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Author’s Note

I often wonder if a prison feminization program would work.

When I feminize guys it works. It really works. You see massive changes of attitudes.

And the guys love it.

So…why not?

Wouldn’t it be fun to grab a criminal type and change his mind and his whole outlook on life?

I mean, there’s no harm in trying, right?

So read on and see for yourself!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Richard Busch lay on his bunk and twiddled his thumbs. He was a short man, a bit slender, but as mean as they came.

He listened to the sounds of the prison and sneered. Bunch of losers. Why, when he got out of here…he’d show them.

He twiddled, his thumbs moving faster and faster, and he studied the cement ceiling. Then the cement walls. And the cement floors. Everything painted grey, including the uniform he was wearing.

He thought about masturbating.

His cell mate had been moved to another block and he had one day before he had to break somebody else in. This would be a good opportunity.

As soon as lights went out he could turn to face the wall, give a few strokes, think of all the girls on the outside, and…yeah. This was going to be a good night.

He sighed, thinking of the girl who had gotten him locked up in the first place.

Her name was Cindy, and she was a looker. Big boobs, full lips, and when she got down on her knees—

“Hey, Dick?”

He heard the whisper from Johnny in the cell one over. He was starting his daydream and wanted to ignore the con. But when Johnny whispered again he sighed and got up.

Hell, it was too early too masturbate, too early to waste his fantasies.

He moved up to the bars and whispered, “Yo.”

“You hear about the new program?”

“What program?”

Warden’s got a new rehabilitation program started up.

Dick snorted at the idea.

“Warden’s always got some stupid thing going. I wish we had the old warden back.”

“You want that ugly suck back? I’d rather have this bitch.”

The new warden was a woman, and she wasn’t bad looking, but Dick didn’t have much respect for women.

Oh, he didn’t hate them, he loved them, but they should stay out of things that concerned men. And jail was no place for a pussy.

“Well, good luck with the new program. They ain’t found anything that works yet, so—“

“You should care, man. This one is right up your alley?”

“What is? A rehabilitation program? You’re fulla—“

“It ain’t that. It’s designed for guys in on sex crimes.”

Dick suddenly went silent and raised his ears up.

Sex crimes?

“That ain’t me,” he scoffed. “Not after what I did.”

“I heard it’s exactly for guys like you.”

Dick frowned, which frown made his face look extra mean.

He had been working as a mechanic, with a little burglary on the side, and a little car theft on the side of that.

Then he got involved with this babe, Cindy.

Cindy was definitely boner material. She had boobs and an ass. She had tattoos on her boobs and she wore her hair long, just like Dick liked it.

Her only problem was that she nagged him.

‘Whyn’t you go straight?’

‘Where’d that car come from? I ain’t goin’ for a ride in no stolen car!’

‘Why you gotta drink so much?’

Damn, that woman had a mouth on her, and when she started to nag him he just couldn’t stand it. So one night he was drunk and she started in, and the next thing he knew he was in jail.

He didn’t even remember the fight, he was that drunk, but they told him he had hit her, and he actually felt a little sad about that..

Damn. He really liked her.

But now he was in for a couple of years for what he had done to her. And three extra for the dope they had found in his car. And two more for the ride he had led them on. And he had been so drunk he hadn’t even remembered most of it.

Damn cops.

And Cindy sure wasn’t going to wait around for him.

So the new rehab program was for guys who had beaten their wives, or girlfriends, or something like that.

Hunh!

Well, they weren’t going to put him in a rehab program. No matter what the warden wanted.

Heck, he had a bad enough time in here, what with guys looking down on wife beaters. Or girlfriend beaters in his case.

Johnny was whispering again, and Dick listened. they chatted idly for a while, then the order for lights out went out.

The lights didn’t go all the way out, they just dimmed, but Dick said good night to Johnny and went to his bunk.

He lay in the gloom, thinking about what Johnny had told him.

Maybe he should ask the warden if there was a chance. Sometimes, when a guy volunteered for things like rehab programs, they got some time off their sentences.

He was in for a total of seven years, maybe five if he played nice. He’d sure like to cut that down.

He sighed.

The prison was settling down for the night.

A last few quips from inmates. The tromp of guards walking down cell blocks and counting inmates. The occasional clang of doors.

He cuddled in his blanket, and his erection came back.

He lay in the darkness, waiting for the guard to pass.

He heard the clomp of prison boots, then, when he thought he had been passed, a voice spoke.

“Hey, Busch.”

He turned over and looked at the guard.

“Yeah.”

“Come here, I want to talk to you.”

Dick slowly stood up, kept his blanket around him so the guard wouldn’t see his dinger.

He shuffled to the bars and looked at the guard.

It was one of the old ones, Tommy James. Sergeant Tom, between the convicts.

“Yeah.”

“You heard about the new rehab program?”

Dick blinked. What was this? Rehab Dick day?

“I heard a little.”

“I got it on the skinny. Well, actually, there’s a list of fellows being considered, and the Captain asked me to mention it to you.”

“They want to rehab me?”

“I know, it’s a kick, eh? But the Captain said to mention it, that you were on the list, and that I should tell you to be polite the next few days.”

“Look, Sarg,” Dick spoke plainly. “You know I ain’t got too many friends in here, and that means guards. I ain’t tryin’ to be impolite, but why are you telling me this?”

“Two reasons.”

“Yeah?”

“First, they really did ask me. In fact, to be honest, they asked me what I thought.”

“And you said I wasn’t rehabilitatable.”

“In so many words,” Sergeant Tom admitted. “You know you haven’t been the most polite fellow; you know we haven't gotten along too well.”

“So why?”

“Second, they said if you were accepted they were going to move you.”

Dick grinned. “Now you’re making sense.”

Tom nodded. “So there you go. I’m telling you, they gave us guards a talk about this program, and it’s supposed to be foolproof. Guaranteed results in a few weeks.

Dick’s brows dipped down. “Now I know you’re kidding me.”

“No, I’m serious. The program is suppose to last a few weeks, then they’re going to recommend inmates for early release, take time off their sentences.”

“You’re saying that if I go in for this program I could be out of here in a few weeks?”

“Look. I’m not saying anything. I’m just repeating what they said. If it doesn’t work I don’t want you coming back here and being more of a shit than you are.”

Dick took no offense. In fact, he appreciated honesty, especially in this situation.

“Well, I’ll think about it.”

“All right.” Tommy moved on, rattled the doors as eh went on down the cell block. Shortly the sounds of his passage were gone.

Dick returned to his bunk and lay down. He thought about it.

A rehabilitation program. And he qualified. Yeah, right. They were probably just blowing smoke up his ass.

With that thought he turned to the wall and put his hand to work.

Richard Busch, Dick, awoke with all the fanfare that a prison provides. The lights went on, clanging doors, guards shouting, and the usual assortment of gripes by the inmates.

“Another day in paradise,” was Dick’s own grumble.

He swung his legs out and sat on his bunk. He rubbed his face. He cursed the assholes who had sent him here. That was like a prayer to him.

He slipped his feet into his oxfords. It had taken a few months for them to become comfortable, but they were worth it. The tennis shoes a lot of the prisoners wore caused flat feet on the cement surfaces of the prison. Besides, if he had to kick somebody he didn’t want to break a toe, his own, he wanted to break a shin, theirs.

He pulled his loose pants on over the shoes. Why he didn’t pull on his pants first, then his shoes, he didn’t know. He was just a whimsical guy and it was expedient to do it the way he did it.

He pulled on his shirt and buttoned it, and, except for brushing his teeth, he was ready for the day.

He went to the metal sink and looked at the polished metal mirror. It gave a warped and runny appearance, but it worked.

He scrubbed his teeth diligently, then put his hands on the sink and leaned closer to the mirror.

He was one of these guys that didn’t have a heavy beard. He could get away without shaving.

He turned and stepped to the center of the small cell. Another five minutes and the doors would open. He spent the time doing light exercises. Enough to get his blood moving, but not enough to make him sweaty.

And the door slid back on a new day.

A same old same old day.

He went to breakfast, ate glop on a pressed cardboard tray with  a plastic spoon.

He tossed his plate and plasticware into a big garbage can.

He exchanged greetings with a few of the cons. Not all of them, because friendships were dicey in the joint.

Out to the yard for a half hour of free time.

He walked to the far wall, turned and jogged back. As long as the cons didn’t move too fast the guards were okay with jogging. Start running, however, and the guards would warn, then shut down the yard. Everybody on their belly, wait for your turn to walk back to your cell.

He stayed away from the weights area. He wasn’t big, and he didn’t want to mess with those big, slabs of beef.

He saw a guy clobbered with a ten pound weight, a feather in the hands of the massive con who slung it, and he now stuttered and had a tendency to blink uncontrollably.

After the yard they reported to work.

Some guys worked in the laundry, some in the library, others in administration. The prison was run by the cons, with severe oversight.

Dick worked in the laundry. He wasn’t considered a threat, just mean. There were no sharp objects in the laundry, and it was steady, boring work that put to sleep the most rambunctious con.

Today he stepped up to the door to get marked off the clipboard. The guard, a big fellow named Tony who rarely looked at cons unless he meant to mess with them, looked up at Dick.

“Administration, Busch. Warden wants to see you. Here’s your pass.”

Tony handed Dick a yellow tag with a clip on.

“Any idea what it’s about?” he asked.

Tony didn’t look now. He just made a mark and said, “Nah.”

Dick headed back to the runway, the hallway that led to the admin building.

A few guards gave him looks, but he held the yellow tag up and they passed him. When he reached the admin building he clipped the tag to his shirt and entered the wired glass doors.

He stepped to the station to the side and stood behind three other cons.

The shutter slid up on the station and a beefy guard looked out. “You all here for the warden?”

Nods and muttered agreements.

“All right. Stand against the far wall. Take you in a few.”

The cons stepped back and leaned against the cement wall. Nobody sat down for that was against the rules.

Two more inmates showed up, total of six, and the guard came out from his shuttered room and walked them down the hall.

“You guys know the rules. Don’t talk unless she asks you a question. Hats off. Be polite.”

Nobody answered, they all knew.

Up the stairs to the second floor, down the hall, into a small meeting room.

“We ain’t gonna see the warden?”

“She’ll come to you,” grunted the guard.

They were allowed to sit in the dozen seats clustered in the front and center of the room. The guard stayed at the back of the room and pulled out a cell phone. Most times guards weren’t allowed cell phones, but it was different in administration.

Slow minutes passed and the guard played a video game on his cell.

Low conversations started up between the inmates, and Dick took stock of the other cons.

They were all short and slender. They were all pinch faced and arrogant. They were all similar, and Dick wondered if they had been chosen because they were the same in physique and face and maybe character.

Minutes passed, the cons yawned and stretched in their seats, and they were ignored.

Then they heard the click, click, click of high heels. No…two pairs of high heels, and they knew the warden was coming, and with someone else.

The guard put away his video game and straightened up, the cons stopped talking, and the door opened.

The warden wore a male jacket with a pencil skirt just below her knees. And she had a set of knees. And legs and ankles and everything.

The men craned their heads and stared hungrily as her body walked around them to the front of the room.

Her breasts were not overly obvious because of her jacket. She had a bubble cut type of hair do, and she had minimal but strict make up.

She also had the attitude of a ball buster. She didn’t look at the cons, she glared, and without trying.

She looked like she wanted to step on somebody’s gonads and are there any volunteers including you, you and you.

But, behind her, was another woman, and this one was not a ball buster. At least, not apparently.

She was tall, six foot, which made her taller than all of the men.

Auburn hair, up in a bun, but there was a lot of it, and every man in there licked his lips and imagined that hair coming down, silky shiny and ready to be wrapped around a body apart.

She wore more make up, and it wasn’t stern. It was…nice. Pretty. Pretty beautiful, actually.

Her eyes were a dark blue that seemed to know things, things that made you a little nervous, and they were even and steady.

But it was her body that got the most attention.

She wasn’t wearing the strict matron garb, the uniform with the skirt, the low heels.

She was wearing a pencil skirt, like the warden, but a blouse that was (gulp) open at the neck.

Her breasts were large and very proud. And they should be.

Her waist was tight and her ass flared out like a heart.

Her legs reached all the way to the ground and back again, and she walked in a way that made every man in the room boner up.

Even the guard gulped and stared.

“Good morning, gentlemen.”

The ‘gentlemen’ muttered a good morning as one.

The warden didn’t bother to introduce herself, she just started right in.

“This is Doctor Marguerite Valencia. You men have the unique opportunity to get into a special rehabilitation program. Successful completion of this program will result in a termination of your sentences. This is a program endorsed by the CDCR.”

Dick blinked. It was there, in her attitude. The warden didn’t agree with the program. She was offering it because she had to. Because the CDCR, the California Department of Corrections and Rehabilitations, had ordered it.

This made him smile. If Miss Ballbuster was against it then it had to be good.

“I’m going to turn you over to Dr. Valencia now, and I expect you to be on your best behavior.”

And the warden walked out of the room.

The men stared as ‘Doc’ stepped to the front of the class.

Dick fell in love right away. He liked big women, and women with full, red lips especially. He studied her mouth and fantasized kissing it.

“Hello, gentlemen.” Her voice was contralto, sexy, and Dick’s dick throbbed. “The purpose of this program is going to be to change your manner of thinking. You are all in here because you are violent, and specifically, you are violent towards women.”

He watched her lips move, the way they shifted and curled, he could imagine her tongue licking those lips, then his tongue licking those lips.

“This program has been specially designed for you, and should you volunteer you will be in for the duration. You will not be allowed out of the program until you finish it.”

One of the cons, Bucky Simpson, raised a hand.

“Yes, Bucky?”

Everybody blinked. She knew Bucky by name, and that meant she knew them all by name.

Well, of course. She would have studied their folders.

“Is this going to hurt?”

“There will be a certain amount of unpleasantness, but nothing that will permanently harm you.”

Cons muttered and a few remarks were made, but they were so low that the only one Dick really heard was from Wally Johnson next to him.

“You can hurt me any time, bitch.”

Dick concealed a smile. This was going to be good.

Another Con raised a hand. “We gonna be in gen pop?”

“Gen pop?” she looked confused for a second, then nodded. “General population, no. You will be in lodged in a number of trailers located outside the prison walls.”

“We’re gonna be outside?” blurted Sampson. He was a blunt con and nobody knew what his first name was.

“Raise your hand, please, Johnathon.”

Now everybody knew.

“And…yes. But you will be wearing devices that will discourage, shall we say, long hikes?” She smiled, and if everybody wasn’t in love already, they were then.

The key, Dick would realize later, was that everybody assumed that devices were nothing more than locators that were worn around the ankles.

And everybody smiled. It would be easy to cut those suckers off. Some guys even said they knew how to bypass them. They could get out of them without the alarms going off and take their ‘long hike.’

The Doc talked for a while longer, she answered questions, rather briefly, but enough. She addressed them all by name, and she finally said they would all please go into the hallway and wait and she would do a final interview.

So Dick and the other six stood in the hallway, and the guard stood in the doorway where he could watch both rooms, and Doc Valencia called the men in one at a time.

It was a very loose procedure, especially considering that the men were all in for violent crimes, but the Doc seemed unconcerned.

She called in the first man, talked for about fifteen minutes, then sent for the next man. The first con, Bucky, walked in with a swagger, but he walked out thoughtful.

As did the second man, Wally.

And the third man, and Dick was wondering what the men and the Doc were talking about.

Then it was his turn. He walked across the room and sat down in a chair facing the doctor.

Nothing between them.

But his erect penis. He was drooling down there.

“Richard Busch,” she stated, holding his file but looking at him.  You may call me Dr. Valencia. That’s what my friends call me, and I’m sure we’re going to be friends.” She smiled, and his heart leaped right out of his chest.

“Tell me, Dick, You ever get much grief for your name?”

She wasn’t being argumentative, or insulting, she was just…talking. And her face was so sweet and beautiful. The way her lips moved when she was speaking, it was almost like she was kissing the words out.

“Nah.”

“So it doesn’t bother you when people make fun of your name? Dick Busch?”

His nose wrinkled, slightly, but he could handle this. Especially since he wanted to bang this bitch worse than anything.

“Do you consider yourself the stud, Dick?”

He blinked. This wasn’t a question, it was more like an invitation, and he got it.

She was projecting sex appeal. She was coming on to him. WTF?

“I’m okay.” But now he wasn’t. What was this bitch up to?

“And if you had me alone in a room would you fuck me or hurt me?”

The weird thing, with all the sex appeal exuding in the room, it was like she really cared.

“I…wouldn’t hurt you.”

“That’s good, Dick,” she licked her lips with the tip of her tongue. “Because this program calls for us to work together closely. We’re going to have to talk about your needs and wants, and we’re going to have to convince you to change certain things. Do you think you could change things for me, Dick?”

God, she was speaking his name as if it was his tool.

“I can try.”

“That’s all we need, ‘Dick.’ If you can try, a sincere effort, then you can make it. Do you think you’ll enjoy working with me?”

She unbuttoned the second button of her blouse. He had a glimpse of the swell of her breasts.

“It sure is hot in here,” she whispered.

“Uh, yeah.”

He was dumfounded. What the fuck was she doing? She had to know that he had been in the jail for year, that there was no sexual outlet. Did she want him to jump on her right there?

“So do you think you might like to be in our program, ‘Dick?’

“Uh, yeah.” He was trying to act nonchalant when his dick was anything but.

They talked for another ten minutes. Ten minutes of being teased, of being cautioned, of being made to think sexual thoughts, and when he walked out of the room he had the same look on his face as the others had.

WTF?

By noon the men were sent back to their cells to collect their belongings.

None of them had much. A couple of guys had small radios, and they had prison clothes and a few books, but…nothing much.

They walked to a side gate and were let out. Seven men, two guards (heavily armed) and a babe.

As they walked around the fence there were a few men in the yard, and they stared at the doctor.

And Dr. Valencia enjoyed it. Halfway around the yard she stopped and actually adjusted one of her nylons.

Dick had never heard the yard be so silent. A hundred men struck into stunned silence.

Then she looked up at the men, smiled, and continued to lead the way to the trailers.

Trailers. They were moving out of the cement and cinder block prison and into trailers! With rugs! And air conditioning! And…and just like humans!

Dr. Valencia led the way into the first trailer, which was more of a class room. “We are enclosed in this little trailer park,” she explained, but you may freely move within the confines of the fences.”

She moved to a desk  on which sat seven little boxes. On the boxes were the names of the inmates, and she called them up and handed each of them a box.

“Okay, fellows, your number is on the box. And that is the number of your trailer. Inside the box you will find one of these, the latest in Dream Lover chastity tubes.” She held up a chastity tube. It was small, but big enough. It had electrical connections on it. It was very innocuous looking.

Seven mouths dropped open, and the two guards grinned.

“Wait a minute,” blurted Johnny Redson. “We have to wear these things?”

“You do,” smiled Dr. Valencia. “You will find instructions in the box, though I dare say they will be easy enough to figure out without the instructions.”

“I’m not going to put this thing on my…my…”

“Your cock. You may speak freely. And if you choose not to comply this is the only chance you’ll have to leave the program. If you choose not to be in the program you will be escorted back to your cell and you may resume your regular life.”

Stunned silence.

“So we don’t get out early.”

“No pay no play.”

The seven men stood and were speechless.

They were all facing five years or more, and they could cancel that five years, or they could…not.

Back into the jail. Back to cement mornings and cardboard meals. Back to lights out and the lonely thump of the hands fapping. Back to five years of lonely misery, the risk of being beaten by some bigger con, the loss of life in increments.

“Come, gentlemen. It is only a dick. Surely you can exist for a couple of months without stroking yourself during those long, lonely nights.”

The men were now looking at each other. They were waiting for one of them to make a break, to show them the way, to be brave.

Dick was the one. He shrugged and walked to the desk and found the box with his name on it. He turned, met the gazes of his fellow inmates, and said, “Fuck it.”

“You may masturbate if you need to. Material has been left in your trailer to facilitate this. Report back here when you are all locked up.”

One of the guards opened the door and Dick walked past him. The guard descended the stairs and went to the right, to a low platform which offered a viewpoint of the area around the trailers.

The trailers were small, just big enough for a bed, a sink and stove, and a shower with a toilet inside it.

Dick walked down the row of trailers and found his. Number three.

He walked up the stairs to the trailer and opened the door.

The insides were pink. There were the usual white plastic for the toilet, a bit of metal for the stove, but the walls were pink. The furniture was pink. Even the blades on the ceiling fan were pink.

Fucking pink!

Dick stood in the middle of the trailer and pivoted slowly. It was empty, except for him. Then he saw the magazines on the side table.

Shiny, glossy, filled with boobs and snatch.

And under the magazines were disks. More porn.

He turned and saw the TV at the end of the room.

Porn?

Then he looked at the box in his hand.

He was supposed to jack off and put this thing on.

Well, he had to jack off. Being around Dr. Valencia had bonered him up something fierce.

He placed the chastity tube on the couch and sat down next to it. He held it, turned it, fitted it together.

Nope, this wasn’t rocket science.

He looked at the magazines, sighed, a bit happily, and dropped his pants.

All right, Dr. Valencia, baby. You want the juice…

He turned the pages slowly and stared at the beautiful faces, the red lips, the boobs that seemed too perfect. Every breast so perfect.

It wasn’t long before he was ready to shoot. Even though he had jacked off the night before, to actually see such porn…Lord. He was in heaven.

Still, he held on for a moment, enjoyed the build up, the glow in his balls, the way it felt when the juice started to flow up his shaft.

He grunted, and cursed. He should have put a towel down.

Still, he caught a lot of it in his hand, and he stood up and stumbled to the sink, his pants still around his ankles, and watched the goo off his fingers.

Then he rinsed his penis off, dried it with the edge of his shirt, and returned to put the chastity tube on.

It went on easy. The tube slipped over his member, and the ring went around his package, and he snapped the two pieces together, which locked them.

There was no key.

He stared at his lap and his mind was on vacation.

He felt good from having just satisfied himself, but…but his junk was…out of touch.

Sighing, he stood up and buttoned up, then he walked out of the trailer and headed for the classroom.


Part Two

Dick felt weird. He was locked up, unable to even touch anything.

For the first time he started having severe second thoughts.

No choking the chicken for a couple of months!

He sat in a chair in the classroom and waited for the others to return.

Dr. Valencia seemed in no hurry. She sat at her desk and did paperwork, and he would sneak surreptitious glances at her fine form as she nibbled on the end of her pencil, or licked her lips.

Man, she was a fine looking woman.

The others returned, some right after him, and Wally was an hour. The poor guy probably had a short dick. couldn’t get his hand around the thing for enough traction to…what the fuck was he thinking about some other guy’s dick for?

Finally, they were all back, and they were all wearing the chastity devices.

Doctor Valencia stood up and smiled at them. “Okay, gentlemen, let’s synch your devices. Dick, you’re first. Come up to the front of the classroom and drop your drawers.”

Dick didn’t want to do that. He didn't like to be naked in front of others. Still, he was in for a penny, so he was in for a pound.

He did as she requested.

Dr. Valencia sat down in front of him, connected a wire that was loose, and started pressing buttons on a remote.

She said, “Only I can touch the remote. If you touch it you will get a shock.”

“A shock?”

Suddenly he grew weak at the knees. He grabbed for the edge of her desk and pleasure whelmed him.

She smiled. “Feels good?”

“Oh, yeah.”

The Dr. turned to the group. “There is a pleasure program built into this device. Be good and you’ll get lots of pleasure. Have a seat, Dick.”

Dick pulled up his pants and staggered back to his seat. Man, that had felt good! And he had just cum, too!

“Bucky. You’re next.”

Man after man she hooked up and test drove. Man after man found himself so weak with pleasure he could barely stand.

Then, when they were all done, Dr. Valencia faced the group.

“You have all experienced the good side of this device.” She held up the remote. “What you haven't experienced is the bad side. True education must happen with both rewards and punishments. I’m about to administer a punishment so that you will understand. Please don’t be embarrassed if you foul yourself.”

“Foul—” blurted Sampson, then the shock hit.

The world began a shimmering thing that existed in pain. Dick’s balls suddenly felt like they were exploding, and his penis was totally electrified. Oddly, it felt like a boner, but there was no boner inside his cage.

The men fell from their chairs. They slumped down and curled up on the floor.

The world became a hazy dream somewhere outside the pain, and Dick couldn’t think of anything.

Then it stopped.

The man named Johnny had pooped. Two others had lost control of their bladders and their pants were soaked.

Dick hadn’t leaked, but it had been a close thing.

The men lay on their sides and groaned, and slowly came to themselves.

The Doc brought out a trash can and a couple of rolls of toilet paper for the men who had lost control.

The men were so blasted they didn’t even care about wiping in front of anybody. They just cleaned up and sat, not thinking, just…resenting. But not very much.

It was a moment in which they had been robbed of  the intensity of emotion.

Dr. Valencia was back in her chair, calmly waiting.

“As you can see,” she finally said, “The punishment can be great. And I should caution you, that wasn’t even the highest setting. On the highest setting you will lose control and be unconscious. I prefer not to use that setting, for you must be making aware decisions, and there isn’t much conscious decision making when you’re unconscious.” She smiled.

“Now then, a couple of ground rules. I won’t be using the remote except in extreme circumstances. Your devices are all synched to the computer,” she pointed to seven computer set up on a table against the side wall. There was an eighth computer on her desk, so she could oversee the programming.

“The computer will shock you when you leave this little compound. It will increase the setting the further you go. The computer will give you pain or pleasure according to how well you do your studies. I have a chip implanted in me, and if I show unusual levels of stress…the computer will zap everybody at the highest setting. Do you understand?”

There were grumbles, nobody liked this set up.

“I want out. I changed my mind.”

“Sorry, Wally. Once in, you are in until completion.”

“But what if we can’t pass these…these lessons you’re talking about?”

“The computer will deal with you.”

“But that’s not fair,” Freddy Geldon said. “You can’t just turn us over to a computer!”

“Have any of you watched ‘The Clockwork Orange?’

The inmates were blank.

“I suggest you do so. It is one of the movies you will be allowed to see while on the program.”

“We’re going to watch movies?”

“You’ll be watching movies, learning lessons on various things, and…you’ll have fun.”

None of the men thought so.

“Okay. I’m giving everybody an hour to clean up. You need it after that little demonstration of pain. Be back here in an hour to start your lessons.”

With that she ignored them.

The men filed out slowly, a bit subdued by what had happened.

They all snuck a feel of their groins, affirmed that the devices weren’t coming off, and that they couldn’t pull their weenies out of the tubes.

There was a bit of talk, much of it braggadocio, ‘she can’t do this to me’ kind of thing, but as none of the men were particularly close all conversation ended and they just went to their trailers and took off their clothes and stepped into the showers.

Private showers. With hot water. And scented soap.

The men didn’t particularly like the sweet smell, but they didn’t notice it until it was too late, until their bodies were lathered up.

The nice thing, however, was that the hot water didn’t stop after thirty seconds. They were allowed to just wallow in the hot water, and it made them feel, for the first time since their incarcerations, like human beings.

There was a clock on the kitchen wall, and Dick, after a long shower, sat on the couch and watched it. just watched it.

He felt warm and good, though he did remember the incapacitating feeling of having his nuts shocked off.

When he had five minutes left of the hour he stood up and went back to the classroom. Only half the guys were back, but the rest showed up two minutes before the hour, and Dr. Valencia stood up.

“Your computers are the same number as your trailer. Before we start I have prepared today’s dose of vitamins. The lessons can be intense, and we don’t want your energy waning. that would cause the computer to think you are being less than enthusiastic, and it would shock you.”

She indicated seven white cups lined up on her desk. The guys glanced at each other shrugged, and came up to the desk and took their vitamins.”

“Very good,” the Doc said when everybody had had their vitamins. Are there any questions before we begin?”

“What kind of stuff are we supposed to learn?” asked Sampson.

“I’ll let the computer tell you that. Anything else? Okay. Gentlemen, start your engines.”

A couple of the men gave rueful smiles at her command, and everybody stood up and went to their computers.

‘Good afternoon, Dick.’

Dick stared at the screen. Huh. Personalized.

‘Type in ‘good afternoon’ if you don’t want to be shocked.’

He blinked, and rapidly typed in ‘Good afternoon.’

‘This program will help you transition to a calm, more peaceful state of mind. You will learn that violence is not an appreciated response to a problem, and you will learn alternatives to violence. The first lesson has to do with politeness. When you complete it you will be allowed to wear pink panties. Are you ready to start? Please type in ‘yes,’ or give reasons why not.’

Dick stared at the screen. Pink panties? He typed in, “I don’t want to wear pink panties.’

‘Sorry, Dick. This is not optional. Are you ready to start?’

‘Can’t I wear men’s underwear?’

‘Sorry, Dick. This is not optional. Are you ready to start?’

“How about white panties?’

‘Sorry, Dick. This is not optional. Are you ready to start?’

‘And you’re going to shock me if I don’t start?’

‘Yes. Are you ready to start?’

‘Yes.’

The lesson commenced.

Dick would always remember the first part of the lesson. It was, after all, unique in his experience. It was a simple lecture on the need for politeness between people, that politeness must occur before communication, or else that communication might be refused.

But somewhere midway through the lesson he started to slip. He was watching, he was aware that he was watching, and he even remembered some of the things he saw.

Men shaking hands politely, and embracing each other, and smiling happily. And he felt little buzzes in his crotch, emphasizing these simple lessons.

Then he sort of faded, and he remembered something about a man kneeling before a woman and bowing, but…that was ridiculous. Men didn’t bow down before women! That had to be some kind of dream or something. He sure was glad the computer hadn’t caught him dreaming.

Anyway, the lesson lasted an hour, then he found himself staring at the screen. It was blank except for the words, ‘Well done. You will experience pleasure in five…four…three…two…one…ZZZZZ!

He lapsed into the most pleasurable moment he could ever remember. He was just floating, and his cock and balls felt so good, and…he just slumped back in his chair and wallowed in the feeling.

“Very good, Dick. Please come to my desk.”

He turned to where the doc was beckoning him with a crooked finger.

He stood up, was shaky, and walked to her.

She handed him a pair of pink panties. “Well done, Dick. Wear them with pride.” She smiled. “Go home and change, and be back in a half hour for your next lesson.

Dick took the panties and, in a daze, walked out of the classroom. He heard Dr. Valencia summoning Bucky as he closed the door.

In his ‘home’ he took off his clothes and looked at the pink panties. He snorted several dirty words in his mind, and thought about not wearing them. how would the computer know?

But he didn’t trust the computer, so he put on the panties, was comfortable in knowing that they couldn’t be seen under his prison grey pants. A half hour later he reported to the classroom.

“Good afternoon, Dick.” She waited, watched him, and he thought madly…what…what?

And it came out of him, just popped out as natural as if he had been saying it all his life.

“Good afternoon, Miss Valencia.”

She smiled. “Please drop your drawers.”

His face red, the other guys in the room watching him, but none snickering for they were in the same boat, he unbuttoned his pants enough so she could see the panties.

“All the way.”

He sighed, and pulled his pants down.

“Very good, Dick. The computer will be pleased.”

Dick went to his computer and Sampson was the next in line.

Sampson had elected not to wear the pink panties.

“Not good, Mr. Sampson.” Dr. Valencia said. “The computer will not be pleased. Please go to your station.”

Sampson frowned, went to his computer and typed in his ‘good afternoon.’

A moment, then he jerked. And his face showed his panic. And every ten seconds he jerked. He could be heard mumbling, then he went to the desk and interrupted. “Dr. Valencia—“

“Not now, Sampson. Please wait until I have inspected everybody.”

Fortunately, she only had two people to greet and ask to show their panties.  Still, every ten seconds Sampson jerked and made a whining noise. He was obviously getting his balls shocked. Not enough to render him unconscious, but enough to get his attention.

“Yes, Mr. Sampson?”

“May I please go change my underwear?

Oh, the embarrassment. And every con in the heard it. They tried not to snicker, but a few snicks were heard.

“Of course, Mr. Sampson. Please hurry.”

Sampson turned and made for the door. Halfway there he staggered and fell to his knees. He came up and opened the door and stepped out. The door closed and everybody heard him swear. Nobody said anything, but Dr. Valencia smiled indulgently and said, “Dirty words are the province of the ignorant. Please don’t reveal your ignorance by using the incorrect words.”

Dick stared at the screen. It was a quiz on English.

English? WTF?

He answered a bunch of questions about parts of speech, verbs and crap, and then he went on to the next section, which was the real lesson. ‘How to care for clothes.’

It was a lesson in how to do his laundry! but he worked in the damned laundry! He told the computer this.

‘Have you hand washed dainty underthings in your laundry duties?’

‘No.’

‘Then we will proceed.’

But it was more than washing dainty underthings. It had to do with washing colors, different fabrics, how much and what kind of soap to use…everything…right down to hold to fold his laundry after washing it.

When the lesson was over he received a mild dose of pleasure. He had missed two questions, or he would have gotten his full iota.

“Mr. Busch?”

He reported to Doc Valencia.

“I believe you have a practical assignment?”

“I’m supposed to wash my clothes. But I was going to wait until tonight.”

“Sorry, Dick. But the computer wants you to attend to your tasks when you are supposed to, not at your whim. You have an hour.”

“But I can’t get everything dry in that amount of time?”

“There is a hair dryer in the bathroom under the sink.” She smiled her beautiful smile, which was now starting to irritate him.

He left, and attended to his laundry. He stood naked in the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror as he ran the dryer over his clothes. He was able to get his clothes dry enough, and he reported back to the classroom.

ZZZ.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, holding on to the Doc’s desk. The pleasure was wonderful.

She smiled. “I figured you needed some cheer, Dick. You looked a little sad.”

“Oh.” Then…as if from out of nowhere. “Thank you.”

He blinked and didn’t understand why he was being so polite.

“Here.” She handed him nylons and a garter.

“What..l.is…”

“Don’t be obtuse, Dick. Go change. Hurry back, your computer is waiting.

Five minutes later, his legs encased in silk, he began his next lesson.

The days passed, and the lessons were done with, if not enthusiasm, then at least with a phony alacrity.

An alacrity that became more real as the pleasure was passed out, and the pain was learned to be avoided.

To be precise, the next lesson had to do with table settings, and he was awarded pleasure and a pink bra.

Oh, the embarrassment, and Dick suffered a small shock before he was convinced of the value of the apparel.

‘I don’t need a bra,’ typed Dick.

‘You will.’

And he sat back in shock.

He looked at the desk where Dr. Valencia was lining up vitamins. He thought about getting up and running out. He thought there was something more than just vitamins in the vitamins, but something stopped him.

A lassitude.

An unwillingness to revolt.

A setting aside of his innate meanness.

So he wore the bra, and was ashamed when he had to show Dr. Valencia, and the class, his compliance with the computer program.

And the next lesson he wore a pink shirt. That was a bit thin. And the buttons were on the wrong side. And it didn’t button all the way up. And the collars were rounded instead of pointed.

He managed to put it on without suffering any shocks to his gonads. He was learning.

The fourth lesson was a make or break point, and while he endured it stoically, half the class revolted, and half the class lay on the ground moaning, holding their packages, several times.

But, in the end everybody complied.

Everybody was awarded a pink skirt.

And the lessons proceeded.

Lessons in cooking.

Lessons in sewing.

Lessons in painting your nails.

In..painting fingernails…

Now they had to work together. They watched their lessons, discussed their lessons, just like girls, and painted each others nails.

First the feet.

Then they put fake fingernails on their hands and painted them.

Oh, that was a sore class. Everybody was on the floor at one time or another, and it took higher and higher settings for the men to comply.

But once they were all looking at their fingernails, and even appreciating the art it took to create them, things smoothed out.

And, at that time, Dr. Valencia took their pictures and hung them on the wall next to the pictures taken when they had been admitted to the prison.

The men stared, chastened, at their own visages.

On the left, dour, sullen, angry. Shadows of beards showing. Eyes dull with resentment. Their skin pasty and their hair uncut. Sloppy. Messy.

On the right, they could see see their faces were changing. Their cheeks were higher, their skin softer and their pores smaller. Their eyes doe like and looking slightly bigger.

And happier. Sparkling with health.

And their hair, which had been let to grow, was long and brushed back nicely.

Some of them didn’t even remember the lesson on hair care.

But the main thing, when one looked at the pictures, was a subtle pride. Several of the men were even smiling.

It was a very subdued group of men who entered their lessons after that little wake up call.

“It’s working,” murmured Wally.

“This doesn’t make sense,” whispered Dick.

But it made sense. It had only been a month, and now they were wearing dresses and their nails were long and colored and…and they had pudgy mounds on their chests.

Yes, their bodies were changing. They had all been slender before, but now they were blossoming. Their chests were growing small mounds, their buttocks had gained a little weight, and…they were making the transition from ‘handsome’ (if they had taken care of themselves) to pretty (now that they were taking care of themselves.)

“Gentlemen. We will be testing tomorrow. Please study your lessons. Those who pass will get high heels, and be allowed to cum.”

The men looked at each other. They were a changed bunch.

They had learned a lot of feminine things, and they had been guided into an appreciation of the female culture. Often they spent the night chatting over fashion magazines, and once a week they were allowed to have a ‘chic flick’ party. They were issued pink pajamas and made popcorn and even drank soda pop.

It was the highlight of their week.

But to be allowed to have an orgasm? Oh, they wanted that!

They had been trapped in their chastity tubes for weeks, unable to relieve themselves, and…they needed relief.

So they actually studied all night. They formed study groups and asked each other questions, and when the test time came they were ready.

They hovered over their computers, frowned in thought, and selected answers. In the end they all passed. Bucky just barely, and both Freddy and Dick received an orgasm…and high heels!

The two men reported to the classroom that evening. they were made up and looked fine. Their dresses were clean and starched.

“Welcome, girls,” said Dr. Valencia. “Are you ready for your high heels?”

Both Dick and Freddy giggled.

Dick thought about how he had never giggled in his life…before this class. He was glad he had found this new way of expressing himself.

The Doc handed them high heels and they put them on and pranced about the room.

Oh, they were awkward, but they were so proud it didn’t matter.

Then she bid them to sit at their computers.

‘Good evening.’

‘Good evening.’

‘Are you ready for your orgasm?’

‘Oh, yes!’

‘Commencing program,’

The men sat and felt the buzz in their groins. They sighed, and the buzz grew louder, then they lost cognizance of the buzz and began to feel their own world.

Images appeared on the computers. Videos of beautiful women being laid out and screwed.Enjoying the big penises.

Dick and Freddy watched, and they felt the buzz increasing, the vibration to their cocks, growing larger, and larger.

Then Dick felt Dr. Valencia putting his hand in Freddy’s, and the two men held hands and came…and came…and came.

Lessons intensified, and they began to broach sexual matters.

What pleases a man.

What pleases a woman.

Different kinds of sex. Oral, anal, simple hand jobs.

The computer seemed to be tailoring the programs to the individual, for the sequences on the screen, the progression of sexual deeds, was different from person to person.

The men learned how to suck, where to suck, trigger points on the bodies, both male and female.

The most intense lessons were concerned with BDSM.

They learned how to give pain in a way that brought pleasure.

And the opposite.

And the rewards became more and more intense. Again and again the men were brought to the edge.

“And today’s student of the week is Dick!”

The other men cheered and Dick stood up and gave a curtsy.  He looked particularly elegant in his heels, and his breasts had really grown large.

“And here is his reward!”

Doc Valencia handed Dick a box, and he opened it with glee.

And pulled out a plug.

The class rose up in oohs and awws.

“Dick has done the lesson on insertions, and he will now show the class the proper method for insertion of plugs.”

The plug was glass, and it had a dial on the bottom. Once in somebody could dial the thing like a rotary phone, and it would turn inside his butt.

Dick was quite excited, and he pulled his skirt up and his panties down and lubed up.

The others crowded around and watched avidly.

It didn’t take but a moment, they had all been playing with their butts for weeks, and Dick slipped the thing into his rectum.

Oh, it felt heavenly, and he wiggled his butt proudly.

“May I?” asked Doc Valencia. She gripped the end of the plug firmly and started dialing.

Dick almost passed out from the pleasure as it twisted inside him. His nerves were so stimulated, and his penis was wiggling madly, and a heavy flow of pre-cum flowed out of the end of his chastity tube.

Bucky reached forward and caught a drop of the fluid on his fingertip. He tasted it thoughtfully.

“All right, everybody. Back to your lessons. Hurry, because it is obvious that Dick is ready to demonstrate the next lesson for us.”

That day they all worked hard, and that night Doc Valencia demonstrated milking.

It was after dinner, close to bed time, and the men…girls…all gathered around.

Dick was on all fours on Dr. Valencia’s desk, naked with his butt in the air.

The good doctor let them lubricate Dick’s butt, and they all made sure he was thoroughly greased up. And to receive so many willing fingers, Dick was quit hot.

Then she put a prostate massager into his rectum and began to rub it back and forth.

Dick sighed with the intensity of pleasure exploding from him.

“You girls want to rub his nipples?”

“Can we suck them?”

“Of course you can.”

The girls vied for the privilege of playing with Dick’s nips.

The sensations became strong, stronger, and then…

“Here he cums.”

Jizz flowed out of his chastity tube. A thick stream with some chunks in it.

Dick was in heaven. The relief he was feeling—it had been a month since he had been allowed to orgasm—was incredible.

Gobs and gobs, a long stream, then it was over.

He was helped off the table and they all went back to their trailers.


Epilogue

A week later Dick graduated, and two days after that he was called to the classroom.

He walked in, pretty in pink, and stopped and stared.

It was Cindy! The girl he had cared so much for, but who he had abused.

“Cindy!”

She stared at him, and he could see confusion in her gaze.

He dropped to his knees. “I’m so sorry. I will never forget how mean I was to you. I hope you can forgive me. I’ll spend all my time making up for it. Please…”

He went on and on, and the confusion left Cindy’s face. She looked at Dr. Valencia, who smiled knowingly.

“And this will allow me to…” she held up a fob.

“Yes, dear. Pain or pleasure, and we suggest you follow the guidelines and don’t give him either at the wrong time. He is quite willing now, and he will serve you well. you don’t want to mess with that.”

“Oh, no! Never!” She looked down at the now lightly sobbing Dick.

“But if you do have a problem, please call. We can put him through a refresher course quite easily.

“I will.”

Cindy pressed the fob and Dick felt a surge of pleasure.

“Come on, honey. Let’s go home.”

Now crying openly, glad to be accepted back into the ranks of caring humanity, Dick followed his girlfriend out the door.

END
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‘Silithia!’

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

Silithia sighed and pulled her thin coat tighter around herself.

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

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

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

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

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

But she had to live.

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

That worthy was drunk and sneered at her.

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

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

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

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

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

Thomas picked at a scab and thought about it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He could do it.

“Got a alley?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

To help her people.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Silithia had died, and soon…long live Silithia.

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

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

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

Footsteps, murmurs, and the door opened a crack.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira.

‘Experimental researches in electricity,’ Michael Faraday.

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

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

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

Then she jerked her head up and stared at Thomas.

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

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

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

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

“Got the pox,” muttered Martha.

“No…no she doesn’t.”

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

“My money?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes. Well, good night.”

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

Martha came and looked down at the body.

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

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

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

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

“Ahem.”

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

“Before you even done the electricity?”

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

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

“Yes, well, okay.”

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

“Too big.”

“Let’s use spoons.”

“Will they conduct well enough?”

“Well enough,” he assured his wife.

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

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

CRACKLE! SNAP HISSSSSSSS!

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

He touched the leads again…and again.

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

“I was sure this would work.”

“Better try again,” said his wife.

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

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

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

Martha went back into the house.

The night was silent.

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

It decided not, and jumped down and slunk away.

Silithia wasn’t even food for beasts now.

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

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

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

A pulse spurted and stopped.

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

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

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

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

The hand clutched, a snappy jerk, a flicker.

The other hand.

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

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

Life had been hard, was it worth returning to?

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

How can one refuse the whims of the creator?

How can one not live?

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

Silithia opened her eyes.

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

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

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

She sat up and looked around.

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

She climbed down off the table.

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

Hunh! Health…her? Not likely.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She ran.


CHAPTER TWO

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

Old Gypsy Saying

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Down lanes, past houses, to the gypsy encampment.

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

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

When will the authorities send their armed men after us?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was full-sized, and she was not.

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

She thought about what had happened to her.

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

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

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

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

“Silithia?”

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

“Yes?”

“Would you like to go to bed?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where?”

“Come. Let us find a place.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But now it was different.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you okay?” he asked.

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

“I’m going to move.”

“Please,” she agreed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I…I’m going to cum…again.”

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

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

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

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

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

She raised her hips and gloried in his gift.

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

And she had.

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

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

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

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

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

They lay in the darkness, him dazed and beaten.

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

The next few days were sad.

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

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

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

To compound his misery, other men started noticing Silithia.

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

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

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

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

“Silithia? Silithia?”

“Here?”

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

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

Talk, but spelled fuck.

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

“So talk.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh…uh…uh!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What was wrong with her that they did this?

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

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

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

“Silithia?”

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

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

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

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

No flowers, just a dive into lust.

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

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

“Take off your clothes and lay down.

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

She climbed over him and sank down.

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

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

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

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

Silithia rearranged her clothes, and lay back.

Frustrated.

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

Silithia groaned.


CHAPTER THREE

Rocks in my path? I keep them all.

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

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

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

It all changed.

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

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

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

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

But, still, they loved her.

But she didn’t love them.

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

But that wasn’t the worst thing.

The women.

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

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

“Borq, give me money,” she demanded.

But Borq had no money to give.

“Salvanus, I need money.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her eyes flickered open.

Men. Coming up the path.

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

“There she is!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“There! There!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She looked upwards.

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

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

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

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

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

“She’s ours!” protested Vano.

“We’re Gypsies and she is one of us!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What have we here?”

“My name is Silithia,” responded the girl.

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

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

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

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

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

“What is your name, milord?”

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

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

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

“Running for my life, milord.”

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

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

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

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

“Are you at war, milord?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, milord.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Will she work?”

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

“In the big room.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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