�t being rational, I knew I was living a liebut what a sweet lie it had been.
It took me a good fifteen minutes after we got to myplace to get my act together, thankfully the car heaterwas working. All this time Tommy was dying to knoweverything but she hadn�t asked. I thought she mightexplode. �What time is it?�
� Almost one o�clock.�
�You want to come inside? I�m not going to get anysleep anyway, not after what I have been through.�
�Is it safe?�
�Should be, my old man has to go to work in a coupleof hours. Com�on. I�ll tell you what it�s like to make ababy.�

~oOo~
My old man sucker punched Tommy as she steppedthrough the front door, been there and received thatmyself all too recently. But when he put a choke holdon poor Tommy I went ballistic. I didn�t have the upperbody strength to break his hold but I leaped on hisback anyway hoping to pull him to the ground. PoorTommy, I promised her that she would be alright, whata dope I was.
�Son-of-a-bitch,� I swore as my old man let go ofTommy and twisted about to grab me. And grab me hedid, by my breasts. That seemed to get through histhick head, at least the novelty of what he had found.�Why do you have to be such a FUCKING ASSHOLE!�Even as I screamed those last two words I knew that allwas lost. That bubbling feeling of uncontrolled lust andromantic delight made a mockery of rational thought. Iloosened my grip and slumped toward the floor. Mylegs spayed apart, I was utterly receptive to his everywhim and so fucking passive. No real woman wouldhave responded this way, but I wasn�t a woman but afull-blown pseudo-polymorph.
My old man looked down at me in confusion. Therewas no recognition on his face as he rudely pulled
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down my low cut black dress exposing my sweetbreasts, he knew what to do with them and he was toodrunk to care about the consequences. And he wouldget no resistance from me, �Oh Edward!� I groaned, Iwanted desperately to scream out fuck me since I wasliterally overwhelmed with passion as he knelled besideme. It didn�t matter this time that I gave him no overtsignal, his hot mouth and wet tongue soon began tostroke frantically against a nipple so rigid, so needy,that had it been a penis, cum would have shot forth.
It didn�t take him long to jerk down his jockey shortsbut what I saw wasn�t at all encouraging: a bad case oflimp dick. Frantically I pushed up my skirt and wiggledout of those panties, all the while guiding his mouthback to my tit when it started to wander off track. Howmany times had I wanted this to happen, especiallywith my dear Edward. That he wanted me in a sexualway was a certainty and my heart soared. I knew whatto do with a limp dick or at least I assumed I knew hav-ing never actually given a blowjob before.
Edward solved my passive quandary when he re-leased my nipple and offered me his limp cock. Maybeit was an art, perhaps a talent or most probably thesincerity of my desire, but I got that limp dick firmenough to allow entry. My loins knew exactly what todo, even if the drunk riding my pelvic bone was nearlyunconscious. It was marvelous, perhaps more so thanwhen Bobby and I had make love, though this was nolove making but pure raw sex, of the animal variety.
He soon began to flag, this was no teenager, no virileyouth. I felt the flow of what had to be magic drawnfrom deep inside me, whatever it was, my intended be-came rejuvenated, his thrusts now deeper and deeperuntil I thought my body would be torn apart, it wouldbe a delicious end to a fantastic union. But the longer itcontinued, the more certain I was that there would beno ovulation, no egg, no child. Was that the horror thatRuth had given me, to never be complete, made whole,pregnant. I was the ultimate slut and yet no slut at all,merely a broken baby machine.
He began to tire yet again. I felt the flow of energy,stronger this time from me to him. My vagina clutchedat a swelling penis that seemed to grow even more ram-pant than before. My incipient climax was no longer in-cipient. The earth moved not once but over and overagain, like an endless earthquake. I lost contact with
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the world around me for what seemed like forever; Iwas self-consumed, self contained and mindful of onlythat sensuous plain which was my entire existence.
I opened my eyes. There he was, hovering above me,not the love of my life, not my dear sweet Edward, butmy old man. There was no tide of romantic sweetnessto falsely cover his ugly old face or make invisible thatflabby beer gut that lay so heavily on my slender form.Nor was there any trace of lust inside me. No, the sweetlingering lust had fled before reality and reality was al-most pure horror.
Edward collapsed and rolled on his back, breathingheavily and I crawled away as fast as I could, crablike. Inever tookmy eyes away from him, afraid that he mightmake some movement toward me. I felt the same revul-sion that I would have felt had I been in the embrace ofa half rotted corpse. The memory of my climax turnedbitter, sour. I curled into a tight defensive ball, partly tocover my nakedness partly to protect myself should heonce more turn his attentions in my direction butmostly to control my stomach, I was nauseated both byhim and what I had done. It wasn�t rape, had I not will-ingly, no, eagerly applied myself to his sexual ad-vances? What kind of creature was I that I could drawsuch pleasure from such an odious coupling? Had Ibeen fertile, had my egg been completed, fertilized, Iwould in no doubt now be forever in his to control. As itwas, all that had happened was that mommy voice in-side me had been silenced for the moment, satiated, al-lowing me to see Edward as he was sans romanticclothing. I wished it could be otherwise, my old man, amean drunk and now lover had to be the worst night-mare that I could imagine. And then Edward began tosnore.
Still coiled into that tight ball I began to cry for thethird time night. These tears were an odd mixture of re-lief and self-loathing. And then a pair of arms wentaround me. I almost screamed and then I remember,�Tommy! You gave me quite a fright.�
�Holy Shit,� Tommy said as she knelt down besideme and now fully embraced my huddled form. �Howcan you live like this?�
I continued crying and yet laughed through thesobs, �You call this living?�
�You should call the police or something.�
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I uncoiled enough to wrap my arms around her aswell. What, a foster home? I was old enough to be onmy own. And worse, I was as much at fault in this �sex-ual congress� as my old man but I wasn�t going to sharethat with Tommy. �Or something,� I responded. I stoodup and faced Tommy. She couldn�t help but see howcomplete I had become as a woman: mature breastsand a real vagina, down to and including a very realclit. �I�m sorry Tommy. We�ll talk about what happenedum... tomorrow?�
She looked at me with understanding and simplynodded as I gathered up my clothes and headed for thebathroom. There probably wasn�t enough water in theuniverse to completely wash away the stench of my oldman off my body or to remove my self-loathing.

~oOo~
I waited until my old man was out of the bathroombefore scurrying into the facility the next morning. Ilocked the door, of course, but I didn�t really feel secureuntil I heard Pa�s car engine start up. Parts of last nightwould give me nightmares for a long time, not that Ididn�t already have a good collection of nightmare ma-terial. Walking around picking up pieces of what hadbeen friends will do that for you, so the old future meknew something about horror that put last night intosome perspective at least.
I hadn�t had a real chance to examine the �new� me.The face that stared back at me, was all too familiar.It�s most startling feature, my high, thin, arched eye-brows, were not a creation of magic but performed byyours truly two days earlier. I hadn�t really realized howmuch of a gender defining agent eyebrows were, archedverses flat, thin verses thick, female verses male. Ok,maybe my eyebrows weren�t the key to the femininitythat seemed to radiated from my face, it was what wasunder them. My eyes were still ordinary, brown but ifyou really looked into them I saw Bambi, ok? It wasn�tthe color or the size that mattered, my eyes were a vir-tual window into my very soul: that passive-receptivepersona. Hardly the bullet eyes that had stood me insuch good stead as a Marine sergeant, but soft andpassive. Lord knows had I had such eyes in the Ma-rines, I�d never had made it through basic training.They seemed without guile or cunning. Ok, to be com-
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pletely honest, more like one would expect from apolymorph, two feet beyond bimbo: fuck me eyes.
My nose was almost too long to belong to a girlthough I knew girls with decidedly bigger noses. It wasprobably that single feature that blocked any chance Ihad of being actually beautiful. It was a proud noseand if I held it just so, I could look elegant, even BarbraStreisand could be elegant, right? Looking furtherdown one comes to my lips. Teenage girl fullness, espe-cially my lower lip. I know some older women get theirlips pumped up to achieve this effect. It was moreabout apparent age than beauty however.
I�m afraid were I to flash my driver�s license, the pic-ture on that license would adequately reflect the face,sans makeup of course, in the mirror. Only the sexmarked M would be wrong. No this face wasn�t going tolaunch a thousand ships, not even a rowboat. Now mybody on the other hand...
The mirror above the sink gave no view of the rest ofme but all I had to do was to look down. I wasn�t intogirl sizes yet so I couldn�t tell B cup from C cup butthese puppies, weren�t no lousy A cups either. Eachhad a nipple thingy of tan with pink tones and thatarea was definitely the sensitive part of my breasts. Ifone avoided touching that part of my tits, I discoveredthat I could pull and twist them in a most amazingmanner without feeling pain. Pulled out nearly twicetheir length and let go and they bounced back intotheir original form, which was essentially conical. Andyes, unless constrained by a bra, they were constantlyout of step with my every motion, whether merely walk-ing, turning or bending over. It was a physics labora-tory for the study of inertia.
Sliding my hand first down to my full hips and then,obviously to the piece de la resistance, my sweet pussy.that is where my inventory stopped as I flashed back tolast night.
Tommy hadn�t left when I took my shower. Perhapsshe stayed to protect me from my old man, but thatwas a wasted effort, he slept the whole night in the en-tryway. Or perhaps she was unconsciously aware ofthat heightened sexuality that Ruth had given me thatevening. All the time we had spent together I had neveronce felt a sexual urge toward Tommy, and yet Tommywas a biological male. Aside from his feminine persona,
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his prick and balls were perfectly formed and func-tional.
She climbed into bed with me, naked as was I. Welay spoon style with her groin against my backside.There was nothing sexual in that contact or at least notat first. I felt comforted by her presence and just a bitmore secure. And I was with Tommy, as the Britishwould say �safe as houses�, meaning of course Tommyhad no interest in women except that she very muchwanted to be one. We lay there cuddled together for aquite a while, all cozy like, when she asked, �Can Itouch them.�
�My breasts?�
�Um, yes.�
I half turned, I understood her curiosity. I�m sure allthese years that she had wanted a pair of her own shehad never actually felt a single adult breast. I guidedher hand to the nearest one. The touch of her fingerslightly exploring my nipple did for me what my owntouch never did. I felt the first distant hint of anticipa-tory pleasure and then the familiar buzz that quicklytrailed down my spine. I was in heat, of course, andeasily turned on. I was also passive-recessive, remem-ber. I wasn�t about to call any attention to my rapidlyrising arousal. Tommy�s fingers soon discovered mygrowing erection, two nipples becoming distinct fromthe surrounding pigmented area, becoming longer andharder much as a penis becomes erect.
It was then that I felt something against my thighthat was also becoming longer and harder. I said noth-ing, I did nothing. I could not help wondering howmuch better sex would have been with Tommy thanwith my old man. Sure she wasn�t �manly� but perhapsmanly enough and I truly loved her. That wasn�tenough for me to cross the boundaries inside where Ilive. I couldn�t say what I wanted to say.
I think perhaps it was the juices inside my vagina,that silent messenger, odor that may have caughtTommy�s attention or, more likely, curiosity aboutwhat a pussy really feels like. Her exploring hand slidacross my belly and found the wetness between mylegs. �Oh fuck,� she said, �I... I didn�t realize what Imust be doing to you Lenny.�
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I was panting now, �Oh, I�m doing ok,� I gulped want-ing her to continue and very afraid that she would stopand completely unable to control what actually wouldhappen. I did manage to twist around so as to faceTommy, my breasts now pleasantly squished againsther chest, her breath in my face.
�Girls do it, all the time, right? I mean, girl-girl lovemaking?� Tommy whispered as if sharing a secret.
Twit, I thought getting very impatient with Tommy,how could she be so clueless. But I realized it really wasmy problem, not hers. Tommy was certainly a cherryand most definitely not inclined to use his penis. Deadend read the road sign. And then she kissed me on thelips. And I was free or at least freer as I returned herkiss with interest.
Minutes later Tommy was inside me, it was kind oflike a Star Trek adventure. This was certainly travelingto a new world, for Tommy that is. Almost immediatelyI could feel her erection declining. That was hardly asurprise. But then, like I had felt with my old man,there was a definite flow of magic from inside me andthat girl�s penis quickly became thicker and harderthan it ever had before. Within seconds her whole beingseemed to be consumed with fucking me. It was like be-ing attacked by a jackhammer. The thrusts were shortand brief but amazingly powerful. On and on Tommywent until the two of us, slick with sweat, came at thesame magical moment. Ok, it wasn�t a magical climax,not like the one I�d had with Bobby, but then I mightnever again experience an event like that if my specula-tion that Ruth had effectively sterilized me was true.Nor was it as intense as the one I�d had with my oldman but more intense than any I�d ever experienced asa male.
I laid there stunned and Tommy was silent. Thatflow of magic I had felt with Edward had been evenstronger with Tommy. And then, like my old man,Tommy collapsed and slumped down on the bed,asleep. At least I didn�t feel the revulsion that I had feltafter sex with my old man. Tommy was still sweetTommy, though that girl could not have been the manI�d felt dominating my body just minutes earlier. Itseemed so utterly improbable. Tommy a hundred andten pounds soaking wet, Tommy, sleek and slender likethe real girl she was. And then I touched her still hotskin and jerked my hand away. What I felt ran a paral-
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lel to what had happened between my old man and me,there was no way I could have willingly fucked Tommy,except that I had and I done both her and my old manin the same night. I was some kind of sick pervert or soit seemed at that moment.
While my old man had been disgusting, Tommy waslike kin, a sister. Having sex with her was so wrong,well I felt almost as much self-loathing as I had earlier.I did manage to fall asleep, but I did so on the floor ofthe bedroom rolled up in a spare blanket. When Iawoke this morning, Tommy was gone and, to be hon-est, I was relieved. I�m not sure I could ever face heragain. Oh, poor Tommy, she must be in Hell right now.I knew I was, in Hell that is. If I could I would make itup to her, somehow. Were I a wizard like Ruth, poorTommy would have that which she most desired, to bemade whole, complete, one sex. Female. But alas I wasnot a wizard and rather less than a complete humanbeing, a polymorph driven to coupling with whomeverwould agree to do so.

~oOo~
I was getting dressed for school. Why? Well layingabout the house waiting for Edward to come homesurely had no benefits. The idea that we had done �it� Istill found absolutely revolting. Which raised a lot ofrelevant issues. Like sleeping in the garage this time ofyear was a good way to die. I�ve been told that freezingto death was actually one of the better way to die.Wouldn�t that put a kink in Ruth�s panties? On theother hand, I wasn�t a kamikaze or at least not yet. Iwanted to live. Perhaps after school I could find someplace warm for the night, maybe at the school itself. Ormaybe Tommy and I could work something out but af-ter last night, that might be a long shot.
Look for a job? I�d make a Hell of a stripper but, um,no. I�d be a full time prostitute faster than you can say�yes� ok? That might be my only option in the long haulbut it sure didn�t seem attractive to me. I wanted,needed, a long-term relationship. That was how I wasconstructed, you know, forever faithful until the nextmale comes along. Man was I fucked.
Maybe I could waltz up to the Fenton�s and confronther about my situation? Ok bitch, make my situation
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better, a lot better, or I�ll kill myself. Ok, right, and soshe wiggles some fingers and I�m working in an oldfolks home serving pussy to toothless old men and hav-ing the time of my life for the next twenty months.
I could just go on the road and... Hitchhike? Maybesome trucker? I suspect that I�d be getting more than aride and sooner rather than later, I�d be a sex slave orat least a functional whore and having no capacity tosay �no� I was unlikely to make much of a living doingthat.
I pulled a tee shirt over my chest. It fit easily with theloss of shoulder mass even my boomers had room toroam and then some. Next I pulled on a pair of jeans,no underwear. The fit was like wearing a sausage skin,tight. A pair of penny loafers from the attic, no socks,and then finally an old red and black plaid wool shirtmy old man wore doing deer season. The shirt fit melike a tent, ok, it hung down below my ass. It also hidmy hips and bust. I mean I was utterly once again theclassic dork.
Finally I pulled back my hair into a ponytail and tiedit with a rubber band. I checked out my image in themirror, I was �safe-as-houses�. Everything that definedme as female was out of sight. I was all dressed upwithout anywhere to go.
I heard the front door open and my heart leaped tomy throat. Had dear, dear Edward returned? Just thatthought made my skin crawl. I peeked out my bedroomdoor and, fuck, just about the last person I expected tosee standing there, his back to the still open door. Coldair was already flowing down the hallway. �JesusChrist on a cross, Bobby, close the fucking door!�
�That�s you, right?� He said, his voice carried somestress in it and from his stance he would run like abunny were I to approach him. He was afraid.
�No, it�s the fucking tooth fairy Bobby.� There was noway that I was about to attack him. But the all too fa-miliar sensations of being a polymorph in heat weregrowing second by second. He already looked very sexyand the memories from last night were still so very...sweet. What a twit I was. And then in amuch softer andsexier voice I said, �It�s nice seeing you again Bobby, sovery nice.� I was in full glamour now. I began walkingtoward him heel to toe, hips swaying as I pulled at thatrubber band and freed my thick, long hair, stopping
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only to shake my head, spraying hair every which way,across my shoulder and even across my chest, �Hmm,how can I help you Bobby?� Knowing precisely how Iwould like to help him.
He squeaked, �Stop! Ok, just fucking stop.�
I did as ordered though I had no desire to so. Oh tobe in his sweet arms again, I thought. I was miserablenow. He was terrified of me. The door behind him wasstill open and he was half turned as if to flee back intothe cold morning. �What Bobby?� I said in my sexiestvoice, the lust it carried was honest enough. Here wasmy enemy and yet I was his to command, a polymorphin heat.
�Er... um... my mother sent me over, ok? Justfucking listen. Um, Mom says to tell you not to any-thing rash, ok? When the Gate doesn�t open on All Hal-lows Eve, whatever happens during the time loop neverhappens. She wanted you to know that.�
�What does that mean?�
The original sequence of events, the real sequencewill simply be. You�ll go into the Marines in May of thisyear, eventually become a sergeant, the whole nineyards you know. None of this will have happened. Youget your life back. And not only your life but the lives ofall those people that died that night in �05."
�Including your life, right Bobby.� He just nodded inagreement. �In the mean time, I�m supposed to live inhell?�
He looked startled, �Hell? Christ, laying aroundfucking all day and night, whenever you want for thenext few months, what could be better?�
�I fucked my old man last night.� I said holding backmy gorge. �If that wasn�t Hell, what was?�
�Oh.�
�Yeah, oh. I can�t stay here and I have nowhere to go.I�m broke, I have no clothes. I don�t even have a fuckingbra that fits Bobby. I swear to God if I have to fuck myold man again...� I shook my head, �I will not gothrough that again, never!�
He gulped, �Ah, what do you need?�
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�A safe place to live, clothes that fit and enoughmoney to get by until All Hallows Eve next year.�
�And that�s it?�
�Oh yeah. And I don�t want to be a fuckingpolymorph in fucking HEAT!�
He staggered back as if blasted by the intensity of myvoice. �You don�t want to be a babe anymore.�
That hit me like a ton of bricks. I could not respondfor the confusion in my brain. I�d been so focused onwhat was shitty that I hadn�t really thought about whatwas, well, swell. �Um...� I said. �Um...� That wasn�t afair question, not fair at all. I was all woman inside.True it was due to Ruth�s spell but did I want to be theold me? No way. Jesus if I could be a man again, wasthat a choice I would make? �I�m cool, ok Bobby? Imean being a girl is ok but I don�t want to be a fuckingslut. I want to be able to just say no, that would be awhole lot better.�
Bobby looked relieved, �I�ll tell Mom what you need.And I can�t promise that she can give you everything.Money, clothes and a place to stay is probably no prob-lem.� He looked like he was holding something back,which he was.
�And this polymorph shit?�
He shrugged, �There are reasons you are apolymorph, Lenny. I don�t really know but I think it hassomething to do with the original spell, the oneuptime?�
He was still hiding something but what? I let out asigh. What was offered was a dang sight better thanwhat I had at the moment. �Ok, what do we do next.�
�Just hang out and stay out of trouble. I�ll get back toyou later.�
�Later?�
�Today, ok?�
�I better have a place to stay tonight.�
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He grinned as he backed out the door, �That is prob-ably not a problem.� And then he stopped, �Um, becareful.�
�Huh?�
�Um... Mom told me there is a reason my folks areGuardians of Hell�s Gate.� And then he was simplygone, vanished.
I hurried to the open door and looked outside, therewas no one there. Had Bobby really been there in theflesh? I suspected from my physical reactions that hehad been literally �here�. And what was that warningabout? There were �others� involved, perhaps othersthat wanted the Gate opened? That sent a chill downmy spine, it surely did.

~oOo~
I have to be completely honest but my decision to goto school rather than just hang out as Bobby had sug-gested was not motivated for the best of reasons. In thelast twelve hours I�d fucked Bobby, Edward and finallyTommy, ok? The last two �sessions� were of a question-able nature, especially my old man, but in all threecases the actual sex had been great. Ok, great hardlydescribe being sent off planet into the land of Oz. True Iexperienced a lot of post colitis um... recriminations ofthe self inflicted variety, but I had the bone in my teethnow. I was hooked on sex, hardly a surprise consider-ing the spell I was wearing. And I hadn�t been entirelyforthcoming with Bobby this morning, my greatest fearwas that tonight, when my old man got back home, Iwould willing do what I did last night. That is we wouldfuck until the cows came home. God knows there hasto be a better way to live but I had no choice other thanto vote with my feet.
I was wearing one of my Mom�s sweaters, without abra of course because her bras were too small. The ef-fect was pretty dramatic. Otherwise it was just my ul-tra tight jeans, penny loafers and my old coat. Nothingfancy, nothing that would get me sent to the principal�soffice, that is to say women�s clothing or makeup. EvenTommy had never dared to break the dress code. Ok,he had a couple of times but had been sent home eachtime. And I didn�t want to be sent home, not today. Yes-terday I�d been an effeminate boy without boobies and
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carrying a short cock, today real breasts and a goshdarn sweet pussy. Sure all Hell would break out assoon as the teachers saw my real breasts under thistight sweater but they couldn�t send me home tochange, right, breasts aren�t clothing.
Of course it wasn�t the attention that I would receive,though that carried some weight, hundreds of over-sexed males would see or hear about me and somewould respond. A polymorph couldn�t chose a mate butlike a particularly pretty flower, I was certain to attracta lot of bees once they knew I was a real gal and hot toplay. I certainly had to do better than my old man for alover. Ok, there were some problems in my plan butlet�s face it, if two or more males competed for my fa-vors wouldn�t I at least get the stronger mate? A regularDarwinian solution for the inherent limitations of beinga polymorph.
It didn�t matter if I got laid today, though I rathersuspected that I would, what was important was thatmultiple males would court me in the days to follow.Right, I was a slut, I accepted that now, but at least Icould be a desirable, sought after slut.
Well my plans went exactly as expected. I came intohomeroom, just under the bell. Mr. Marks hardly no-ticed my excessively feminine deportment as I paradedback to my seat, heel-toe and flipping hands from bro-ken wrists. It was pretty much all over the school bynow, since my show yesterday, that the sissy-queerTommy now had serious competition. I suspect thatMr. Marks, like the other teachers, pretty much de-cided just to ignore my �antics� unless my behavior ac-tually disrupted the class. And, as a general rule, themale students did likewise, though not without harshwhispered comments of an unfriendly nature. Thegirls, for the most part took it as a bad joke but didn�tseem personally offended. All was cool until I removedmy coat.
Giggles, gasps and outright laughter spread acrossthe classroom, bringing Mr. Mark�s nose out of the at-tendance book. This he could not tolerate. �Mr. Snider!The Principal�s office, NOW!�
I got up from my seat slowly, with excessively femi-nine movements, before untying my hair and shakingit free once again. My fine breasts danced in delightfulfreedom under my sweater as I paraded toward the
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classroom door, moving my hips to the extreme, mysteps quick but dainty and my random hair flips, per-fection itself. What had been a mild disturbance in myhomeroom broke into a fully formed storm behind meand it wasn�t all-negative. In fact as I stepped throughthe door and out into the hallway, cheers were mixedwith the cat calls, applause with nasty words. Therewas always an inherent antagonism between the stu-dents and the establishment. Some may not like whatthey thought I stood for but they appreciated that Icould stand up to the powers that be.
I was shown into the outer office of the vice-principalMrs. Staghorn. Her secretary looked up at me, �Yes?�
�Mr. Marks sent me here.�
�Why?�
�I have no idea. Some kids in class started laughingand he decided it was my fault.�
�Um, � she said. �Your name, Miss?�
�Lenard Snider but everyone calls me Lenny.�
She looked blank faced, �You�re a boy?�
�No ma�am.�
�But...� She went to the file cabinet and pulled outtwo files, both said Snider in big letters that I couldread from across the room. She looked back at me,�There is no female by that name.�
�No ma�am, the file probably says Lenard Snider...male.�
�At 116 Oak Street. Father, Edward Snider?�
�Yes ma�am, that�s the right file.�
She looked confused and then turned without fur-ther comment carry my file into the vice-principal�s of-fice. A few minutes later, Mrs. Staghorn accompaniedme to the nurse�s station as first period began.
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~oOo~
I knew what would happen once we got to thenurse�s station and it did. Mrs. Staghorn informed thenurse, a little grandmotherly woman, to find out ex-actly what Mr. Snider was wearing under that sweaterbefore spinning on her heels and returning to her of-fice.
Once the door was closed the nurse said, �Mr.Snider, remove that sweater, please.�
�Yes ma�am,� I replied looking forward to seeing theexpression on that woman�s face that was sure follow.As I pulled the sweater over my head I watched her ex-pression. It didn�t change that much, perhaps turningslightly sour and I was a little surprised.
�Fine,� She said. As she leaned forward, �Exposeyour arm pits, please?�
I sat there as she carefully examinedmy armpits andthen she lifted my breasts to examine the undersides ofeach one.
�Oh my. These aren�t implants are they dear?�
I didn�t have to answer that but I did, �No ma�am.�
She sat down in front of me, after taking a smallstool away from the wall. �Who is your doctor? Yourprimary care physician?�
�Um... Don�t have one. My Pa doesn�t have coveragewhere he works and, well, I haven�t been sick.�
She eyed me suspiciously, �It probably took years forthis condition to develop to this level, and it�s calledgynecomastia, Mr. Snider. And your father did nothingabout this?�
�I doubt he even knows, ma�am.�
The reaction I had initially anticipated finally ap-peared, she looked horrified. �You poor boy. thisshould be treated.�
�Um... I�m fine with it, ma�am.�

Page - 85

RELUCTANT PRESS



�Well it is not fine young man.� The she looked at mequeerly, �Have you been on or are you currently on anykind of sex hormones?�
�No ma�am, just what come naturally.�
�Get dressed, I need to talk to Mrs. Staghorn.�
I waited at that nurse�s station throughout the wholeof first period. What I thought would be a cool butquick jerk of the lion�s tail was anything but. I wasbored to tears and half ready to leave. Had they justforgotten about me? Finally after the second period bellthe nurse returned with a man.
�Sorry Mr. Snider for taking so long. Um, this is Doc-tor Kanger he is on contract with the school system.Doctor Kanger this is the boy I was telling you about,Lenard Snider.�
�Pleased to meet you son,� He said. �The sweater,please?� Like the nurse he poked around for a few mo-ments before stopping, �Could you remove thosepants?�
I was a polymorph of course and, although he wasan old man, the doctor was a man nonetheless andeven the latex gloves on his hands didn�t protect mefrom his touch. My juices were already flowing and myimpulse was definitely carnal in nature. I had a shiteating grin on my face and lust in my eyes, but he was-n�t interested in my eyes or my pounding heart as Istruggled with my over tight jeans. Once my pants weredown to my knees, the nurse helped me remove them.That look I had been seeking now sat firmly on both oftheir faces.
The doctor stood there for a brief moment beforeturning to the nurse, �I�m not a gynecologist.� Heshrugged and began a brief inspection anyway.

~oOo~
I didn�t get back to class until the middle of third pe-riod, just before lunch. Again I made a grand entrance,it wasn�t, after all, entirely an act. Surround me withmales and all my systems go on full tilt. I handed Mr.Hook, my math teacher, the note from the office. I�dread it, of course, on the way back. It didn�t give any
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relevant information about what was really going onother than asking him to give me some slack, in somany words of course. That my behavior probably hadboth biological and psychological aspects that were le-gitimate.
But I did watch his face after I sat down. He looked atme more than once in some degree of confusion. Whathe and the other teachers would find out after schoolwas that my old man had raised a daughter as a son.That I was in fact female and always had been. Likeright! More like sixteen hours, but who would have be-lieved me had I told them the truth? The Fenton�s, ofcourse, but they weren�t likely to be talking.
Boy was my old man in trouble. Speaking of my oldman, he was on his way from work to the school. Thatwas definitely not the meeting I wanted to attend. I keptwatching the visitor�s parking area for my old man�sblue Ford. If he got here before third period was over, Iwas dead. The clock seemed to be broken as Mr. Hooksent one person after another to the black board. Henever called on me, thank God for small favors.
And then Mrs. Staghorn entered the classroom andmotioned for me to follow her. My old man must haveparked on the other side of the building. Third periodended just seconds to late as I made that long walk tothe principal�s office. Just before we got there I grabbedher arm, �Ma�am, I�m afraid.�
�Poor dear, you�ll be safe.�
�It�s not now I�m worried about.�
She took my hand in hers and gave it a little squeeze.And then we met: Mrs. Staghorn and me and my Pa inthe hallway just outside the Principal�s suite of rooms.
I waited for the familiar rush of romantic and lustyfeelings, for this monster to become my sweet Edward,He looked younger, stronger almost handsome or wasthat the curse working? I felt my legs go all wobbly aslust mingled with the rising tide romantic love. If Mrs.Staghorn was not holding tight onto my hand I mighthave leaped into dear Edwards�s arms, or maybe not,that profound passivity was still very much in evi-dence. I spoke with my eyes, with my gestures, with myevery breath, I resonated with unrequited love. I was,indeed, in Hell. My rational mind screamed silently to
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me and only me, a non-player in the act that was un-folding, my rational self was helpless.
Pa�s eyes widened as he saw what looked to bebreasts under my sweater. He stared at me and then,in confusion, at Mrs. Staghorn. �I�m sorry. He�s beenrather um... effeminate lately, ma�am.� And then hestared at me again this time in obvious disgust. �Whatare you wearing under my wife�s sweater? Yes he recog-nized the sweater but he had no memory of the eventsof last night, of our sexual union. What he saw was astepson who appeared to be running amuck, a swish touse his words, a drag queen.
�Breasts,� I said with a delightful quiver in my mostfeminine voice. I wanted to say, lovely, lovely breasts. Iwanted him to touch them and so much more. Myhand was doing flippy things with my hair but my otherhand was still trapped by Mrs. Staghorn�s grip.
�How could you Mr. Snider.� Snapped Mrs. Stag-horn.
Pa now looked totally confused now. �Are you sayinghe actually has breasts now?� He sputtered, �I cer-tainly had nothing to do with...�
�Raising a daughter as if she were a son!� She all butshouted but caught herself in the last instant.
Disbelieve now dominated his face. �You�re tellingme that you are buying this sissy-queer bull shit.� Hestabbed a finger in my direction, �He�s just a fuckingfairy, you twit!�
The nurse and Mr. Roberts, who had been waiting inthe conference room, upon hearing the confrontationjoined us in the hallway. It was Mr. Roberts who spokefirst, �Mrs. Staghorn, this is no place to have this dis-cussion. Mr. Snider? Is this your son Lenny?�
�Yes, of course.�
�Fine, that�s settled. Mrs. Staghorn why don�t youescort Lenny to the cafeteria. I believe Mr. Snider and Ican settle this in my office. Um,� He nodded toward thenurse, �if you would, join us Carol?�
Mrs. Staghorn was still holding my hand as weturned and walked down the hallway. That creepy feel-ing of being in love with my old man didn�t abruptly
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vanish on its own, it never did. But as we passed a cou-ple of jocks, the transference of my attentions was im-mediate and once again I was free or as free as apolymorph could be. Let�s face it if my old man had thatinfluence on me by just being close was there anyonethat couldn�t? Females, like the woman holding myhand, didn�t. �Um... I�m ok now, thanks.�
She let go of my hand but she didn�t walk away. �Isaw the way you behaved, Lenny. Toward you father?�
�Step-father,� I corrected her.
�He�s abusing you, isn�t he? Sexually?�
�I�m eighteen, of legal age.�
�That doesn�t answer the question or perhaps itdoes. Is this... ok with you?�
And then a flood of tears erupted, I collapsed to thefloor, sobbing. No it wasn�t all right. None of it was allright. She dropped down beside me and pulled me intoher arms murmuring something like �You poor dear,�and then she looked up, �Oh? Mr. Fenton.�
Mr. Fenton? I also looked up but my vision wasblurred with tears, tears that were still welling up.Fucking Fenton, one of them, what was he doing here.But he wasn�t talking to me. I continued to sit on thefloor as Mrs. Staghorn rose and accepted some papers.He quickly turned and walked away.
�Well, if that doesn�t beat all,� She said as she helpedme to my feet.
�What?� I said wiping away tears, thank God I hadn�tworn makeup this morning.
�Your step-father is being served with a restrainingorder as we speak.�
�And that means what?�
�Apparently he has been abusing you for years mychild, is that right?� I nodded. That was certainly a factthough nobody had seemed to care before today. Thefact that I was now of legal age seemed to rule out anyhope the county would provide me with safe housing sowas I to go on the streets or what?
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�Mrs. Fenton is the chairwoman for an organizationthat, among other things, provides housing for bat-tered women,� Mrs. Staghorn said that as if I should al-ready know that particular fact.
Why would I, less than a week ago I was a male,right, in this decade or the future decade. �Ok?�
�Oh my dear child, she will provide a sanctuary foryou. Somewhere safe and free of that monster.�
Great, I thought. Mrs. Fenton would find a place forme all right, under her thumb where she wanted me tobe all along. On the other hand, being free of dear Ed-wardwas no minor relief. �Gosh.� I said. �Um, can I goto the cafeteria now, I�m hungry.�

Chapter 5
I never did make it to the cafeteria and I was stillhungry but that was the least of my concerns. I was inthe car with Ruth and we were heading out of town.She was glaring at me in disgust only taking the time tomake an occasional glance back at the road. �You havebeen a very busy little slut haven�t you?�
That didn�t deserve an answer. Hadn�t she or ratherher son, one of them, made me that? Fuck her. Hell,fuck all of them, whoever �they� were. So I just met herglare with one of my own. Thank God that passive-re-cessive aspect of my person was only aroused withmales. Finally I responded, �You jacked up my sexual-ity, what did you expect, a nun?�
She looked alarmed, �You remember that?�
�Yes,� I said. That was a lie of course so much ofwhat had happened at the Fenton�s house last nightwas a blur. It was actually just a guess but from her re-actions I had to conclude that I�d hit the nail on thehead.
�But your own father?�
�Step father,� I corrected her. For the first time I real-ized that she didn�t actually appreciate the depth ofthat curse. That I had absolutely no capacity to rejectany male suitor.
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�You people really are animals,� she growled. Andthen went on, �Well I got your message. Had you butstayed home today we could have avoided this horridmess.�
�What mess?�
�You little cunt,� She snapped. Wasn�t it entirelyclear that we demand no unwanted attention from theoutside? That little stunt you pulled this morning... boyturns into to girl?" And then went on, �The story thatyour step father raised a girl as a boy, well we can livewith that, just.�
I laughed, �I don�t think my old man is going to goalong with that particular story, he knows better.�
She glanced back at me with a smirk on her face,�What�s the word of the town drunk worth anyway?Anyhow, he�ll be too busy to make much of a stink.�
�Too busy? Why?�
�You ask why?� she laughed. After what you did tohim?"
�I didn�t do anything,� I said even as I rememberedthat flow of magic between him and I as we were cou-pled.
�Hung like a stallion.�
�Huh?�
�The libido of a sixteen year old. Anyhow, we�ll pro-vide him some sexual companionship for a while. Thatshould take his mind off this mess until nobody caresany longer.�
I groaned.
�What?� she said.
�Um, nothing.� It wasn�t my old man I was thinkingabout. Tommy. Poor, poor Tommy. She�s be driven halfmad with a randy dick, considering how much shehated its very presence. Even over active glands wouldpose a serious problem for her especially glands of themale variety. Frustration and incipient anger that hadhung around me like a heavy cloak was replaced byguilt. It was pretty obvious that Ruth didn�t know
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about Tommy and all things considered, that wasprobably for the best. �Where are we going?�

~oOo~
We�d passed through the town of Chester, Ohio. I�dnever heard of it and for a good reason, populationthree hundred and sixty. It was connected to the worldby a single county highway, if one could call CountyHighway 14 a highway. Tucked in the hills just southand east of Canton, it was little more than a wide placeon a very narrow road. Just out of town Ruth pull ontoan unmarked gravel road and headed back, roughly to-ward that tiny village. Talk about the middle of no-where. She turned again, this time on a dirt path, theword �road� would not apply and then after a quartermile, the car slid to a halt. �We�re here,� she said.
Um... yeah. I thought. I sure was safe from my Panow. I got out of the car and waited.
As Ruth got out the car she motioned me to followher, which I did. And there, just over the next hill,stood a really old trailer up on cement blocks coveredin rust and singing with neglect. �You can�t be serious.�
She laughed, �It is much, much nicer inside, trustme, and it is very, very safe.�
�Safe,� I laughed.
�Yes. There are wards surrounding the area out ahundred and fifty feet from your new home.�
�Wards?�
�Magic guards. Anyone other than you or one of uswill become deathly ill if they enter this area. Mostlynausea for the first fifty feet, then cramping and finally,if they actually reach the trailer, death.�
�Um, no visitors huh?� Ain�t that sweet, I thought.
�No unwelcome visitors, Lenny. If you chose to bringsomeone home with you, which you will from time totime, the wards will not function as long as you arepresent. It is all for your protection.�
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I looked around, there wasn�t a house in sight. �Likethat�s going to happen out here.�
She laughed, �There is a path just behind the trailerthat leads to Crows.�
�Crows?�
�A steak house, bar and grill, the works. They evenhave a band Friday and Saturday nights. More impor-tant Mr. Meeks is one of us.�
�Seriously Mrs. Fenton, I�m going to go freaking nutsout here.�
She looked surprised, �Didn�t you ask for a safeplace?�
This seemed entirely too safe as if I was being buriedalive. Of course all that Ruth was concerned about wasthat I was alive, for the next twenty months. �Ok,what�s inside?�
The moment that she opened the trailer door I knewshe was playing straight with me, at least as straight asshe could be considering everything. It was a singlewide, fifty footer, which mean small except it didn�t feelall that small inside. I�m not talking magic, merely spa-tial planning. the interior looked new, smelled new andfelt new. No electricity or phone but propane gas forboth heat and light, hot and cold running water. Boththe water and the propane had to be delivered to tanksoutside but that was not my concern. It was a two bed-room affair with the one tiny bedroom completely dedi-cated to clothing and a small makeup table like onemight see in the theater, you know, surrounded by pro-pane lamps that gave off a cheery glow when lit.
The clothes were another matter entirely. Ok, lots ofsilk and satin and very, very feminine to be sure but...
�You can�t be serious?�
She frowned, �What?�
�This stuff is on the far side of slutty.�
�And that means what coming from you?�
She had a point. Which brought me to my most sig-nificant request. �I told Bobby that I didn�t want to be a
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damn polymorph in fucking HEAT!� I shouted the lastword.
�Oh my, but you are just that.�
�What I�m saying is... I just want to be able to say no.This whole thing with my old man would never havehappened if I had even a slight bit of control over mybody, but no, every fucking male triggers a �let�s make ababy� response.�
She blinked her eyes and gave me a blank stare,�So?�
�Does it have to be so intense?�
�Um... I suspect not.�
Relief flashed over my being, was there hope?�Please Ruth, please. I need it for my sanity. I swear I�drather kill myself than to continue like this.�
That seemed to get through to her. She sure didn�twant me to die on the other hand the principle spellhad been cast in raw magic, not something she couldmanipulate. There was, of course, the spell that shehad created, that could be modified, right? That spellobviously enhanced a somewhat damaged polymorph,a polymorph that might not be as dedicated to her taskas she would otherwise have been. The purpose ofRuth�s spell was to ensure that I remain compliant andutterly focused on an endless sexual odyssey with noopportunity to stray off into unwanted activities. Ok,all of that was but a guess but I suspect a reasonableguess. After she killed my baby I remember being freeof that �mommy voice�, free to really hate.
�I�ll give it some thought, Lenny.� She finally said.
�It�s important to me Mrs. Fenton.�
She didn�t respond, had my request fallen on deafears? For the next half hour she showed me how tofunction with the equipment at the trailer, the sub-stantial selection of mostly canned goods that passedfor food. Finally I interrupted her, �Money.� I said.
�Not needed. You have an open line of credit with Mr.Meeks. You may eat there every day if you so care. Andyes, if it money you want or just something to do,Meeks will be only too happy to hire you.�
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�What, as a whore?�
She laughed, �If that is your pleasure but seriously:cocktail waitress, bartender, kitchen help whateverskills you have or want to develop, he�ll let you take acrack at it.�
�Can I work somewhere else?�
She rolled her eyes, �The closest alternative em-ployer is more than three mile away and you have nocar, hum?�
�So it�s Crows or nothing.�
�Seriously Lenny what would you do with moneyanyway? Get into trouble I suspect.�
What was the old expression �keep them bare footand pregnant�? Well I wasn�t going to get pregnant.Ruth had seen to that. Oh she had me tied up into a lit-tle bundle all right, safe and tight.
A little while later she left and that�s when I discov-ered another unpleasant aspect of my situation. Haveyou ever had the feeling that someone was watchingyou, I did. And that feeling just would not go away.Yeah, safe and tight and watched. It was a prison.

~oOo~
Early the next morning, more out of curiosity thananything else, I did get up and followed the trail to whathad to be Crows. From the vehicles parked in the lot, Isuspected it was shit kicker heaven: mostly pickuptrucks, SUV�s and gun racks. I remember standingthere just above the establishment thinking whatwould happen were I to go inside. The answer was alltoo clear. It was snowing now and this was no place toremain nor was I about to go down to that establish-ment to meet my fate. After that I stayed hidden in thattrailer for almost two weeks. It wasn�t the weather thatkept me bound there, though we had had a substantialsnowstorm for a day. And I was certainly tired of eatingbeans out of a can. What I had said to Ruth had beentrue, I was utterly sick of playing the slut. Odd but Ihad no overwhelming sexuality, that is to say I wasn�texcessively horny and driven to look for sex every frig-ging minute, it was more of a reactive thing. The mere
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presence of a male set off my body like a well-pro-grammed robot. I was a creature of stimulus-responseand surely what passed for free will had been compro-mised. On the third day, I didn�t bother to get out ofbed, nor did I eat.
For the next two days I remained in my little prison. Iwas eating again but just enough to get by. I was in thethroes of a massive depression. That Ruth showed upat sunset on the fifth day wasn�t entirely a surprise.That sense of being watched had never declined. Shewas concerned about me, to be sure it was a self-serv-ing concern. She even lugged in some fresh food:steaks, vegetables, milk, bread, stuff you know. She re-ally didn�t have a clue as to what was wrong. I even re-peated my demand to have some say in who I fucked.She thought that was very funny.
After she left I realized what I had to do. I hauled outthe food that she had brought and the canned goodsand anything else that was eatable from the trailer. Imade a bon fire and began throwing all the food intothe fire. It felt good, no, right. I was taking a stand inthe only manner could. I would go on a food strike.Could I kill myself? That seemed unlikely and yet couldRuth and her kind take that risk?
Well obviously they could. It takes a long time tostarve to death and they were not without resources. Itwas my tenth day in the trailer and the fifth day with-out eating when Mr. Meeks showed up at my door. Ofcourse he could walk right through the wards, he was,after all, one of them. I hadn�t heard him approach nordid he knock. He just entered the trailer.
I wanted to scream out �fuck you� and �get out� butthat wasn�t about to happen. He cared for me as onemight care for a sick child. He feed me soup and littleelse at first. There was no sex involved, at least on hispart, but my fast had been broken and, to be entirelyhonest, I was broken as well. The following morning Iwas at Crows and had breakfast. The natural forces atplay were simply too much for me to overcome. Thatevening I began working the lounge as a cocktail wait-ress. My costume was that of a cow girl complete withred plastic high heel cowboy boots, a red leather microskirt with red satin panties and a red halter top of silk,and, of course a big white cowboy hat with a matchingred band. I would prove to be very, very good at that joband the tips were swell.
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Acting like you wanted to fuck every man in theplace certainly works when it comes to tips. The factthat I was sincere was lost on those hayseeds for themost part. None picked up my invitation given my pas-sive orientation. I could hardly make the offer moreclear without a direct suggestion which was decidedlynot forth coming. I think for most of them it was a swellgame, that is to say, I wasn�t really serious. Oh the factthat a number of wives and girl friends were there per-haps also muted the potential action. Anyhow, Mr.Meeks took me off the floor well before closing time,thus ensuring that I didn�t get laid by a drunken cow-boy that first night. It was a family business after all,though weekends were another matter entirely.
I had almost a hundred dollars when I got back tothe trailer and this was a weeknight. Thoughts of es-cape began to form in my brain. Not now but surely in afew days. One of those single young men could be eas-ily had and a long ride to anywhere was the best plan Ihad. Or perhaps, that young man could just take mehome and into his bed, long term that is, that was how Iwas fashioned. I could be the perfect farmer�s wife andthen some. That was the plan, the only reasonable planI could come up with as a polymorph.

~oOo~
Mr. Meeks was swell. It wasn�t like I was actually anemployee. When I became too involved with a customerto run drinks at the bar he would just pull a gal out ofthe restaurant to take over for me. He never said a wordnor did it seem to bother him. Now I don�t want you tothink that I was screwing the customers or anything, Iwould have in a heartbeat, but it was more of a guy-galsort of thing. Of course I didn�t actively �invite� any guyto do anything, what part of �passive� don�t you under-stand? Let�s say I was a natural or rather a supernatu-ral flirt. Guys, especially the very young and the veryold, dig it. I was young enough and pretty enough topull it off and, more important, I had no reputation. In-deed I appeared to be a tad on the shy side or so Mr.Meeks said after my second night working the bar.
Shy? What a load of crap. The fact that I couldn�thold a guy�s gaze without lowering my own was prettymuch built in, the old submissive response. Maybe itwas a cultural thing, most of the locals were pretty con-

Page - 97

RELUCTANT PRESS



servative socially. Perhaps they saw me as they as-sumed women should be. Only a whore would be overtin her sexual advance and that included aggressive eyecontact. I was incapable of being aggressive, merelyvery friendly in a girly way. I was a very sexy goody twoshoes and this sure beat playing the role of slut.
I came in early Friday night. I was pretty sure thingswould be different tonight. Mostly singles on the makeand not families was the word. Of course the bandwouldn�t set up until nine o�clock and the crowd would-n�t really swell until after eight. The restaurant wasnearly empty so getting something to eat would be asnap. And as I walked in, there was Mr. Meeks settingat a table at the far end of the room. He wavedme over.
�Hey Mary.� He said. That was the nametag theygave me the first night I worked there and the namekind of stuck.
�Mr. Meeks?� I gave him a big smile before noticingthat he wasn�t alone. The �other man� was in his fiftiesthough in much better shape than my old man, ofcourse I wasn�t an objective observer by this time. Itwas love at first sight, which for me, was pretty muchthe rule.
�Mary, I�d like you to meet an old friend of mine,Richard Dawson.�
�Good to meet you, Mary,� he said as he extended hishand.
I had this stupid, goofy look on my face, to be sure,and when our hands touched, he grabbed my finger-tips and raised my hand to his mouth. He kissed myknuckles much as I had done to Tommy when we firstmet. I blushed and lowered my eyes but my loins werealready doing �rock-and-roll� and my silly head wasfilled with romantic visions. Worse, I immediately sus-pected that Mr. Meeks had deliberately placed me inthis situation. Not that I minded. What was the linefrom the Wizard of Oz spoken by the old witch...�I�mmelting�.
I saw Mr. Meeks exchange a glance with thisstranger and nodded assent. �Well,� said Richard as hestood and then cupped my chin in his hand and drewmy gaze into his, �Marty she is more beautiful that youled me to believe, you old dog.�
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I bloomed with the praise. beautiful? I was alreadyhis anyway, talk about syrup in my head. That was thefirst and only time I used the guest bedroom on the sec-ond floor.
I found out later that there was more to this encoun-ter than met the eye. Word of what I had done to my oldman in the sexual area had prompted Ruth to callMarty Meeks. It was really more of an experiment thancommon whoring. Richard had been impotent for sev-eral years and never beenmuch of a lover even when hewas younger, the latter was common knowledge amongthe locals after a nasty divorce a few years earlier.Marty�s prior connection with Richard was based upona long term casual relationship, a friendship, but thechance to actually test runmy �talent� was too temptingto Mr. Meeks. If the contact proved fatal or merely di-sastrous to Richard, the evidence could be made to dis-appear. The latter said volumes about �friendships� be-tween a wizards and people like Richard and I, but thatwas an already well-established fact, wasn�t it.
The experiment was a complete success, perhapstoo much so. Richard rose from my bed hours later notonly physically enhanced but well, supercharged. Thelatter effect wasn�t immediately obvious but over thecourse of the next few days Richard Dawson evolvedinto a regular satyr, if the Greek myths are accurate,spending more and more of his time with Marty�swhores than attending to his own business, more like adrunk on a bender than not. Richard�s compulsive sex-uality would have served me well except following that�experiment� Marty had become excessively possessiveof yours truly. And yes, Richard was more than a littleinterested in me after our tryst which was another rea-son I had to disappear from view.
It wasn�t the sexual enhancement that attractedMarty, that being a minor spell that was little morethan a �trick� and of no serious consequence. That Iused raw un-bondedmagic to do so was, well, astound-ing to Marty. It was like using gold foil of the purestgrade of gold to make a disposable paper cup or to fireperfectly cut diamonds as bullets from a gun.Un-bonded pre-mater and pre-energy was preciousand, well, dangerous. There hadn�t been this quantityof raw magic in the world for thousands, perhaps tensof thousands of years. Too little raw magic had beenavailable for the people to develop the art of handling itsafely and thus the danger it imposed. But, were he to
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have access to what seemed like limitless raw magic,could not Marty Meeks become the most powerful per-son since the ancient gods?
Oh yes, I was the goose that laid golden eggs, thoughmy eggs were far more precious than mere gold. Howcould he get me to lay those �eggs� and do so without de-stroying Marty in the process? Visions of ascension togodhood, that which hadn�t been accomplished sincebefore mortals began recording history, filled MartyMeeks mind. Had Ruth Fenton missed the implicationsof this portal of raw magic? Well it was his gain and herloss. He would gladly sacrifice her and her family forthe rewards that he could gain. The gate must beopened if only to ensure that this creature would becreated and the ocean of raw magic would exist in thistemporal frame.
First, he had to hide this precious goose.
To Be Continued...
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