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    Chapter 01.  
 
      
 
    High School (8 years ago)  
 
      
 
     High school was the cruelest place on earth! At least it was for Susan. Susan was not the most popular girl in the school. In fact, it was safe to say that she may have been the least popular. She may have been one of the brighter kids in the school, but she was also very plain looking. She wasn’t blessed with a sexy looking body, and her overly strict parents didn’t allow her to dress fashionably or experiment with makeup. In fact, since her parents weren’t exactly rich, most of her clothes were obvious hand-me-downs that most kids would never wear. The result was that she was the constant target of ridicule for many of the other kids in the school, and she had been for years.   
 
      
 
    While she yearned to be one of the popular kids, she knew it would never happen, and over time, her resentment grew. All through high school her resentment was particularly aimed at the boys who would hardly even talk to her, let alone ask her out. All too often she felt alone, isolated, and friendless. Burying herself in her studies…and her resentment.  
 
      
 
    At the end of her senior year, life suddenly seemed to turn around for her. She couldn’t believe it when Steve Harrison, one of the most popular guys in the school and one who had always seemed to enjoy taunting her more than any of the others, actually phoned her a few days before the senior prom and asked her to go with him. Susan was not only shocked that he would call and ask her, but in her desperation to be liked, she was also completely elated. Especially since Steve had always been one of the best looking boys in the school. He told her that he had just broken up with his former girlfriend, Karen, and had decided that he now wanted to go to the prom with Susan instead. Susan didn’t care what the reason was. The most handsome boy in the school had just called and asked her out to the prom. She was in heaven.   
 
      
 
    The senior prom was such a major occasion that Susan’s mother and father scraped enough money together to buy her a new dress. And the night of the prom, for the first time, her mother helped her with her hair and just a little bit of makeup.   
 
      
 
    The plan for the evening was that Steve and some of his friends would pick Susan up and then they would all go to the park first to take pictures before going on to the prom. When Steve arrived to pick her up, Susan was a little disappointed that he hadn’t brought her flowers, but it was such a special occasion that she decided it didn’t really matter. They all drove off to the park together, and Susan for once felt like she was an accepted part of the in-crowd she had always yearned to belong to. She felt happy, and she felt great.   
 
      
 
    At the park, one of the boys brought out his camera and started to take pictures. Then more of Steve’s friends drove up, including Karen, his “old” girlfriend. As soon as Karen got there, she walked up to Steve and Steve gave her a big hug and a kiss on the mouth.  Susan was so shocked she didn’t know what to do. She was completely outraged, especially when Steve and Karen had their picture taken together…while Susan was totally ignored.  
 
      
 
    Steve and all his friends started to get back into their cars, but when Susan tried to follow, they wouldn’t let her.   
 
      
 
    “You didn’t think I’d really go to the prom with someone like you, did you?” Steve said as everyone else laughed at her.   
 
      
 
    Susan was so mad that she tried to hit Steve, but he easily blocked her hand. And then he did the unthinkable. He picked Susan up and carried her to the edge of the lake, and while everyone else was laughing, dumped her in.   
 
      
 
    Susan was angry beyond belief. She struggled back to the shore. Her pretty new dress was soaked and ruined, and all the kids were still laughing at her. She saw several of them taking more pictures of her. If she had the means, she would have killed all of them just then…especially Steve!  
 
      
 
    “I’ll get back at you for this,” she screamed as all the kids laughed and got back into their cars. “I’ll get you back a hundred times worse! I’ll humiliate you till you beg for mercy…and then I won’t give it to you! You’ll be so sorry for this! I’ll get back at you…” she screamed. As Steve and his friends drove off laughing, the last thing they could hear her yelling was, “…if it’s the last thing I ever do!”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Ten Years Later  
 
      
 
      
 
    Susan stared at her latest client sitting across from her desk. She couldn’t believe it. Of all people, Steve Harrison had walked into her office looking for help from her to stop smoking. It was obvious he didn’t even remember who she was, but she certainly remembered him. Of course it was only natural that Steve wouldn’t recognize her, since High School she had changed quite a bit. Once she had been able to leave home for college, she had dieted and exercised as much as possible to lose weight, and she was able to indulge herself and use all the makeup and fashion accessories that the other girls used. And once she started making her own money, her wardrobe had improved greatly. Now she bore little resemblance to the homely looking girl that everyone had made fun of in high school. After all her years of study and hard work, she now had her own psychiatric practice where she specialized in helping people get over problems and bad habits.   
 
      
 
    As Steve sat there telling her about his life and problems, Susan couldn’t help but relive the humiliating events from the end of her high school days, events she had thought about all too often in her life. The more she thought about it, the more her resentment and anger towards him returned and grew. And now he was sitting right in front of her. She couldn’t help but think that the fly had definitely walked into the spider’s lair this time. But did she dare act on all those fantasies she had dreamed about all too often over the years?   
 
      
 
    Steve’s company had sent him to her city for training for the next three weeks. He had decided that while he was there, he would also try to find someone to help him stop smoking, something he had failed at by himself over and over again. Susan told him that she would be glad to work with him, and that in such cases she usually used hypnotism to help people get over their desires for smoking. It would probably take several sessions but if he was still willing, they could get started right away. Steve was more than willing, so Susan made him comfortable and started working on putting him into a hypnotic trance.  
 
      
 
    Steve turned out to be fairly easy to hypnotize, and for that first session, Susan concentrated on setting up her usual triggers to help him go under again quicker and deeper the next time they met. She also started to lay the groundwork to reinforce his desire to stop smoking. But just before she finished, she implanted the suggestion that he would be anxious to return again the next evening for his next session.   
 
      
 
    That night, after Steve left her office, Susan sat and pondered what to do about Steve. Since he had left her office she had done little else but to fantasize about how she could go about getting back at him…how she could go about humiliating him, over and over again – endlessly! And oh the plans her mind was able to conceive. But then for the last eight years she had dreamed and fantasized all too often about getting back at Steve. The traumas of her years in high school, and especially what Steve had done to her at the end of her senior year, had eaten away at her for far too long.   
 
      
 
    But…should she? She had no doubt that she could do it. She had no doubt at all that she could actually do many of the things she had dreamed of doing to him over the years. But the question still remained – should she?   
 
      
 
    On the one hand, it would be exceedingly cruel to do any of the things she had thought about doing to him. It would also be completely unethical for her. Doing anything at all to Steve would be very wrong on so many different levels.  
 
      
 
    But on the other hand, it was like a stroke of fate from the gods. After suffering through the shame and humiliation of what she had lived through for so many years, it was as if the gods had picked Steve up and simply placed him in front of her…for the sole purpose of allowing her to get back at him for so many horrible wrongs of the past.  
 
      
 
    In the end though, the temptation was simply too strong. After all the years of abuse she had suffered through, and then the agony and resentment she had lived with all too long afterwards, she simply couldn’t pass up the opportunity.   
 
      
 
    But once the decision to go ahead had been made, she never once looked back. Since it seemed that fate was handing her the chance at revenge for all the humiliation she had suffered, she decided that Steve was going to get all the humiliation he deserved – a thousand times over. But she was also smart enough to know that whatever she did to him, she was also going to have to be very, very careful about how she went about it. Nobody, but nobody…especially not Steve…could ever know that she would be the real cause of all of his anguish.   
 
      
 
    Unable to think about anything else, she schemed and planned late into the night, even skipping dinner because her mind was too preoccupied with details to remember to eat. She closely examined all the different fantasies she had dreamed up over the years as ways to get back at Steve, discarding many, and keeping the ones that seemed the most promising – no matter how difficult they would be to implement. And in the late of the night, from all those different fantasies she had dreamed of over the years, she crafted a plan. A plan like no other. A plan that would give her the satisfaction of total revenge against this hated man. A plan that would use many of his own traits against him. A plan that would bring him total insanity…and then still keep giving – endlessly. And the best part of it would be that he would never know the real cause of it.  
 
      
 
    The next evening, when Steve showed up for his appointment, Susan started to implement the plan she had spent most of the night refining. Steve’s company had him in her city to train for the next three weeks, and every night for those three weeks, she worked late into the night on him, hypnotizing him, ripping his mind apart, rebuilding it the way she wanted, implementing the most diabolical scheme she could ever conceive. Susan was good at what she did, and she knew it. Steve never stood a chance.   
 
      
 
    Over those three weeks, Susan created a split personality within Steve. She created a second, completely new personality within Steve’s mind. One his conscious mind would never know about. Within the man that had always been too proud of his masculinity and the way he looked, she created a totally female personality, one that she named Karen, after his old girlfriend. Karen would live inside Steve’s body along with him, but Susan made Karen the dominant personality, and she made her far stronger than Steve so she could take over the body whenever she wanted to and he would have no way to fight her.  She gave Karen the ability to assume control either with Steve awake and knowing what his body was doing despite his inability to control it, or Karen could put Steve to sleep, immediately turning him off, so he would never know what Karen was doing. That was all up to Karen’s dominant wishes. Most importantly, she implanted into Karen the absolute desire to humiliate Steve endlessly.   
 
      
 
    The only restrictions that Susan gave to Karen were that she couldn’t do anything that would physically harm Steve in any way, and if she could help it, she shouldn’t do anything that would cost Steve his job. But if it happened, then it happened. Other than that, everything was up to Karen’s imagination and the things that Karen would know from Steve’s mind that would humiliate Steve the most.   
 
      
 
    Finally, Susan implanted into Karen the command to continually contact her about every humiliation she put Steve through, so that she would always know that Steve was finally getting what he deserved.   
 
      
 
    She implanted into Steve’s mind the command that as soon as he left the city, he would totally forget that he had ever visited her. While Steve would never smoke again, he would only think that he had managed to quit smoking all on his own, and he would remember absolutely nothing about ever visiting Susan or being hypnotized.   
 
      
 
    While Susan would get no money for the time she spent with Steve, she hoped that her rewards would come instead from many emails and phone calls she would get from Karen, detailing just what she was putting Steve through.  
 
      
 
    After so many years, Susan was going to finally get the one thing she had always wanted the most. Absolute revenge!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 02.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve looked in his oversized bathroom mirror and smiled. There wasn’t a better looking guy in the whole city, and he knew it. He took the time to pose and admire himself while he was still naked from the shower. A thing of beauty from top to bottom – no doubt about it! He noticed an old pack of cigarettes on the counter and picked it up. The very notion of smoking made him feel nauseous. With great ceremony, he tossed the pack into the trash can from where he stood. “Swish! Two points!” It had been more than two weeks now since he had smoked his last cigarette. He had done it. He had kicked his smoking problem for good, and he had done it all with his own willpower. He was certainly glad he hadn’t wasted his money on that shrink while he was away.   
 
      
 
    He opened his closet door to select his clothes for the day and winced. Everything smelled like stale cigarettes. He decided then and there that he should really get some new ones. Besides, he had to stay up on the latest fashions anyway. He chose a shirt that he didn’t think smelled quite so bad and a pair of slacks to go with it.   
 
      
 
    The thought of shopping was growing more and more interesting to him. It was Saturday, why shouldn’t he spend it shopping. Besides, he had a date planned for later that night with the hot new girl, Monica, from the shipping department. Nothing like new clothes to impress a girl. Which reminded him, he’d better give his apartment a quick cleaning before he brought her back here. He smiled as looked at his bed. His sheets should still be good enough, but hopefully after tonight they wouldn’t be.  
 
      
 
    It was still fairly early when he walked into the mall. The stores were open, but there weren’t too many people around yet. “Pity,” he thought, “no babes to check out.” He walked in and out of a few trendy stores, mostly to see what they had, but he didn’t buy anything. Then he walked into one of the bigger department stores. He had always had good luck there finding really nice clothes that he liked, and he was pleased with what he found this time too. He picked up a few shirts and several pairs of slacks. He even found some new underwear and socks. He paid for it all and the clerk put everything into one big bag.   
 
      
 
    As he walked out of the department store, he was very surprised at how crowded the mall had become. Surprisingly crowded. He glanced at his watch and was amazed to see how much time had passed. Wow, he had been in there much longer than he thought.  
 
      
 
    As he walked past the food court, he decided to stop for an early lunch. It was one of his favorite things to do in the mall. Not for the food, but more because he could spend the time sitting and watching all the women that walked by. He bought his lunch and sat down and ate, noticing particularly a very nice young lady with a wonderfully short skirt as she walked past.   
 
      
 
    But a moment later, all he could see was a big muscular guy heading determinedly right at him. “What’cha lookin’ at, Fag?” the guy said angrily as he walked up to Steve’s table.   
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. Where had this guy come from? He hadn’t noticed him before. “Uh…” he began, still trying to comprehend what was going on. “What are you talking about?”  
 
      
 
    “You’ve been staring at me for the last few minutes. And when you winked, it was more than even I could stand.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was even more confused. “Winked?”  
 
      
 
    “Get lost you freakin’ fag! Get out of here before I do something you really won’t like!”  
 
      
 
    Steve was totally unsure of what had happened, but retreating out of there seemed to be his best course of action. He picked up his two bags from the department store, wondering momentarily why he had thought there was only one bag before, and headed quickly for his car. He could feel the eyes of the other guy on his back all the way out.  
 
      
 
    Once home, he opened up the first bag and put all the clothes he had just bought away. But when he opened the second bag, he was surprised to find that it was empty. He had thought there had been something in it, and it looked like there had been something in it, but now it was simply empty. He mentally reviewed everything he remembered buying and he was sure he had just put it all away. Shrugging his shoulders, he threw the empty bags into the trash.  
 
      
 
    He realized that the clothes he had on still smelled a bit like stale cigarettes and that irritated him, so he changed into some new ones. Once again he was more than pleased with the image he saw reflected in the mirror. “Might as well wear this for Monica tonight,” he decided. “And it’s going to be a goooood evening for sure!”   
 
      
 
    With nothing better to do, he sat down on his couch and found a game on the TV. He watched it for a little while, but it seemed like only minutes before he found himself waking up from a nap he hadn’t planned on taking. The sun was already going down and his apartment was just starting to get dark. He must have been more tired than he had thought. He glanced at his watch and nearly panicked. “Oh my God! I’m gonna be late!” He rushed out the door and into his car with only one thing on his mind – Monica and the fun he was going to have with her.  
 
      
 
    When he picked Monica up, he let out a small growl and licked his lips. “You Babe, look good enough to eat!” And indeed she did. She was dressed a lot sexier than she ever was for work. Steve was half tempted to try to take her straight home instead of having dinner and drinks first. Fortunately, his better judgment won out.  
 
      
 
    Dinner was nice, and the drinks and bit of dancing afterwards was even better. Better yet, Monica herself seemed to be really into him. So when he suggested that they go back to his place, he wasn’t the least bit surprised when she agreed. He just couldn’t get her there fast enough.   
 
      
 
    The minute he got her into his apartment, he grabbed her and kissed her hard. He could feel her body pressing into him as he held her tightly and pressed his own body against hers. Man, she felt good! Still holding and kissing her, he led her into his bedroom. “Oh lady,” he said, “have I got something for you!” And with that he unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, unzipped his fly, and yanked his pants down to his knees.   
 
      
 
    Monica looked incredibly startled as she stared at his crotch. Steve put his hands on his hips and said. “Wait till you really see it.” He nearly ripped his shirt as he pulled it off and then flexed his biceps for her.   
 
      
 
    But Monica didn’t exactly look impressed. Instead she was covering her mouth with her hand and was trying her best not to laugh. Steve was confused. “What? You don’t like muscles?”  
 
      
 
    But Monica was openly laughing now and just pointed at him. “My God,” she finally got out between her laughter. “I never had a clue!”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked down at what she was pointing at and nearly fainted. He was wearing a pair of overly feminine pink panties with lace all around the edges, a garter belt, and stockings. “What?” he shouted in alarm as he felt his new clothes to see if they were real. “When did this happen?” He was so confused. He pulled his pants off all the way and Monica began laughing even harder. He looked down and saw that his toenails were painted a very bright red.   
 
      
 
    Unable to figure out what to do, he ran for his bathroom, Monica’s laughter following him all the way. What had happened? He didn’t have a clue. He undressed as fast as he could, but there was nothing he could do about the nail polish. Finally pulling his pants back on, he went back out to face Monica. But Monica was already at his apartment door. “Monica, I can explain,” he started, searching desperately for anything that could explain what had happened.  
 
      
 
    But Monica was still laughing. “Don’t bother,” she said as she opened the door. “Obviously, you’re really not the man I thought you were.” Then she went into another fit of laughter. “God,” she finally said, “wait till I tell the girls.” Then she closed the door in his face and was gone.  
 
      
 
    All Steve could do was to stare at the closed door, then down at his legs where he could still see his red toenails beneath the pants he had just put on. What had happened? How had he gotten in those clothes? Where had they come from? He didn’t have a clue. He paced his apartment for hours trying to figure it all out. He tried several liquids he found to remove the nail polish from his toes, but nothing worked. He would just have to find something tomorrow. Still totally bewildered, he finally went to bed, very much afraid he wouldn’t sleep a wink.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Late that night, Steve slept soundly, but his body was up and logging into his computer. Karen kept Steve asleep while she signed into the internet email account that Susan had set up just for her, and typed in Susan’s “special” address.  
 
      
 
    Dear Susan,  
 
      
 
    I was out today for the first time and I’m still laughing so hard I can hardly type. Poor Steve is so lost and bewildered that he doesn’t know what to do.  
 
      
 
    We went shopping today, and well, after he bought a few things, I decide to do some shopping too. So I put Steve totally to sleep while I browsed all through the ladies department. I’m afraid Steve was getting a few rather odd looks while we were there, especially when I was buying some new undies for us. It’s just a shame he was sleeping and never knew it. Maybe next time I’ll let him enjoy those looks.  
 
      
 
    I’m afraid that Steve has a bad habit of watching the women while he eats. And I’m afraid that I wasn’t the least bit interested in watching other women, so I put him to sleep again while I kept a very close eye on the men instead. That is until one of them decided he didn’t like us watching him so much. I had to wake Steve up to deal with that.  
 
      
 
    Later in the day, I got bored while Steve sat down to watch sports on TV, so I put him to sleep again and then had lots of fun doing our toenails in a nice pretty red color. I also dressed us in our new panties, garter belt, and stockings. Thank you so much for making me a girl. You don’t know how nice it finally felt to wear some proper girly clothing! Although later on, I don’t think that Steve appreciated it very much.   
 
      
 
    Steve had a date tonight and I kept him asleep this afternoon until it was time to leave. He never even knew about his change of underwear until he brought his girl back here and started undressing. Susan, you wouldn’t believe how she laughed at him and how humiliated he felt. And he still has no idea what happened.   
 
      
 
    Oh Susan, this is so much fun! I can’t wait till my next opportunity to “play” a bit more with Steve.   
 
      
 
    Till next time,  
 
      
 
    Karen.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan closed her laptop and set it carefully on the night table beside her. It had started. The payback for all the humiliation she had been put through in high school had finally begun, and her body tingled from every word that Karen had written. She could only imagine how confused Steve was at the moment. And she had a feeling that it was only going to get worse.   
 
      
 
    Her body still tingling with excitement, she turned off her light and dreamed of sweet revenge!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 03.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve woke up feeling well rested and refreshed, much more so than he ever would have guessed – given his state of mind when he had gone to sleep. He walked into the bathroom and sat down to pee, although why he sat down to pee was a bit of a mystery to him. He didn’t feel like he had to do anything else. Unfortunately, it also put him in a position where he could see his red painted toenails all too well. “Gotta do something about that first thing,” he reminded himself.  
 
      
 
    After that, he opened his medicine cabinet to pull out his shaving cream and razor…and he stopped and stared. There, on the second shelf, in plain view where he could see it, was the bottle of red nail polish someone had used on his toenails yesterday. Someone was playing a trick on him and was trying to rub it in. His anger slowly began to grow, along with a realization that he should have thought of before – someone had been in his apartment, and he didn’t know who it was. And that someone might still be there.  
 
      
 
    He reached up and took the bottle of nail polish out of the cabinet, then he grabbed the pile of feminine things that he had left dumped on his bathroom floor last night, and he threw them all angrily into the trash can.   
 
      
 
    But the thought that someone else had been in his apartment still bothered him. He had to make sure that person wasn’t still there. Very carefully, he eased around every nook and cranny and looked into every closet he had, carefully checking for any sign of an intruder. He even dropped down quickly and checked under his bed. All clear…thankfully. He double checked the lock on his door. All secure. Feeling better, he finally went back into the bathroom to shave and shower. He didn’t know how someone had done what they had to him yesterday, but he knew he would eventually catch him, and he would make whoever it was – pay! Dearly!  
 
      
 
    As soon as he was dressed, he was out the door and made his way to the closest pharmacy where he bought a small bottle of nail polish remover. He felt very embarrassed having to buy it, but fortunately, nobody in the store said anything to him and he hurried home with it. He spent the next little while working hard to completely remove the nail polish from his toes. Then he took the bottle of remover that he no longer needed and started to throw it into the trash can on top of the other things he had put in there earlier. But the trash can was empty. There was no sign of the dreaded clothing he had thrown away just a short while before. He threw the nail polish remover into the trash and did another check of his apartment. Everything looked normal. He could see no sign that anyone had been in there while he had been gone.  
 
      
 
    Later in the afternoon, he was finishing up his weekly laundry when he opened his dresser to put his freshly washed underwear away, and there, on top of everything else, was the dreaded pair of panties, the stockings, and the garter belt. All were neatly folded and carefully put away. How had they magically appeared in his dresser? He grabbed them and threw them once again into the trash. He spent the rest of the day installing a very substantial bolt lock on his apartment door. Nobody was going to get past that without him knowing it!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The next morning he had to go back to work, and he dreaded it. Monica had said she was going to tell all her friends. He had no way that he knew of to stop her. After his shower, he opened his dresser to pull out some underwear, and he stopped dead. There, right on top of everything, was the pair of frilly panties, the stockings, and the garter belt. How could they have gotten there? Anger took hold of him as once again he pulled them out and threw them away. Then he went into his closet and pulled out his softball bat and carried it with him as he again checked every spot in his apartment. He was ready to kill anybody if he found them. But everything was still clear and his door was still locked. He was more puzzled than ever.   
 
      
 
    Later, after he got to work, he was worried that the word of what he had been wearing on his date with Monica had gotten out. He continually watched the faces of everyone to see if they were looking at him differently. He was relieved to see no sign that anyone knew…yet. But it was early in the day still. Most likely nobody would know…yet. He relaxed for a bit, but was more worried about how things would be later in the day, after Monica had a chance to tell everybody.   
 
      
 
    At break time he almost didn’t go to get himself a cup of coffee for fear that someone would mention it, but fortunately nobody did. At lunch it was the same. He dreaded finding out that someone might know. But lunch went fine as well.   
 
      
 
    By midafternoon the worry and the dread was beginning to get to him and he finally phoned down to the shipping department and asked for Monica. He spoke quietly into the phone so that nobody around him could hear. “Uh…hi Monica.”  
 
      
 
    “Steve? Oh, I’m soooo glad you called.”  
 
      
 
    She was glad he called? Was that good? “Uh, Monica, did you tell anybody…you know, about what happened the other night?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie, Stevie, Stevie.”   
 
      
 
    Her tone of voice didn’t exactly sound very good to him, and it sounded even worse when her voice dropped in volume as she spoke again. “Listen Stevie, I haven’t told a single soul yet, even though I want to, and I was planning to. But I keep thinking that you wanted to explain what happened Saturday night, and I didn’t really give you a chance. Well, if you come down here right now and explain it to me – in person, and do it the way I want you to, then maybe I won’t tell anyone. Got that? But if you don’t do exactly what I say, then trust me, I’ll make sure everybody knows. Understand?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was surprised. What did she mean? But she was offering him the chance to save his reputation. “Sure, you bet!” he answered quickly. “I’ll be right down.” He quickly hung up the phone and headed straight down to the shipping department, desperately trying to come up with a good explanation he could tell her. Nothing he could think of sounded even remotely plausible.  
 
      
 
    When he got there, she was waiting for him. “Hi Stevie,” she said. “Come on back where we can talk.”   
 
      
 
    Did she seem calm and relaxed? Maybe this was going to be okay. He followed her into the back room and then behind a stack of boxes.  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” she said, suddenly sounding all too firm. “Pull your pants down!”   
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “You heard me, I said pull you pants down. I want to see what you’re wearing underneath today.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” he replied. “Her request made a little more sense. “No problem.” He glanced around to make sure nobody could see, and he quickly lowered his pants to his knees. But Monica looked disappointed.   
 
      
 
     “Ugh!” she grunted. “No panties.”  
 
      
 
    “Of course not! I never wear them! I still don’t know how I was wearing them the other night.”  
 
      
 
    “Sure,” Monica replied, obviously not believing him.   
 
      
 
    Steve started to pull up his pants again.   
 
      
 
    “Don’t!” Monica admonished. He stopped quickly, very surprised. “You want a chance to explain it properly? Then you come back here tomorrow and we’ll do it again, but next time, you better be wearing exactly what you were wearing Saturday night when you explain it!”  
 
      
 
    “What?” What she was asking was incomprehensible. It made no sense.  
 
      
 
    “I figure that if you stand there like you are now, but in those panties and stockings you were wearing, then I might believe what you say. There’ll be a lot less chance of you telling me something that doesn’t sound right. But if you don’t, then trust me, I’m going to tell everybody I know. Got that?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was shocked. She wanted to see him actually wearing them while he explained it? It didn’t make sense. But what was he going to do?  
 
      
 
    “Now get out of here, I have work to do,” Monica said as she turned her back and walked away.   
 
      
 
    Steve went back up to his cubicle in a fog. He didn’t understand. Why would she want him to wear those stupid panties again? And to work no less! He wasn’t sure he could do it…but what would happen if he didn’t?  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    After work, all Steve knew was that he needed something to take his mind off it all. So he went to the gym for a good workout. He figured there was nothing like working up a good sweat in the weight room to make someone feel like a man again. He breathed in deeply and smiled at the very thought of it.  
 
      
 
    After changing into his workout clothes in the locker room, he headed for the weight room. At least he planned on going there, but instead he found himself walking into the room where the women were about to start their aerobics class. And he couldn’t seem to turn around and leave, no matter how much he wanted to.  
 
      
 
    “Are you joining us here today?” the shapely instructor asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve was going to say no, but instead he found himself lining up in the very first row getting ready to exercise with the women. What was going on?  
 
      
 
    “Suit yourself, Sweetie,” the instructor laughed. Then she started the class, and to Steve’s horror, he found himself trying to follow her every movement along with the other women. No matter how much he didn’t want to do it, he was still doing it. He couldn’t stop! And he was really working up a sweat. Worse, the longer he kept at it, the more feminine he thought the way he was moving was. He even noticed the instructor and some of the other women watching him closer. But he couldn’t control it in any way. What was going on?  
 
      
 
    He was not only completely panicked over his situation, he was completely exhausted by the time the class ended. “Looks like you need this class, Sweetie,” the instructor said to him. Did she have to keep calling him Sweetie? “You know, there’s a men’s class later on if that would make you feel more comfortable.”  
 
      
 
    Steve wanted to say that he didn’t even want to be in the class he had just attended, but once again his body seemed to have other ideas. “Oh no,” he found himself saying – in an all too sickeningly sweet voice, “I really like this one. I’ll be back!”   
 
      
 
    The instructor smiled knowingly. “Like I said, suit yourself.”  
 
      
 
    Steve had wanted to go to the gym to feel more like a man again. Instead, he had acted more like a simpering wimp. Worse, everyone had seen him do it. Could he ever go back again?  
 
      
 
    He hurried home in a totally panicked state. What was going on? He didn’t have a clue. And then there was Monica – that thought stopped him dead. He walked over to the trash can where he had thrown the panties away several times already. Once again, they weren’t in the trash can where they should have been. Almost afraid to look, he opened his dresser drawer. He wasn’t the least bit surprised to see them neatly folded there once again.   
 
      
 
    How could he wear them to work? He remembered what Monica had said about telling everybody. Because of that, how could he not wear them? Everyone would know! He’d be the laughing stock of the entire company! He closed his dresser drawer again, this time leaving the panties right where they were, and went to bed.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Dear Susan,  
 
      
 
    Something strange is happening and I don’t know what to do about it. Remember that girl, Monica, that Steve had the date with a few nights ago? She just ordered Steve to be wearing the same panties and stockings we were wearing the night she saw them, tomorrow to work – and she wants to see them while he tells her why he was wearing them. It’s so odd. I’m not sure what to do about it. Any suggestions?  
 
      
 
    In other news, Steve decided he needed a good workout at the gym tonight, although he didn’t exactly get the workout he expected. He wanted to go into the weight room, but I saw a women’s aerobics class starting instead. I certainly felt a lot more comfortable in there, but since I kept Steve awake through it all, he certainly didn’t feel comfortable at all. I guess he now knows that somehow his body can do things he doesn’t want it to, but he doesn’t have a clue as to why. I guess I should go easy on that ability for a while, but I wasn’t the least bit interested in muscle building with the weights tonight. I’m a girl for heaven’s sake!  
 
      
 
    Let me know if you have any suggestions for what to do about Monica.  
 
      
 
    Karen.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
    Susan stared at her computer screen and tried to digest what was going on. This girl Monica was certainly confusing the issue. She finally shook her head and typed a short reply to Karen.  
 
      
 
    Dear Karen,  
 
      
 
    For now, just let Steve handle everything to do with Monica. Just sit back quietly for a while and watch.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 04.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve woke up earlier than usual. The problems he had been through the day before were still weighing heavily on his mind. He was only surprised he had been able to sleep at all. When he opened his medicine cabinet, he wasn’t the least bit surprised to see the bottle of red nail polish once again on the shelf – right next to the bottle of remover he had bought and thrown away. He still hadn’t figured out how any of it was happening. He was seriously beginning to believe in magic, or voodoo, because that’s more like what it seemed had happened to his body last night at the gym. Someone else was controlling him like a voodoo doll. He made a mental note to look into that further.   
 
      
 
    After he shaved though, it was time to make his big decision. Should he wear the panties and stockings like Monica had demanded, or should he just blow her off and call her bluff? Would she really tell everybody? The more he thought about it, the more certain he was that she would tell. His reputation in the company would be ruined…not to mention that he’d probably never be able to date any of the women there again. “Shit!” he exclaimed out loud as he resigned himself to having to do it.   
 
      
 
    He finally reached into his drawer and pulled out the overly frilly panties. They felt light and smooth against his skin as he put them on. The stockings were next. He sat on the bed and struggled awkwardly to draw them up his legs. They felt incredibly smooth and soft…and embarrassing. It took him several tries to figure out how to attach them to the garter belt properly. He silently thanked the women he had dated in the past who had worn the sexy things for him. Without them, he never would have figured it out.  
 
      
 
    His new underwear felt odd to him. He quickly covered up the stockings with a pair of heavy socks to make sure nobody would see them. How could he have gone out before and not even known he wasn’t wearing socks? Black magic – of course.   
 
      
 
    Finally dressed in his own clothes on top, he surveyed himself in the mirror. He didn’t feel much like smiling or admiring himself this time. He dreaded too much the day ahead of him. At least nobody could see what he was wearing underneath. He turned toward the door and left for work.  
 
      
 
    Despite how busy he was in the office, he couldn’t stop dwelling on the overly feminine underwear he was wearing, and even more so on the strange things that had been happening to him. Should he call Monica? Or should he wait until she called him? He finally decided that he was going to put it off as long as he could.  
 
      
 
    But Monica called him late in the morning. “Oh Steeevie…” she said into the phone in a taunting sing-song voice. “You haven’t called. Are you avoiding me?”  
 
    Steve swallowed hard. “Uh…not really, I’ve just been busy here.”  
 
      
 
    “Listen Stevie, I’m sure you’re not too busy to come down and see me for a few minutes. “Are you?”  
 
      
 
    “Now?” Steve asked, hoping it could wait.  
 
      
 
    “Now!” Monica replied sternly.   
 
      
 
    “Ummm…let me see if I can get away.”  
 
      
 
    “Now!” Monica repeated. “Or would you like me to arrange to have some of the other girls with me when you come down later?”  
 
      
 
    “No, no!” Steve replied quickly. “I’m on my way.”  
 
      
 
    He hung up the phone and made his way down toward the shipping room, thinking all the way down about what a bitch Monica was! It was all so stupid!  
 
      
 
    When he got to the shipping department, Monica was waiting for him. “Hi Stevie,” she said in the same sing-song voice she had used on the phone. “Come on back with me.” Once again she led him back to a place where they could be private. She stood in front of him and said, “I think you have something to show me?”  
 
      
 
    Steve felt so uncomfortable standing in front of her. What he was about to do was so embarrassing! He looked around again to make sure they couldn’t be seen. “Fine!” he said. “Let’s get this over with.” He undid his belt and pants and pulled them down, exposing his panties, garter belt and stockings. He saw Monica smile. He felt so humiliated, and it was obvious that the bitch was really enjoying this. Did she have to just stand there, waiting, looking at him like that? He wanted badly to pull his pants up again. He had no doubt his face was more than a bit red.   
 
      
 
    He was about to start trying to explain why he had been wearing them the other night, although he still didn’t know exactly what he was going to say, when she suddenly spoke. “Take your shoes off,” she demanded before he got two words out.  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “Take your shoes off.”  
 
      
 
    “My shoes? Why?”  
 
      
 
    “Because I want to see your nail polish.”  
 
      
 
    “What? But I didn’t….”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie, don’t tell me you’re not wearing any.”  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t say anything about that yesterday!” Steve countered.  
 
      
 
    “I told you to be wearing exactly what you wore Saturday night. Didn’t I?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, yeah. But I didn’t think that included…”  
 
      
 
    “I saw you wearing red nail polish on your toes Saturday night. But you’re not wearing it today. Stevie, you didn’t follow my instructions.”   
 
      
 
    “But….”  
 
      
 
    But Monica was already turning toward the door behind her, and before Steve could say another word, she called, “Diane…. Do you have a minute, please?”  
 
      
 
    “No, no,” Steve pleaded. “Please don’t.” He was panicked and didn’t know what to do. “I promise I’ll wear it tomorrow.”  
 
      
 
    Monica glanced from the doorway back to him, trying to decide what to do. She didn’t see Diane yet, but the compromise was an easy one to decide on. “You lose Stevie,” she said with a mischievous smile. “You didn’t do what I told you to.”  
 
      
 
    “But…please…” Steve pleaded as he pulled his pants back up before Diane could see him.   
 
      
 
    “Tell you what,” Monica told him, “you show Diane what you’re wearing right now, and then do it again properly tomorrow, or I’ll have every girl in this company all over you before the day is over. What do you think?”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head. “Monica…I can’t. That’s crazy!”   
 
      
 
    Monica turned back to the door as Diane approached. “What’s up?” Steve heard Diane ask.  
 
      
 
    Panic set in again. “Okay, I’ll do it,” he blurted out quickly.  
 
      
 
    Monica turned quickly back to him for a moment and smiled wickedly. Then she walked out to intercept Diane for a moment. “Shit!” Steve said to himself as he heard the two women whispering right outside the door. Unfortunately, he also heard Diane giggling. “Shit!” he said again. He glanced around for another way out, but there was none. He was stuck and he knew it.   
 
      
 
    Monica and Diane walked back in together. Monica looked very confident, but Diane was obviously trying to control her giggling. All Steve could really see though, was two bitches standing in front of him as he stood there very red-faced.   
 
      
 
    “Well?” Monica finally said as the two women stared at him, waiting.  
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Steve said again as he forced himself to lower his pants to show off his frilly underwear.   
 
      
 
    Diane nearly went into a hysterical fit while she did her best to control her laughing. Steve’s face went even redder than it did before. Finally he asked. “Please, can I go now?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you can go,” Monica replied while Diane was still laughing. But remember…tomorrow!”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Steve replied angrily as he quickly pulled his pants up again.   
 
      
 
    “Oh and Stevie,” Monica continued. “No socks at work tomorrow.”  
 
      
 
    “What?” Steve was caught totally off guard. This bitch was crazy for sure. “But I can’t! Not at work!”  
 
      
 
    “You weren’t wearing any Saturday. If you could do it then, then I don’t see why you can’t do it tomorrow.”   
 
      
 
    Diane behind her was laughing louder than before and Steve’s face was growing even redder. “But I can’t!”  
 
      
 
    Instead of answering, Monica began pulling Diane out of the room with her. But she turned back toward Steve before she was totally out of sight. She mouthed the word, “Socks,” and just shook her finger as if to say, “No, no, no.”   
 
      
 
    With one last parting smile, the two women were gone. Gone but still heard as they both walked away laughing loudly. “The bitches!” Steve cursed again as he fastened the belt on his pants. “The damn bitches!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The following morning, Steve was cursing over and over again as he got ready for work. Worse, he was going to be very late. How was he to know how difficult it was to put nail polish on his toenails? Plus, how was he to know how long it took to dry? As far as he could see, it looked the same when it was wet as it did when it finally dried. He was starting to develop a nasty hatred for all women – two women in particular – and one of them especially.   
 
      
 
    And Monica had “demanded” that he not wear socks today, but enough was enough! He wasn’t about to let anybody else find out what he was wearing under his clothes. He quickly slipped on a pair of the longest socks he could find before he put his shoes on. He knew he could just remove them before he saw Monica and then put them back on again later. Her demands were getting just a bit too much!  
 
      
 
    Once again feeling hugely embarrassed, he hurried to work, praying nobody would mention how late he was.   
 
      
 
    But his boss did notice. “Steve, what happened? I was starting to get worried. You’ve never been late before.”  
 
      
 
    “Sorry, Mr. Carter,” Steve replied. He really hated being late for anything. “I just had a few little problems this morning.”  
 
      
 
    His boss looked at him oddly. “Are you feeling alright? Yesterday you seemed a bit off, and today you look the same. Are you coming down with anything?”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “I guess I really haven’t been myself for the last few days,” he agreed. “But I’m okay. I’ll get over it.” Could his boss somehow know about what had happened, or what he was wearing at that moment?  
 
      
 
    “Do you need to take a day or two off to get over whatever it is?” Mr. Carter asked.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think so,” Steve started, then he stopped and looked straight at his boss. “You know, maybe that would be a good idea.” Then he thought of something else, “But this project deadline we have…. I don’t know. It’s awfully important.” He sighed.  
 
      
 
    Mr. Carter nodded. “Let me know what you decide. If you’re not feeling well, then we’ll try to arrange for you to take a few days if you need it. We don’t want whatever it is to spread around the company.”  
 
      
 
    No chance of that, Steve thought as he made his way to his desk. But the idea of taking a few days off to sort things out did sound really good. But doing it just then was out of the picture. He had high hopes of getting a promotion, or at least a raise for what he was doing on the company’s latest effort.  
 
      
 
    Since he was late, there were some jobs piled up on his desk that couldn’t wait. He got busy with them right away. One of them though, meant that he had to deliver some paperwork to another department in a distant part of the building. “Oh well,” he mused with a slight smile on his face, “if Monica calls, I legitimately can’t be here to take it. Delightedly, he started walking, the long way, to his destination so it would take more time. But the long way meant taking the stairs instead of the elevator, and in one of the stairwells, he ran straight into Monica.   
 
      
 
    “Hi Stevie,” she said to him in that taunting voice that he had come to hate so much.  
 
      
 
    “Hi Monica,” Steve replied nervously. “Uh…look, I’m really busy right now and I don’t have time for…you know.”  
 
      
 
    Monica laughed. “I’m busy too,” she replied, nodding towards her armload of small packages. Then that mischievous smile flashed across her face. “But we do have time for one quick thing. Pull you pants leg up for me.”  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “Pull your pants leg up,” she repeated. “Let me see.”  
 
      
 
    “But…” Steve started to argue.  
 
      
 
    But Monica was in a hurry and she reached down and grabbed one of his pants legs before he could stop her. “Stevie!” she exclaimed. “You’re wearing socks!” Her taunting tone suddenly turned more serious, “I told you, no socks today!”   
 
      
 
    “But…I can’t!” he pleaded.  
 
      
 
    “You did it Saturday night!” she replied angrily. “If you could do it then, then you can do it now. So take them off. Now!”  
 
      
 
    “But…”  
 
      
 
    “Now, Stevie!”  
 
      
 
    “But I can’t! I don’t want…”  
 
      
 
    “You get them off right now and give them to me, or it will be more than just Diane and me that you see later. I’ll just bet that Carla might want to see what you’re wearing too. What do you think? Any other women in this company that you’ve dated in the past that you’d like me to invite?”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t have a choice. He sat down on the steps to remove his shoes and socks.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, quickly. I haven’t got all day!”  
 
      
 
    Reluctantly, Steve slipped off his socks and handed them to Monica. “See you later,” she said as she took them. “I gotta hurry.” And then she was gone.  
 
      
 
    Steve put his shoes back on and tugged at his pants to make sure the legs covered as much as possible, then he finished walking down the stairs. With each step, he worried about someone seeing his exposed ankles. He made it a point to use the elevator for the rest of the day.  
 
      
 
    When he finally got back to his desk, without anybody saying anything to him about the stockings he was wearing on his exposed ankles, he sighed a huge sigh of relief, but he noticed immediately how much his pants legs rode up as he sat down. Quickly, he moved his chair a bit closer to his desk and shoved his legs as far under it as possible so nobody could see. For the rest of the morning, thinking about what he was working on was a lot more difficult than usual.  
 
      
 
    Late in the morning, his phone rang again. “Oh Stevie….”  
 
      
 
    “Shit!” he thought to himself.  
 
      
 
    Once again, Monica was waiting for him when he got down to the shipping department. Only this time, Diane was with her too. Diane looked like she was ready to giggle again at any moment, but at least she was remaining quiet…for now. Once again, he was led to a back area where they could be private, and Monica and now Diane as well stood in front of him and waited.   
 
      
 
    Steve searched his brain for any possible way out of it but quickly realized he had no choice. With his face growing red before he even started, he undid his belt and lowered his pants to his knees. “Oh God!” he mentally screamed. “This is soooo humiliating! Can’t it please stop?”  
 
      
 
    “Your shoes,” Monica said to him as he stood there.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t have to say anything else. Steve quickly slipped his shoes off so they could see the red nail polish on his toes. He felt like such a child standing there in front of the two women, with is pants around his knees, completely exposing the frilly pink panties he was wearing again along with the garter belt and stockings. He felt like a child…and a complete sissy.   
 
      
 
    He was about to start into an explanation for the women, although he still wasn’t quite sure what he was going to say, but Monica interrupted. “Stop holding your hands in front of you!” she ordered. “We want to see your pretty panties.”  
 
      
 
    Steve blushed even more as he moved his hands to his sides. He had unconsciously been holding his hands in front of himself to cover up what he could. Could things get any worse?  
 
    He certainly didn’t think so. But then Diane’s giggling started leaking out again and he realized that things were definitely still getting worse.  
 
      
 
    “Well?” Monica finally said. “We’re waiting. Tell us Stevie, why were you wearing those things for our date Saturday night?”  
 
      
 
    The time had finally come, and Steve still didn’t have a clue as to how it had happened. He felt like such a fool standing there. He had no doubt he looked like a fool too. His answer came out a bit stammered. “The truth is…I just…I…I don’t know how I got into those clothes.” Then he finally blurted out. “They’re not mine! I didn’t do it! I don’t understand it!” Both Monica and Diane were staring at him unbelievingly. “It’s the truth,” he added.  
 
      
 
    Diane looked over at Monica, “You know, you’re absolutely right. Having him tell us while dressed like that makes it very easy to see when something doesn’t sound right.”  
 
      
 
    “I told you, didn’t I,” Monica replied. Then she turned to Steve. “Stevie, look at you. Obviously you were wearing them…just like you are right now. We know you had to have bought them yourself, and the only reason for it is that you wanted to wear them.” She turned to Diane, “Am I right?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s about the way I see it,” she agreed.   
 
      
 
    “But…” Steve stammered.  
 
      
 
    “Stop it!” Monica admonished. Then she got angry again. “And keep those hands away from in front of you. I don’t know what we’re going to do with you. I should broadcast this to everybody in the entire company. And now that Diane knows too, she can back me up. There isn’t anybody who won’t believe us.”  
 
      
 
    “Please, no…” Steve pleaded. He felt his life going straight down the drain.  
 
      
 
    “Your hands!” Monica’s voice whipped angrily again. “Stop covering yourself!”   
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute,” Diane interrupted. Then she ran out of the room. A minute later she was back with a roll of tape. She walked around behind Steve and roughly pulled his hands behind his back and quickly taped them together. “There,” she said, sounding very satisfied with herself. “That should hold them out of the way for a few minutes.” But then she got another idea and stooped down and pulled on Steve’s pants so that he had to step completely out of them, leaving him even more exposed.  
 
      
 
    The look of approval was evident on Monica’s face. “Good idea, Diane. Now we just have to decide what to do about our little sissy here. What’s the fastest way to broadcast this around?”  
 
      
 
    But Diane had a different question. “I’m just surprised that he wore the same panties he did yesterday. And I’ll bet he didn’t even wash them.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s my fault,” Monica explained. “I told him he had to wear exactly what he was wearing for our date Saturday night.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Diane replied, looking a bit disappointed. Then she giggled again. “I was kind of hoping to see what other panties he had in his collection.”  
 
      
 
    It was as if a light bulb went on over Monica’s head. She turned toward Steve. “Now that’s a really good question.”  
 
      
 
    “But I don’t have any other panties,” Steve said quickly. “These aren’t even mine.”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie, I think we’ve already established that they must be, don’t you think?” Then she turned toward Diane, “What do you think Diane, should we see what else Sissy Stevie has in his collection?”  
 
      
 
    “Definitely!” Diane answered quickly. Then she giggled again. “I can’t wait.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay, Stevie. Tomorrow we want to see some different panties. In fact, on Friday too we’d like to see another pair on you.” She smiled wickedly at him. “I’m sure someone like you must have lots of very pretty panties to show us.”  
 
      
 
    Diane was giggling non-stop again.   
 
      
 
    Steve couldn’t believe his ears. “But I don’t have any!” he protested.   
 
      
 
    “We really don’t believe you,” Monica replied. “But in the event that’s true, then I guess you’ll just have to get some.”   
 
      
 
    Steve stared back in disbelief. “But I can’t…”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie, you’ve done it before, now haven’t you. Oh, and Stevie, wear something really frilly again for us, okay? We don’t want to see anything boring.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head while Diane giggled uncontrollably. He couldn’t believe it. Finally he asked. “Can I go now?”   
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Monica replied. “Till tomorrow.”   
 
      
 
    Steve turned a bit and held out his hands that were taped behind him, waiting for someone to release him so he could get dressed again. Diane stepped forward, still giggling, to release him, then she stopped and started giggling even louder. Instead of releasing his hands, she grabbed his pants and held them out for him to step into – backwards.  
 
      
 
    “But they’re backwards,” Steve protested.  
 
      
 
    “I know,” Diane giggled, still holding the pants. “Would you rather I took them to somewhere else in the building and you can go try to find them dressed the way you are?” She giggled again.  
 
      
 
    Reluctantly, Steve put one leg in then the other and let Diane pull his pants up on him backwards. He felt her struggling to fasten the pants and his belt behind him. Then she held out his shoes for him – next to the wrong feet. With an angry sigh, he slipped them awkwardly on.  
 
      
 
    The next thing he knew, both girls were pushing him toward the door. They stopped just before they got out of the shipping department. “Hold still,” Diane told him. Steve felt something cutting the tape holding his hands, and then he was roughly shoved through the doorway and out into the hallway beyond. He could hear lots of laughter coming from the closed door behind him. But as angry and humiliated as Steve felt, he only had one main thought on his mind – where was the nearest men’s room so he could fix his pants!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    All afternoon, Steve kept himself hidden in his cubicle as much as possible so there’d be less chance of anyone seeing his stocking covered ankles. Fortunately, he didn’t think anyone had seen his backwards pants…he didn’t think anyway. He didn’t even go for lunch so that no one would notice. But his boss, Mr. Carter noticed the change in his behavior. “Steve,” he said as he ducked his head into Steve’s cubicle.  
 
      
 
    Steve turned his head, but kept his legs far under his desk. “Yes sir,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you’re feeling alright? You seem awfully quiet today. Do you need to take a few days off?”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t have to think much to answer that one. He had been thinking about it a lot for the last few hours. “Yeah,” he replied, “I do want to take a few days. But the way I’m feeling…I think it’s making me get a bit behind on this project. And if I don’t finish this part of it soon, then it could cost us a bunch.”  
 
      
 
    “Is that why I noticed you didn’t even take your lunch today?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…yeah,” Steve replied, although that wasn’t the real reason at all.   
 
      
 
    “Keep at it then,” Mr. Carter replied. “I appreciate your dedication.”  
 
      
 
    As quickly has he had shown up, Mr. Carter was gone again. He hadn’t intended it, but suddenly Steve realized he was looking better in his boss’s eyes. He was more hopeful for a promotion than ever. But first chance he could get, maybe next week after this part of the project was done, he was going to take some time off.  
 
      
 
    After work, Steve realized he had to do some shopping. Shopping for things he’d much rather not be buying. But he went home first to quickly change out of the dreaded stupid underwear he had been forced to wear for several days now. Once again feeling confident and more like himself, he set out for the mall.   
 
      
 
    Inside the mall, he wandered around a bit, more looking at the women there than anything else. “Where do women buy underwear?” he wondered. A few minutes later, the obvious choice was right in front of him. But he wasn’t smiling about it. Victoria’s Secret was a place for women, not men. He was embarrassed to be seen just walking into the store. But he didn’t feel like he had much of a choice, so in he went.  
 
      
 
    “May I help you?” the saleswoman asked.  
 
      
 
    He had barely gotten thought the door and looked around. Since she had gotten to him so quickly, he figured that they must not get many men in there. It made him feel even more nervous. “Um…I’m looking for some panties,” he stammered. He felt himself blushing as he said it.   
 
      
 
    “Of course,” the shapely blonde saleswoman replied as she immediately began leading him toward the back of the store. “We have lots of those.” She walked him over to a table at the rear of the store that was piled with panties in all sizes, styles, shapes, and colors. “What size does she wear?”  
 
      
 
    Steve immediately realized that the woman thought he was buying them for someone else, and relief washed all through him. But then her question sank in further. “Size?” he asked. “I don’t have any idea.”  
 
      
 
    But the saleswoman was still trying to be helpful. “Well, for the future, it would really help if you noticed such things. It makes it so much easier.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…yeah, I can see that,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    “Well, is she about my size?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Um…” Steve looked at the saleswoman and tried to figure out what to say. She was certainly well built. He made a mental note to hang around that store more often. But he had to be practical at the moment. “I think she’s a bit smaller, and narrower in the hips…I think.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh huh,” the woman replied as if she knew exactly. Steve silently hoped that she didn’t really know exactly. Then she led him further down the long table toward the stacks at the end. “How about any of these?” she asked.   
 
      
 
    Steve began looking through the huge pile of panties. Which ones should he pick?   
 
      
 
    “Are they for anything special?” the woman asked.   
 
      
 
    “Umm…kind of.” Steve replied.  
 
      
 
    “Ah,” she replied. “Then how about these?” She pulled a frilly pair of silky purple ones out of the pile and spread them out. “Or these,” she said, reaching for a yellow pair and laying them next to the purple ones.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at them both. Should he really buy two pair in the same store? The salesgirl was only expecting him to buy one. What would she think? “Um…maybe I should take both,” he finally said.  
 
      
 
    “Excellent! I’m sure she’ll love them.”  
 
      
 
    Steve inwardly breathed a sigh of relief. Now all he had to do was to pay for them and get out of there.  
 
      
 
    “Will there be anything else?”  
 
      
 
    Steve wanted to say no. He tried to say no. But instead, there was this terrible nagging feeling in the back of his mind that he really needed to buy something more. The word, “Stockings!” finally blurted out of his mouth. Why, he didn’t know. He certainly didn’t want another pair. And Monica hadn’t mentioned anything at all about him wearing stockings again…just the panties. “The kind that goes with a garter belt,” he suddenly found himself adding.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, very good,” the saleswoman practically purred. Then she led him over to another case and opened one of the drawers exposing lots of different kinds. “Does she have a garter belt?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she does,” Steve was able to answer easily. At least he didn’t have to buy that too. But why did he feel he had to buy another pair of stockings?  
 
      
 
    As she flipped through the various kinds in the drawer for Steve to see, his eyes lighted on one particular box that held fishnets. Unfortunately, his hand seemed to be reaching out for that box too. Why? He really didn’t want them.   
 
      
 
    But the salesgirl seemed to be fairly impressed. “Oh my, you’re planning some fun this weekend, aren’t you?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh, yeah. Really,” Steve answered nervously.  
 
      
 
    He was very glad to get out of there and finally go home.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The next day, he wore the purple panties and fishnet stockings. He wanted desperately not to wear the stockings, but he somehow couldn’t stop himself from putting them on. At least this time he managed to wear socks over them to hide his ankles.  
 
      
 
    Once he got to work, he wanted to get things over with as soon as possible. So fairly early, he phoned down to the shipping department. “Hi Monica.”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie. You called!”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Uh…can we get this over with now? I kind of have a lot of work coming at me today.”  
 
      
 
    Monica thought for a minute. “Sure. I don’t mind. I hope you have something pretty to show us. Can’t wait, huh?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…something like that.”  
 
      
 
    A little while later, he was once again standing in front of Monica and Diane. Still feeling embarrassed about it, he quickly lowered his pants to his knees.  
 
      
 
    “Fishnets!” Diane screamed so loudly that Steve worried everyone in the building had heard it. Monica was staring equally surprised.   
 
      
 
    Steve’s face was suddenly turning redder than before. “Uh, do you need me to take my shoes off to see the nail polish? It’s still there from yesterday.”  
 
      
 
    Monica finally found her voice. “No, not this time.” She couldn’t seem to stop staring at what he was wearing. She finally turned to Diane, “I think he may be even more of a sissy than we thought.”  
 
      
 
    It wasn’t exactly the kind of thing Steve wanted to hear. “I’m not…” he started to argue.  
 
      
 
    Diane interrupted him, “What do you mean, you’re not? Stevie, it’s very obvious!”  
 
      
 
    Steve quickly realized that he wasn’t going to win that argument, not under the circumstances.  
 
    He just wanted to get out of there. “Can I go now? I’ve got a lot of work to do.”  
 
      
 
    Monica stared at him for a few more seconds. “Yeah,” she finally said. “See you tomorrow.” As she and Diane headed out the door, Steve heard her saying, “I never would have thought.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Just before he was about to get up and leave for lunch, his boss, Mr. Carter walked into his cubicle. “Steve, I hate to spring this on you now, but I really need your help.”  
 
      
 
    “Sure, what’s up?”  
 
      
 
    “I need you to look over this report right away and write up your suggestions. I need it quick, so if you have to take a late lunch, do it.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was a bit surprised, but the request was not all that unusual. “Sure,” he replied as he took the report that Carter handed him. “I’ll put it on your desk as soon as I can.”  
 
      
 
    “Thanks Steve. I appreciate it,” his boss said as he walked out. Steve noted that he was heading for the elevator – probably for his own lunch.  
 
      
 
    Steve got down to the task ahead of him right away, but his normal lunch hour was nearly over by the time he finished and headed to the elevator to take him down to the parking lot. He got into his car and started the engine, but before he pulled out of his parking space, he waited until another car drove past him and pulled into an empty space not far away. As he watched, he noticed that Monica was driving the car, and it looked like Diane was with her. “The bitches!” he said softly to himself. He continued to watch them as they got out of the car together and headed into the building. “Damn bitches!” he muttered angrily once again, never taking his eyes off them.   
 
      
 
    He turned his engine off and quietly got out of his car. After looking around to see if anyone else was watching, he quickly ran across the empty space to the row of cars across from him, then he ducked down so he could remain hidden as he carefully made his way toward Monica’s car. When he got there, he let all the air out of her right front tire, then he let all the air out of her right rear tire. With two flat tires, she was going to have a much harder time getting home.   
 
      
 
    Smiling to himself and feeling very satisfied, he carefully made his way back to his car and went to lunch – which he enjoyed much more than usual.  
 
      
 
    That night, he slept very well, knowing that in just a small way he had gotten back at that bitch Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve slept well, but his body was up and doing things he wasn’t aware of as Karen once again logged into the computer and entered Susan’s email address.  
 
      
 
    Dear Susan,  
 
      
 
    Steve did something really awful today. I really wanted to stop him, but you told me to not do anything for a while and just sit back and watch.  
 
      
 
    Karen then described exactly what Steve had done.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    A time zone away, Susan was delighted to see that there was an email from Karen. But what she read bothered her and brought back memories of what Steve had done to her in high school. Obviously, Steve hadn’t really changed all that much since then. And she really felt that what he had done shouldn’t go unpunished.  
 
      
 
    She quickly wrote back to Karen.  
 
      
 
    Dear Karen,  
 
      
 
    Here’s exactly what I want you to do….  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 05.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hi Monica,” Diane said as she walked into work and put her purse up. Monica was already working, putting additional packing tape on a large box. “Did you ever find out who flattened your tires?”  
 
      
 
    “No,” Monica replied. “But I’m still betting it was that twerp, Steve.”   
 
      
 
    Diane noted that Monica still seemed more than a bit upset. She could understand that. She’d probably feel the same way. “So what are you going to do?”  
 
      
 
    Monica sighed. “Nothing, I guess. But if I ever find out that it was him, then what I’ve put him through this week will seem like a picnic. He’ll be sorry he was ever born!”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled again. “It was kind of fun though, wasn’t it?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Monica replied as she looked up from her task and finally smiled.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve phoned down to the shipping department as early as he could again. He was anxious to get the whole stupid business with Monica over with. As he made his way down, he silently prayed that after this, the two bitches would be done with him and he could put it all behind him – if they just wouldn’t tell anybody. He thought once again about what he had done to her car yesterday. As far as he was concerned, the only thing he had done wrong was that he should have let the air out of all her tires. The damn bitch!  
 
      
 
    As he opened the door to shipping, Monica was again waiting for him, but Monica had her arms folded across her chest and looked angry. Did she suspect him? It didn’t matter, he had been mentally preparing for that all morning. “Uh, hi Monica. Can we get this over with quickly again…please?” Sometimes you had to be polite with a bitch.  
 
      
 
    “We’ll see, Stevie. We’ll see,” Monica replied, before leading him once again back to a private area.   
 
      
 
    Steve noted that she did seem to be upset – hopefully about what happened to her tires yesterday. That thought pleased him.   
 
      
 
    Once again he stood in front of Monica preparing to take his pants down. Diane rushed in. “Am I too late?” she asked breathlessly.  
 
      
 
    “We’re just beginning,” Monica told her, never once taking her eyes off of Steve.  
 
    With an overly exaggerated sigh, Steve lowered his pants to his knees again.   
 
      
 
    “Yellow!” Diane exclaimed. “And here I was betting they would be pink again.”  
 
      
 
    Monica let out a little snicker. “I lost too. I was betting they’d be red. I see he still likes the fishnets.”  
 
      
 
    “I’ll bet he does,” Diane replied.  
 
      
 
    “Uh, can I go now?” Steve asked politely. “I’ve really got a lot of work to do.”  
 
      
 
    “Not until you answer something truthfully!” Monica replied as forcefully as she could.  
 
      
 
    Steve put a surprised look on his face.  
 
      
 
    “Did you let the air out of my tires yesterday?”  
 
      
 
    “Do what?” Steve asked – so innocently.  
 
      
 
    “You heard me! Did you do it?”  
 
      
 
    “Me? Somebody let the air out of your tires?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s what I said.”  
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t me,” Steve replied, acting completely mystified about it all. But inwardly, he was laughing.  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “Even with his pants down around his knees, and we can see his frilly undies, I can’t tell if he’s lying.”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked disappointed. “Me either. But he’s still my prime suspect.”  
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t me!” Steve insisted.  
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Monica finally said as Steve began pulling his pants up once again.  
 
      
 
    “Look,” Steve said before he walked out. “Is this finished now? You aren’t going to tell anyone, are you?”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked at him. “Yeah,” she agreed, “we’re finished. But you better watch yourself, especially with us, or I will tell everyone I know! Got that?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Steve replied contritely, then he hurried past them, all the while thinking that he had pulled a good one over on the two bitches!  
 
      
 
    Diane turned to Monica. “So, are you really just going to let him go like that?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” she answered. “I’m done with him.”  
 
      
 
    “And you’re not going to tell anyone?”  
 
      
 
    “Nope. Because as long as Stevie there knows I can, that’s one guy around here that’s going to be very polite to both of us from now on. At least he better be! Because if he doesn’t, I just might start telling people about him. And trust me, if I ever find out that he was the one who let the air out of my tires…there’ll be hell to pay!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    That night, Steve threw all the hated underwear once again into his trash can and went to bed dreaming happily about what he had done to Monica. He dreamed soundly, but his body was doing other things.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    On Saturday, Steve was suddenly assaulted by light and sound, and a voice saying, “Smile….”   
 
      
 
    He opened his eyes and nearly died. What? Where was he? He was staring at a cute girl holding a cell phone and taking his picture with it. “What the f…?” He realized there were two other girls with their heads close to his. He had just had his picture taken with them.   
 
      
 
    He looked around. He was in a big place. A huge place. With lots of people. He was sitting next to a table with a food tray on it where it looked like someone had just eaten lunch.   
 
      
 
    “Now me!” the girl with the cell phone said excitedly as she and one of the girls next to him switched places.   
 
      
 
    “What’s going on?” he managed to get out. “Where am I?” It looked like he was in the food court of a large mall, but one he didn’t recognize.  
 
      
 
    “Smile!” the other girl now holding the cell phone said.  
 
      
 
    “What? No!”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked around a bit more. “Who are you?”  
 
    “Come on, smile!” the girl who had taken the first picture said. “You let all the other girls get their picture with you.”  
 
      
 
    “Other girls?” Steve didn’t understand anything of what was happening.   
 
      
 
    But when he looked back at the girl who now held the cell phone, he heard her say, “Got it! But he wasn’t smiling.”  
 
      
 
    Smile? What was going on? Then he suddenly realized that he was sitting there wearing a bright pink dress. As he took further stock, the shocks continued to come. He jumped up quickly and nearly fell as one of his ankles twisted under him. He looked down. He had a pair of women’s heels strapped onto his feet. He could just see them past the “boobs” that were sticking way out of his chest. And there was a woman’s purse hung over his neck and shoulder. Then he noticed his hands. His fingernails where incredibly long and painted a bright red and also seemed to have some sort of shiny decorations glued onto the tips. As he held them up to look closer, he realized that he was wearing a heavy bracelet on one wrist and a woman’s watch on the other one. What? How? Not again! He looked around. There was no sign at all of any of his clothes, or any bags that might hold his regular clothes. The panic hit him worse.  
 
      
 
    The girls around him were still clustered together and laughing at him. “Get lost!” he yelled at them. Where were his things? Where was he? But the girls only moved back about a step and continued to giggle at him, as did a lot of other people he suddenly realized. The girl with the camera phone was taking more pictures.  
 
      
 
    He finally realized he had to get out of there. He couldn’t just stand there and let everybody laugh at him. He took a step in the unfamiliar heels. They were very awkward to walk in, but removing them just then would take time. He had to find somewhere where nobody could see him, and quickly. Where could he go? And more importantly, where were his clothes? He looked around desperately for a way out, and finally noticed the rest room sign. He made his way there as fast as the heels on his feet would allow.   
 
      
 
    “Hey!” some guy stopped him as he was about to enter the men’s room, “Are you sure you’re going in the right place?” Then the guy started laughing.   
 
      
 
    “Shut up!” Steve answered angrily as he pushed his way past.   
 
      
 
    The men’s room was uncomfortably crowded too. But he had to take stock and figure things out. He pulled the purse off his neck and set it on the counter by the sinks and tried to open it, but the task was made very difficult with the fingernails he now had. Finally though, he accomplished it and looked inside. The purse seemed to be filled with lots of things, especially makeup. But where was his wallet? He saw a set of keys and pulled them out. He recognized the keys themselves, they were definitely his, but they were on a very large and feminine key chain. He pulled a woman’s wallet out of the purse and looked inside. He was relieved to see his driver’s license and credit cards. At least he still had that much. But aside from a few dollars, there was nothing else.   
 
      
 
    He looked at his face in the mirror and got another shock – makeup – although he shouldn’t have been surprised. He turned on the water and tried to scrub at the lipstick on his lips, but it wasn’t coming off at all. What was he going to do? He looked up and saw all the guys in the room looking at him. A few of them were snickering, but most of them looked angrily at him. He figured he better get out of there quickly before any of those angry guys made things worse for him.   
 
      
 
    He grabbed the purse and headed back out into the mall. What mall was it? Where was he? He wanted to run but he could barely walk in the shoes on his feet. And where was his car? He had no idea at all. He began looking for an exit, but naturally the food court looked to be as far from an exit as he could get. The mall was packed with people and he was more than aware of every one of them looking at him.   
 
      
 
    He finally found a wing of the mall that seemed to lead outside. He turned down it and hurried toward the doors at the far end. Just inside the doors though, he noticed the mall directory placed where people could get their bearings and find the stores they wanted. He looked at the name of the mall. It was one he had never heard of. He hurried outside as fast as he was capable of going. Now, where was his car? The parking lot was huge. How was he going to find it? He did the only thing he could, he began walking up and down the long rows of cars, looking for his.  
 
      
 
    The longer he walked, the more the shoes on his feet hurt, and the more he thought about Monica. He was sure now that she had somehow done this to him. “The bitch!” he cursed over and over again. She was a witch! She had again used some kind of voodoo magic on him and done this to him. How, he didn’t know, but it had to be her for sure. Somehow she had found out that it was him that had let the air out of her tires and this was how she was getting back at him. Well, two could play at that game. But first, he had to get out of there. Where was his car?   
 
      
 
    It took him almost an hour to find it…an hour and lots of humiliating stares and laughter from far too many people. He should have known it would be as far away from the mall itself as possible. He fumbled with his purse and cursed the long fingernails that were stuck on his hands as he tried to get his keys out. He was ever so grateful to finally get into his car and hidden from the world. He was not grateful however that his car didn’t seem to contain any sign of his regular clothes. He got out and quickly checked his trunk. No clothes there either. He was stuck driving home the way he was – whichever way home was.  
 
      
 
    He pulled out of the mall and had to drive around for a while before he finally found a sign leading to the highway. Once on the highway, it was a few minutes later until he finally drove past a sign that told him where he was. He nearly died. He was almost three hours away from home. He glanced at his gas gauge. Naturally, he didn’t have nearly enough gas to get home. He’d have to make another humiliating stop to fill up somewhere along the way. He sighed. He really needed to get away somewhere where he could sort everything out and figure out what to do about it.   
 
      
 
    It was a long and humiliating drive home, and the entire way he thought of little else except how he was going to get his revenge on Monica for what she had just done to him.  
 
      
 
    The drive home was a long one, and it was late in the day when Steve finally got there. Before he opened the car door he looked around cautiously. There were a few people standing together in the parking lot and just talking. It didn’t look like they were going anywhere soon. “Shit!” he cursed. It had been bad enough being seen by so many people at the mall, then later when he had fumbled with his super long fingernails at the gas pump. But he somewhat knew these people. He had seen them around the apartments before. He was tempted to drive around for a while, hoping they’d be gone when he got back so nobody could see him when he got out of the car. But after the day he had just been through, and the long drive home afterwards, he just wanted to get to the safety of his own apartment and out of the things he was wearing. Besides, the heels still strapped to his feet were killing him.  
 
      
 
    He felt so stupid having to grab “his” purse before he got out of the car, but there was just no help for it. He had no choice. As quickly as he could, he opened his car door and headed for the stairs up to his apartment. He was mortified at how much noise the heels on his feet made against the concrete. He swore again. Why did women’s shoes have to be so noisy all the time? When he got to his door, he turned as he fumbled with his keys to see if any of the people in the parking lot had seen him. They were all looking at him with varying degrees of surprise. “Shit!” he said again as he finally opened his door and slipped inside. Safe and out of view at last!  
 
      
 
    He breathed a big sigh of relief and headed for his bedroom. His first order of business had to be to get those damn heels off his feet. His toes felt like they were on fire. But the long nails on his hands made doing anything difficult, including unbuckling the tiny buckles that held the shoes all too firmly to his feet. Once he got them off, he was finally able to breathe another big sigh of relief and rub his sore and very red toes – with their nails painted the same color as his fingernails. Why would women want to wear such shoes?   
 
      
 
    Next came the pink dress he was wearing. The tight belt around his waist was difficult enough to remove with his nails, but he had a bit of trouble figuring out how the dress itself was fastened on him. He finally realized that it was zipped up his back. Unzipping it was a nightmare. First he had to get the dress unhooked at the top, which was none too easy. Just trying to grab the tiny zipper pull with his overly long nails proved to be difficult. Then, when he was able to finally grab it, he couldn’t move it very far at all. His arms just didn’t stretch that far. He had to work hard just to get the zipper far enough down to finally slip the dress off.  
 
      
 
    But once that was done, he was faced with his next challenge. Unhooking the bra he was wearing so he could get rid of the weight of whatever was stuck in it. Like the dress, it proved to be a challenge, but eventually he got it off. There were some rubbery breast shaped inserts in it. They felt a bit weird and uncomfortably lifelike when he squeezed them.   
 
      
 
    Finally, completely undressed, he headed into his bathroom, where he discovered that every bit of body hair had somehow been shaved from his body. He shook his head. How had she done it? How had that witch been able to do so many impossible things to him without him knowing any of it? He’d find out if it was the last thing he ever did.  
 
      
 
    He tried and tried to pull the long false nails off his fingers, but no matter how he pulled and pried, they wouldn’t loosen up at all. How was he going to get the darn things off? He opened his medicine cabinet and took out the bottle of nail polish remover that was still there, but when he picked it up, he discovered that the bottle was completely empty. He angrily threw it across the room.  
 
      
 
    Despite scrubbing his face while he was in the shower, he got another small surprise when he looked in the mirror afterwards, his lipstick and eye makeup were still there. He washed them again and scrubbed hard, but very little came off. “Now what?” he practically screamed.   
 
      
 
    A little while later, dressed in his own clothes once again, but also sporting some very long and pretty fingernails, along with some all too visible lipstick and eye makeup, he opened the door to his apartment and quietly made his way to his car once again. Thankfully, it was fairly dark now and there was no one else around just then. Once again, left with no choice, he drove to the closest drug store he could find. He really didn’t want to get out of his car, he had already been through enough humiliation for several lifetimes, but he had to find something that would remove his nails and makeup. Dreading it more than ever, he went into the bright lights of the store.   
 
      
 
    Keeping his eyes down so as not to look at anybody directly, and hoping nobody would notice him as much, he quickly and desperately looked at the many shelves of women’s things. Where was the stuff for nails?  
 
      
 
    “May I help you?”  
 
      
 
    The voice was both manna from heaven and intense humiliation at the same time. He turned to see a cute salesgirl walking down the aisle toward him. He noticed her quick surprise as he faced her. Was she laughing at him? Not openly at least. But the closer she got, the more he realized that she did appear amused and she was still looking him over all too carefully. “Shit!” he exclaimed to himself for the thousandth time that day. “Um…” he said out loud as he searched for what to say. Finally, as he noticed how closely she seemed to be examining his face. He held up his fingers and asked, “How do I get these off?” There was more than a note of desperation in his voice.   
 
      
 
    But instead of laughing or even sounding like she was sorry for his obvious condition, the girl suddenly seemed to be envious of his nails. “Oooo,” she exclaimed as she looked at them. “They’re gorgeous.” He was about to say that he wasn’t exactly fond of them but she didn’t give him a chance. “Where did you get them? Are they acrylic? They must have cost you a fortune. I wish I could get some like that. I have the worst problems with my nails.”  
 
      
 
    Steve just wanted out of there with something to get his damn false nails off, and this girl was standing there talking to him about fingernails like he was another female. He wanted to scream. “Please,” he said. “I just want to get them off.”  
 
      
 
    “God, you’re kidding? If I had them I’d be doing everything I could to keep them!”  
 
      
 
    Steve was getting more and more exasperated. “In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m not a girl. I don’t wear long fingernails.”  
 
      
 
    She looked at him surprised. “I’m sorry, I just assumed that…well, I mean, with your makeup and all…. By the way, did you know your lipstick is smeared a bit? You really should touch it up.”  
 
      
 
    He almost screamed, but he still needed help. “Please,” he repeated. “I just want to get it all off, and I can’t seem to do that.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay, okay,” she replied, sounding a bit put off. “Like I said, I’m sorry, I just assumed….” But she turned and led the way to another aisle. “I’m not really sure about getting the nails off,” she said. “Especially if they’re acrylic. You can try soaking them in nail polish remover and see if that will do it. If not, then…well, you may just have to cut them.” She reached out to the shelf and grabbed an extra-large bottle of polish remover and handed it to him.  
 
      
 
    Steve was about to ask why he should need so much, but he was more interested in getting out of there. “And how about the makeup?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    She led the way to another aisle. “You know,” she said as they walked, “you really should have bought some remover before you put it on.”  
 
      
 
    Steve had lots of nasty insulting things he wanted to say, but he just wanted to get home again, so he kept his mouth shut and bought whatever it was that she picked out for him. In the end, he wound up cutting the acrylic nails as far back as he could. It was the best he could do with them.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    By Monday morning, Steve was feeling a bit better. After having all day Sunday to recover his wits, he was still totally bewildered as to how any of it had happened, except that he was more convinced than ever that Monica was somehow responsible. The more he thought about it, the angrier he got. And the angrier he got, the more he searched for ways to get back at her. What he really wanted to do was to get his hands on her and beat her to a pulp. Would he be arrested for killing a real live actual witch? Unfortunately, he figured that was too much of a possibility, no matter how dangerous she was, or the fact that she really was a witch.  
 
      
 
    Late that afternoon, he had to meet with someone down on the lower floor of the building to discuss the company’s latest project. But to get there, he had to pass the shipping department. Just seeing the door fueled his anger all over again. After his meeting, he had to pass the shipping department again to head back to his desk, but this time, his anger got the best of him. Throwing caution to the wind, he went in. “Where’s Monica?” he demanded of the guy behind the counter.  
 
      
 
    The guy was more than a bit surprised at Steve’s attitude, but he called back over his shoulder, “Monica…you’ve got a visitor.”  
 
      
 
    Monica came out from the back, but before she could say anything, Steve started yelling. “You damn bitch! I should kill you. I don’t know how you did what you did, but I swear I’ll get even. You’re a witch! A damn witch! Just because you lost a little air in your tires doesn’t mean you can do what you did to me. I’ll get back at you, you bitch, you hear? I’ll get back at you, and you’ll wish you had never done what you did!” His threats made, he turned to leave.  
 
      
 
    Monica was shocked. She momentarily didn’t know what to say. But then something sank in. “Wait a minute!” she said firmly before Steve got out the door. “Are you telling me that you’re the one who let the air out of my tires?”  
 
      
 
    Steve paused for a moment, trying to remember what he had just said. Had he said that? He wasn’t sure. “I didn’t say that, you witch!” he yelled back. Then he began ranting all over again about what a bitch she was.  
 
      
 
    But the look on his face had told Monica otherwise. The anger she had felt at finding her tires flat flared up red hot in her again, especially since the jerk who had caused it was standing in front of her and was yelling at her over something she had no clue about. But she didn’t care about whatever it was he was ranting over. She immediately tuned out everything Steve was saying – or yelling at her about. Despite her hot anger, her mind turned icy cold. She would make this jerk pay for what he did – big time!   
 
      
 
    The minute Steve paused in his tirade to catch his breath she started speaking. “You’re going to make me pay? We’ll see about that. I’m going to make you wish you were never born!” And with that she turned on her heel and walked away, despite Steve yelling behind her.  
 
      
 
    “Goodness, what was that all about?” Diane asked as she got back to work.   
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t smile or even look at her as she got back to work. She just looked very angry and determined. “We now know for sure who let the air out of my tires.”  
 
      
 
    “Steve?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh-huh.”  
 
      
 
    “And what was he talking about? What happened to him?”  
 
      
 
    Monica shrugged her shoulders, “No clue, and I really don’t care. The best I can guess is what we put him through last week.”  
 
      
 
    “And he’s just getting so upset about it now?”  
 
      
 
    “If he thinks he’s upset now, wait till I get through with him.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve mentally kicked himself as he went back upstairs to his desk, he shouldn’t have done what he did. But he was just so angry and frustrated. Did the witch know for sure that he was the one who had let the air out of her tires? He hoped not. One thing he was sure about though, was that he would get back at her for what she had done. She was going to get it, and she was going to get it good! He knew though that whatever he did to her, he was going to have to be very careful about it. He was really worried about that magic of hers…whatever it was. He mentally made it a point to make that the first thing to find out about. Once he could take care of that, she’d be helpless against him.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    As they were closing up the office for the evening, Diane asked Monica, “So, have you decided what you’re going to do about Stevie yet? Are you going to let everybody know about what he wore on your date?”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “No, not yet. I have something else in mind altogether.”  
 
      
 
    “I just hope you kill the little bastard.”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. “No, that’s not exactly what I had in mind, although by the time I’m done, he’s going to wish it was. As my daddy used to say, before you can skin a fish, first you have to hook it and real it in.”  
 
      
 
    “So what are you going to do?”  
 
      
 
    Monica just continued to smile wickedly as she turned off the lights. “Tomorrow, Diane. Tomorrow.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 06.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The morning was half over and Steve was heavily involved in the details of the company’s new project. He was so engrossed that he didn’t even know he had a visitor until a shapely set of legs with a body to match, suddenly sat down on his desk. “Carla!” he said with great enthusiasm. The gorgeous woman had been one of his favorites to date in the past. “What’s up?”  
 
      
 
    “You tell me,” she replied playfully. “You sent word that you were looking for me. You wanted to tell me something?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was more than a bit surprised. “I did? Not that I remember. But of course I’m always on the lookout for you! Has anyone told you today that you’re gorgeous?”  
 
      
 
    Carla laughed. “Just you. No, but really, I ran into Monica a little while ago and she said you wanted to tell me something.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was instantly wary. “No. Nothing I can think of. Unless you’re free for dinner later tonight?”  
 
      
 
    She slapped playfully at him. “Stop it. I can’t tonight anyway. I wonder why Monica told me that. Maybe I’d better ask her.”  
 
      
 
    “No!” Steve replied, a bit too nervously. “I mean, maybe I better ask her instead.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay. But let me know what she says, okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Sure, Carla. You bet.”  
 
      
 
    As Steve watched Carla walking away, he had to wonder what that bitch Monica was up to now. He wanted to ask her, he needed to ask her, but he was hip deep in his work just then and couldn’t take the time.  
 
      
 
    A little while later, Ruth poked her head into his cubicle. “Hi Steve, sorry I wasn’t at my desk earlier. Monica said you were looking for me?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was beginning to grow worried. “No, I wasn’t looking for you. Maybe she meant somebody else.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth seemed puzzled, “I was sure she meant you. Oh well, I’ll check with her. Bye.” And she was gone, leaving Steve to ponder and worry even more.  
 
      
 
    But when his boss, Mr. Carter stopped in to say that he had also run into Monica and been told that Steve was looking for him, Steve got really worried. He had no choice but to phone down to the shipping department to talk to her. He dropped his voice to a whisper so no one could hear him, but still, it was a loud and angry whisper. “You bitch! What are you up to?”  
 
      
 
    “Why Stevie,” Monica’s voice purred over the phone line. “So good of you to call. I just thought you’d like to tell those people yourself about what kind of underwear you prefer. Or would you rather I do it for you?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was shocked. “You wouldn’t dare! Listen you witch, I don’t know what you’re trying to do, but whatever it is, it’s not going to work!”  
 
      
 
    Monica’s voice cut like a knife. “You watch your mouth, you bastard. I suggest you be very nice to me and do what I tell you to, or you’ll regret it even more!”  
 
      
 
    “Like hell I will,” Steve replied angrily. “You stay away from me.” He slammed the phone down angrily. The bitch! He glanced at his new watch that he’d had to buy since his old one was now missing. It was lunch time, or close enough. He gladly got up and headed for the elevators.  
 
      
 
    Further down the hall, watching Steve step into the elevator, was Diane. As soon as the elevator had started down with Steve in it, she stepped into his cubicle. As she had hoped, the idiot hadn’t even logged off of his computer. Less than a minute later, she left his cubicle again, the flash drive in her hand containing a backup copy of Steve’s entire contact list from his email program. The procedure to get it was ridiculously easy. She had practiced it a few times earlier to make sure she could do it quickly. Steve leaving his computer open had been the only question.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Later that afternoon, Steve’s computer signaled that an email had come in from Monica. There was no way his curiosity could keep him from looking at it.  
 
      
 
    Dear Stevie,  
 
      
 
    Take a good look at the attachment, then call me.  
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    With growing concern, Steve opened the attachment. It turned out to be a screen shot of another email. He had to blow it up a bit to read it. But when he did, he nearly died. The copy of the email was a letter to his boss, describing the fact that Steve preferred to wear women’s underwear, and that he had insisted on showing them off to both Monica and Diane, despite their protests.   
 
      
 
    Steve couldn’t grab his phone fast enough. “You wouldn’t dare!” he hissed into the receiver as soon as Monica was on the line.  
 
      
 
    “Why Stevie,” Monica’s voice purred back at him. “Of course I would. As you can see, the email is already written. And Diane and I are both ready to tell Mr. Carter how you practically forced us to see what you were wearing.”  
 
      
 
    “You damn bitch! You’ll ruin me!”  
 
      
 
    “Not if you do everything we tell you to Stevie,” she purred back over the phone. “Your nice boss and your precious standing in your department, doesn’t have to be upset at all. You just have to do what we say. That’s all.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked back at what was on his screen. The damn bitch just might send it. He couldn’t allow that. He’d lose his job for sure. “Bitch! What is it that you want?”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie,” the voice purred. “First of all, I suggest you watch your mouth. You better be nice to us from now on.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. And what else?” Steve asked angrily, but careful to avoid angering her even more.  
 
      
 
    “Why, not much. Just meet us down here right after work so we can discuss this further, that’s all.”  
 
      
 
    “Discuss it…. You must be crazy!”  
 
      
 
    “Crazy enough to send this email. What do you think?”  
 
      
 
    The damn bitch! She just might! He was stuck again. “I’ll be there, you bitch. I’ll be there.” There was more than a hint of threat in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie…. As I said, I suggest you be a lot nicer to us from now on – and watch your mouth!” Then the phone line went dead. She had hung up on him.  
 
      
 
    “Shit!” he yelled loud enough to attract the attention of everyone around him.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t exactly hurry down to the shipping department after work. It was more like he was bracing himself for an attack with every step. The truth was, while he was worried about whatever it was that Monica wanted, he was more worried about her magic. It was hard to fight what you couldn’t see.  
 
      
 
    The door to shipping was closed, but it opened easily when he pushed on it. Diane was waiting for him on the other side. “Hi there Stevie,” she said in an all too taunting voice. He couldn’t help but notice the look of wicked glee on her face. “Follow me.”  
 
      
 
    She led him back through another door to the tiny office that she and Monica shared. Monica was sitting at one of the desks, but also in the room were Carla and Ruth.   
 
      
 
    “Hi Stevie,” Carla said as he walked in. Was she laughing at him?  
 
      
 
    “Stevie, Stevie,” Ruth said at almost the same time as she shook her head. He got the impression that she was definitely laughing at him. And then she did let out a laugh. “I never would have thought!”  
 
      
 
    “And to think you even asked me out to dinner earlier,” Carla exclaimed with a laugh.  
 
      
 
    “You bitch!” Steve said angrily to Monica. “You told them!”  
 
      
 
    “Of course I did Stevie,” Monica replied. “But before we go any further, maybe you’d better have a good look at my computer.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked closer at the screen next to her. It was turned so that he could see it easily. On it was the email that she had threatened to send to Mr. Carter, and the mouse pointer was hovering over the send button. He looked at Monica’s hand, her finger was resting on the mouse button, ready to send it in an instant. “Don’t!” he said, suddenly afraid that she really would send it.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie, that’s entirely up to you.”   
 
      
 
    He hated that taunting voice of hers. “What do you want?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, not much,” she replied lazily. “For starters, we all want to see what underwear you’re wearing today.”  
 
      
 
    “What? Not again. I’m not wearing any panties. I threw them all out.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie. That’s such a shame. But maybe you better pull your pants down and show us anyway.”  
 
      
 
    Steve let out an angry sigh and began unfastening his pants. He quickly pulled them down to show them the boxers he had on underneath. “There! You see!”  
 
      
 
    “Darn it!” he heard Diane behind him say. “So disappointing.” Carla and Ruth were both chuckling.  
 
      
 
    But Monica was continuing. “Oh Stevie. No panties. It’s such a shame.”  
 
      
 
    “I told you before, I don’t wear them!”  
 
      
 
    “I think Diane and I have already seen for ourselves that you do. Haven’t we?” Steve remained silent. “No matter. I’ve decided that since you seem to like them so much, that maybe it’s time you got back into them again – permanently!”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at her oddly. He couldn’t quite understand that. “Permanently?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s right Stevie, we all want to see you wearing pretty panties every single day from now on. Don’t we girls?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” Steve heard Carla agree as he continued to stare incredulously at Monica.  
 
      
 
    “That’s crazy. I’m not going to do it.”  
 
      
 
    “Then I guess I’ll just push this button and send this email.” She moved the mouse to make sure it was over the send button.  
 
      
 
    “Stop!” Steve cried, afraid she was about to really send it. “Shit!” What was he going to do?  
 
      
 
    But Monica was speaking again. “Now Stevie, I asked Carla and Ruth here to help you…stay on track so to speak.” He heard more giggling from each of them. From now on, we’re each going to find you at different times during the day, and when we do, you’re going to have to prove that you’re wearing your pretty panties. If not, well, you wouldn’t really want Mr. Carter to get this, would you?”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at her aghast. “That’s crazy!”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe,” Monica replied, “but you’re the one who was crazy enough to wear them in the first place.”  
 
      
 
    “But….” Steve was lost for words.   
 
      
 
    “Oh, and Stevie, since you were so disappointing for us tonight by not wearing any, then we want you to come back here tomorrow night for us all to see you at the same time again. Understood? Hmm?”  
 
      
 
    Steve just stared at her with his mouth open. She had to be the craziest bitch he had ever heard of. He wasn’t about to do that. He glanced at the computer screen, her hand was still poised to send the email. How could he not do it? If she sent that email, he’d be ruined!  
 
      
 
    In a state of shock, he left them and went out to his car. But his anger was growing with every minute. After he pulled out of the parking lot, he pulled over and waited. A short while later, he saw Monica’s car leaving too. He followed it. Eventually, she turned into a rather rundown apartment project. He watched as she walked up the stairs and used her key to open one of the doors. “I’ll get you…bitch!” he said out loud.  
 
      
 
    Steve drove home, barely noticing where he was driving since his mind was raging with monstrous things he’d like to do to her. The crazy bitch had told two more women. And now she wanted him to keep wearing panties again. The bitch! He’d fix her good. He just needed to take care of that magic of hers first. That was what worried him the most. But now at least he knew where she lived.   
 
      
 
    As soon as he got home, he got to work. First things first though, he had to keep Monica happy for a while. The panties he had bought before were still in a large trash bag along with the other things he had mysteriously found himself wearing on Saturday. He had been too lazy to carry them out to the dumpster, and now he was glad. He pulled the panties out again. Hopefully, if he could figure out what to do about her, he wouldn’t have to buy any more of the stupid things.  
 
      
 
    Then it was on to more important business. How do you fight a witch? How do you fight magic that you knew nothing about? And he was fairly sure there were very few people on the planet that did know.   
 
      
 
    Grabbing his computer, he got onto the internet and began searching. He looked up how to fight against magic. Other than one site touting magic charms for protection and a few others suggesting religion, he didn’t see much of anything to help him there. He looked up witchcraft and got even less help. Looking up voodoo turned out to be useless as well. He spent half the night looking as thoroughly into magic of any kind as he could, and got nowhere. Almost.   
 
      
 
    The one thing that most of what he had read had in common, was the use of spells. And after reading what he had, and thinking about many of the movies he had seen in the past, one fact stood out perfectly clear to him – there had to be a book. Somewhere, the witch had to have a book of spells. It only made sense. It was the only way she would be able to know how to do some of the unbelievable things she had done to him…all of which were totally unbelievable to him.   
 
      
 
    She had to have a book. And in order to stop her, he had to get that book away from her. Without it, she would be helpless against him…or at least she wouldn’t be nearly as powerful.  
 
    Either way, he needed that book. Besides, with the book in his possession, maybe he could learn to use the thing against her. It would certainly serve her right!  
 
      
 
    So that left the one big question. Where was the book? He went to bed that night pondering just that problem.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The next morning, as tired as he was, Steve still couldn’t stop thinking about the problem. Where did Monica keep her book of magic spells? He considered many possibilities, but he was quickly starting to reach one big conclusion as to her most likely hiding place. The problem though, was that he didn’t know enough about her to be sure.  
 
      
 
    He wore the pink panties to work again. He didn’t dare not do it. He was too afraid of what Monica might do. Other than being overly tired, all was going well for him until he had to go to another office to coordinate on the project. On the way there, Ruth suddenly saw him and dragged him into a nearby empty cubicle. “Show me,” she demanded excitedly. Steve thought she looked like a kid in a candy store over the matter.  
 
      
 
    Feeling more stupid and bothered about it than ever, he looked around to make sure nobody could see into the cubicle, then he quickly unfastened his pants and just opened them up so she could see his panties. “Oooo, pink,” she declared happily. “Wait till I tell the others.”   
 
      
 
    Steve just hoped she wouldn’t tell them too loudly. “Can I go now?” he asked quietly.  
 
      
 
    “Of course,” Ruth replied. “I only had to check.”  
 
      
 
    Steve continued on to his meeting, only thinking about how dumb that panty check had been. He realized though that he should have done something while Ruth had been checking his panties. Next time, he wouldn’t forget.  
 
      
 
    On the way back from the meeting, Carla saw him and joined him in the hallway. “I need to see your panties!” she whispered. She too seemed to be excited about it.   
 
      
 
    “But Ruth just checked me,” he argued.   
 
      
 
    “I know,” Carla replied, but I still have to check too. They were walking together in the hallway. There was no private space for them. Carla looked around then quickly dragged him into the ladies room with her. Steve was petrified being in there with her, but once again he complied with her wishes and once again he was finished quickly. But before he left, he asked, “Carla, do you and Monica spend much time together?”  
 
      
 
    “Me and Monica?” she asked. “Why?”  
 
    “I don’t know. I guess I’m wondering why she decided to tell you.”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe it’s got something to do with the fact that she knows you and I dated…at least we used to.” She shook her head. “I never had a clue you were this way.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not!” Steve argued, but Carla clearly didn’t believe him. “So you and Monica don’t hang together at all.”  
 
      
 
    “Nope. In fact, I hardly know her. She hasn’t exactly worked here very long.”  
 
      
 
    Steve realized he’d get no more useful information about Monica from her.  
 
      
 
    After lunch, he again ran into Ruth, and she dragged him into an out of the way spot for yet another check. While he was pulling his pants apart so she could see, he asked, “So, you and Monica are good friends?”  
 
      
 
    “Monica? I barely know her.”  
 
      
 
    “But she pulled you into this.”  
 
      
 
    “She called, and told me, and I have to admit, I was really intrigued. I mean, face it, you had quite a reputation around here for dating all the ladies…the free ones anyway.”  
 
      
 
    He did. He had never dated Ruth of course. He was fairly sure she was married. He quickly realized that Ruth wasn’t going to be any help to him either. So where the heck did Monica keep her book? His original suspicion was beginning to sound like the only possibility.  
 
      
 
    The worst panty check came after work of course, when he once again had to meet with all of them at the same time. “Is this really necessary,” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Of course it is,” Monica replied.   
 
      
 
    Letting out an exasperated sigh once again, he undid his pants and quickly pulled them down.   
 
      
 
    Diane was behind him. “Steve, turn around so I can see too.”   
 
      
 
    He turned toward her and realized too late that she was holding her cell phone in her hands and was aiming it at him. Click! Steve was mortified. She had just taken his picture! Before he could pull his pants up, she took another one.   
 
      
 
    “That’s just for our records,” Monica explained. “I suggest you keep doing what we say. Right?”  
 
    He didn’t like the way Monica had said that. “Yeah,” he agreed sullenly. He couldn’t wait to get his hands on that book…wherever it was…and he was betting she kept the thing right in her own apartment.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    After work, Steve thumbed through the many contacts in his phone and found the number for Chad, an old friend from High School. He hadn’t been particular buddies with Chad, but since they had been on the football team together, he still had his number. But if anybody could help him now, Chad could. Chad had a certain…reputation. Chad had been in and out of prison a few times. Chad knew people.  
 
      
 
    He dialed the number. “Hi Chad.”  
 
      
 
    “Steve, is that you?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it’s me. How’ve you been?” The two talked about minor things for a few minutes. Then Steve got down to business. “Listen Chad, I need a favor.”  
 
      
 
    Chad listened to what Steve had in mind for a few moments, then he stopped him before he could go any further. “Are you crazy? You don’t want to do that Steve. If we get caught we could go to jail.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I know, but this is important. No, it’s vital! Chad, please!”  
 
      
 
    “Steve, look, I’m not about to take that kind of risk again. Not now at least.”  
 
      
 
    “There’s five hundred dollars in it for you. Please, what do you say?”  
 
      
 
    Chad sighed, he really needed the money. After being in prison twice now, decent jobs were hard to find. “Okay,” he finally agreed. Where and when?”  
 
      
 
    Once that part of Steve’s plan was arranged, he had the next part to set up. He pulled up his boss’s number on his cell phone. “Mr. Carter. Hi. This is Steve.”  
 
      
 
    “Hi Steve. What’s the problem?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…remember when we were talking about me taking some time off?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you need some?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I really do.”  
 
    “Do you really need it right away? You know how important what you’re working on is right now.”  
 
      
 
    “I know,” Steve replied. “I was thinking more of trying to take all next week off, not this week. That way I can finish the piece I’m doing right now and maybe get ahead on things too.”  
 
      
 
    “Well,” Mr. Carter replied, “if you can do that, then as far as I can see, there should be no problem. We’ll talk about it in the morning, okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Great, Mr. Carter. Thanks!”  
 
      
 
    With his boss’s permission set for him to get away for a while, Steve made one final phone call to another friend. “Brian, how are you?”  
 
      
 
    “Stevo…” Brian replied. “Haven’t heard from you in a while now. What’s happening?”  
 
      
 
    “Hey Brian, I’m taking a few days off next week, and was wondering if I can use your cabin again. A week of just fishing and relaxing would sure do me some good right now.”  
 
      
 
    “No problem Steve,” Brian replied. “I’ll leave the key for you where we usually put it. Will that be all right?”  
 
      
 
    “Great Brian. You’re a lifesaver.”  
 
      
 
    Steve hung up the phone. Now he had just one last thing to arrange, and he would do that tomorrow at work. By the time Monica found out what he was about to do, he’d be many miles away up in the mountains. Far enough where he didn’t think even her magic could reach him. And hopefully, with a little luck, he’d never have to worry about her magic again.   
 
      
 
    He just had to get through the rest of this week first.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    That night, Karen was once again logging onto his computer while Steve slept, just as she did most nights. But this time she was very distressed.  
 
      
 
    Dear Susan,  
 
      
 
    I’m afraid that Steve is about to do something really, really bad.  
 
      
 
    Karen told Susan all about what had gone on with Monica and now the other women as well. But the bulk of her email was all about what Steve planned on doing to get back at Monica. And once again, Karen asked Susan for her advice on what to do about it.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan read Karen’s email with growing concern. The fact that Monica seemed to be back again was causing a few wrinkles in her plans. She had thought that Monica was finished with Steve and finally out of the picture. Obviously that wasn’t the case. But that wasn’t her biggest concern. Steve seemed to have bigger issues on his mind. Issues that needed to be dealt with. But how?  
 
      
 
    She wrote quickly back to Karen,  
 
      
 
    Dear Karen,  
 
      
 
    Stay quiet again for now. Let me think about this. More tomorrow.  
 
      
 
    Susan.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 07.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day started out to be a repeat of the day before for Steve. He had to endure panty checks from both Ruth and Carla, and he unfortunately ran into both Monica and Diane as well. And that was just in the morning. But after lunch, Steve got back to his desk to find another email from Monica. Dreading it, he opened it to take a look. What he found shocked him. The email contained a list of most of his friends and family along with their email addresses. There was a short note accompanying the list that told him to look at the picture that was attached. He nearly died when he opened it. There, all too perfectly captured, was the picture that Diane had taken of him showing all the girls his panties the night before. As he looked closer, he could see Carla, Ruth, and Monica all too clearly in the background. The bitch was squeezing harder.   
 
      
 
    He picked up his phone and called down to shipping. “What do you want?” he whispered angrily.  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 “Why nothing, Stevie,” Monica replied. “I just want you to realize how much more we’ve got on you now…just so you won’t go thinking about not doing whatever we tell you to.”  
 
      
 
    Steve slammed the phone down. The bitch! He was trapped by Monica’s demands. Totally trapped. And now that she had pictures of him too, it made things all that much worse.  
 
      
 
    Remembering the last piece of business he had to take care of for his plan to get even with Monica, he got up from his desk and made his way to a cubicle at the other end of the room. His “somewhat” friend Mike was at his desk working. Mike was a friend, but the reality was that he was more like Steve’s rival for dating the women in the company. “Mike,” he said as he entered the cubicle.   
 
      
 
    Mike turned around. “Steve. What’s up?”  
 
      
 
    “I got a favor to ask,” Steve replied.  
 
      
 
    Mike was a bit wary. This was Steve asking! “What’s that?”  
 
      
 
    “Are you busy Friday night?”  
 
      
 
    “Nothing set in concrete. Why?”  
 
      
 
    “I’ve got a bit of a dating situation on my hands, and I don’t want it to come back at me. You know?”  
 
      
 
    “What kind of dating situation…and no, you can’t have any of my girls!”  
 
      
 
    “No. In fact I’ve got a very different kind of problem.”  
 
      
 
    “What then?”  
 
      
 
    “You know the new girl down in shipping, Monica?”  
 
      
 
    “I haven’t met her yet. Is that the one you said you were going out with last week?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…yeah. But I kind of hinted that I might be picking her up this Friday too, but I’ve already got another date lined up.”  
 
      
 
    “So?”  
 
      
 
    “So I don’t want to piss Monica off. Can you ask her out Friday night instead? I figure if you do that, then she won’t worry about me not asking her. And if I ever want to ask her out again, then she’ll go. Know what I mean?”  
 
      
 
    Mike thought he understood. He also understood two other things. He didn’t have any “firm” plans for a date yet Friday night, and the new girl down in shipping was hot!” The only problem was, he had seen her around, but he hadn’t really met her yet. Steve had beaten him to her. But that also didn’t mean he couldn’t ask her out. Besides, he had to meet her sometime. Why not now? “I’ll call her,” Mike replied. “See if she’s interested.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s all I ask,” Steve replied with a smile. “Oh…and don’t tell her I asked you to do it.”  
 
      
 
    Mike shook his head. “Not a chance!”  
 
      
 
    “Great. Hey, let me know if she won’t go with you, okay? Just so I know I’m in the clear.”  
 
      
 
    Mike only nodded, and Steve left the cubicle feeling much better. All was set now…as long as Mike could get Monica out of her apartment Friday night.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica blinked several times, then looked questioningly over towards Diane, but her attention was on the phone in her hand. “Um…can I call you back in a few minutes?” she asked. “I’m kind of in the middle of something here and I’ve got people waiting.” A moment later, she hung up the phone. “Diane, who the heck is Mike?”  
 
      
 
    “Mike? You know where Steve’s desk is?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah.”  
 
      
 
    “Same room, same hallway, but on the opposite side. You need me to pick something up from him for you?”  
 
      
 
    “No. He just asked me out Friday night…and I haven’t even met him yet.”  
 
      
 
    Diane’s eyebrows went up. “Lucky! I was here six months before he asked me out. Seven months before Steve took me out. And I haven’t been out with either of them since! I haven’t been out with anyone since!”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. “I think you’re exaggerating.”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe. But not by much. So are you going? Cause Carla and me can just go by ourselves Friday night.”  
 
      
 
    Monica thought about it. “Is he worth it?”  
 
      
 
    “Definitely! At least as far as having a good time. Just don’t expect him to be very interested in anything about you at all.”  
 
      
 
    “Sounds a bit like Steve.”  
 
      
 
    “Worse in some ways, better in others. Go. Have a good time. Carla and I have been out together a lot…even though she gets lots of dates and has no trouble finding a man when we get there.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re sure?”  
 
      
 
    “Steve and Mike are the two most eligible bachelors in the company. At least the two with the biggest reputations. I have no doubt that Mike would have asked you out sooner or later, so you might as well go and enjoy yourself.”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled and picked up the phone.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Late that afternoon, things were slow down in the shipping department, and Diane was surfing the web trying to get information on guys who were sissies. It was a subject that Diane didn’t know much about, but there was obviously a lot more to it than she had ever thought. As she clicked through page after page, she glanced quickly at the many articles and pictures. But as she clicked off of one page, something odd registered in the back of her mind. Something about one of the pictures. She hit the back button on the browser and took a closer look at the page. There was a series of pictures that had been taken in a shopping mall, and they all showed an obviously sissy guy in a bright pink dress, all made up kind of like a woman, and posing with several different girls. She looked closer at one of the pictures. Couldn’t be! She looked again at his face as closely as she could – in all the pictures. It just couldn’t be. But it was right there in front of her. “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!” she exclaimed loudly.  
 
      
 
    “What?” Monica asked in a bored voice from her desk.  
 
      
 
    “Monica! Get over here!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve was all too glad to get home after work. He changed into his jeans and also changed out of the ridiculous panties he was wearing. He spent the next few hours joyfully going through his fishing gear and dreaming about what he was planning to do on Friday. He couldn’t wait.  
 
      
 
    His doorbell rang. He opened it and was shocked to see Monica, Diane, and Carla standing outside. They didn’t wait for him to ask them in, Monica gently pushed him backwards and Diane closed the door behind them all.   
 
      
 
    Before Steve could say anything, Monica said, “Carla dear, hand Stevie here your cell phone. Stevie, say hi to Ruth.”  
 
      
 
    With growing trepidation, Steve took the cell phone from Carla. “Hello?”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie…. Darling,” Ruth said from the other end. “I’m so sorry I couldn’t be there with you tonight, but my husband’s out and someone has to watch the kids. But I just wanted you to know that I’m sitting right here at the computer with my email open and I have that picture Diane took of you all cued up to send to a few of those nice people on the list we sent you earlier. Would you like to know who’s on the email list for tonight? Well, I’m not going to tell you, you’ll just have to guess. So if you don’t behave like a good little sissy boy and do everything that Monica says, well…Carla is going to be keeping me posted on what goes on and if you misbehave even the slightest bit, then I guess you’ll be getting some very interesting calls from some very surprised friends. Do you understand Stevie? Hmmm?”  
 
      
 
    “You b…” Steve stopped himself just short of saying it. Monica was looking him straight in the eyes and suddenly looked angry at what he almost said. “Yeah, I understand,” he said into the phone instead.  
 
      
 
    Monica took the phone from his hand. “Thanks Ruth. I’ll give this to Carla now.”   
 
      
 
    Steve watched as Carla took the phone and let Ruth know she was there. “What do you want?” he asked angrily.  
 
      
 
    “Why Stevie,” Monica replied in that taunting voice he hated so much, “the same thing we always want. We want to see your panties. You are wearing them aren’t you?”  
 
      
 
    “You b…” He had almost said it again.  
 
      
 
    Monica’s voice lashed out like a whip. “Watch your mouth! Now pull those pants down!”  
 
      
 
    “But we’re not at work! This is where I live!”  
 
      
 
    “So? Didn’t we tell you that the panties were permanent – from now on? Stevie…don’t tell me you’re not wearing them? Carla, make sure Ruth is standing by.”  
 
      
 
    “But I’m home,” Steve protested again. We’re not at work.”  
 
      
 
    “Your pants!” Monica demanded.  
 
      
 
    Having no choice, Steve slowly lowered his pants to show the boxers he was once again wearing. “Please don’t have Ruth send that email,” he pleaded.   
 
      
 
    “Stevie, Stevie, Stevie. I’m so disappointed in you. And very surprised too. Diane, I think it’s time for that little piece of rope you brought.”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s eyes bulged at what Monica had just said, and Diane began giggling as she dug into her bag and pulled out a short length of rope. He glanced over at Carla. He had just heard her relaying to Ruth on the other end that he was wearing boxers. He wanted to protest, but by the look on Carla’s face, he knew he had no choice but to remain silent. They were all just waiting to ruin his life even more.   
 
      
 
    Diane walked behind him and pulled his hands behind his back. A minute later, Steve realized that his hands were very firmly tied. Monica stooped down and pulled his pants all the way down to his ankles. He wasn’t going to be running anywhere very fast, that was for sure.   
 
      
 
    “I think we’re going to need some scissors girls,” Monica said next as she looked at Steve’s boxer shorts with distain. Let’s look around.   
 
      
 
    Steve was in no position to protest. All he could do was to stand there in the middle of his living room floor as the three women spread out around his apartment.   
 
      
 
    “Found some,” Diane called from his desk a minute later. Then she walked over to Steve, and while the other girls watched, she ceremoniously cut off the boxer shorts he was wearing, leaving him mostly naked from the waist down. And there wasn’t a thing that Steve could do about it.  
 
      
 
    “Much better, Diane,” Monica said. “Okay girls, let’s get to work.”   
 
      
 
    Once again, the three women spread out in his apartment, leaving Steve standing there in the middle of his own living room. What were they up to? Monica had gone into his bedroom. He slowly shuffled his way in to see what she was doing. It took him a minute to get there, but once he got to the door, he could see that his closet door had been left opened and that Monica was going through all the drawers in his dresser. There was a pile of his underwear thrown on the middle of his bed. “What are you doing?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    Monica barely looked up as she opened another drawer. “Why Stevie,” she taunted, “we’re getting rid of all that nasty male underwear of yours that you hate so much. We don’t want you to get tempted to backslide on us again like you did tonight.”  
 
      
 
    Carla walked into the bedroom and put a few more pairs on the bed. “Found some in his clothes hamper in the bathroom. Do you know he has a big bottle of nail polish remover in his medicine cabinet?”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked up and grinned. “I’m not a bit surprised.”  
 
      
 
    They were all interrupted as they heard Diane yelling from the kitchen, “Bingo!” A minute later she walked triumphantly into the bedroom carrying the large trash bag that Steve had thrown all the women’s clothes in that he had mysteriously found himself wearing the weekend before. His heart sank even farther as he knew it meant more trouble for him. “Found this in the kitchen next to the garbage,” Diane said as she made room on the bed and dumped it out.  
 
      
 
    Steve could only watch as the three women went through everything. The women particularly laughed over the breast forms they found in there. But as Steve watched them, he realized that the stuff in that bag was what they had really come to his apartment to look for. It was obvious that they had somehow known in advance what they would find. And he realized that of course they knew – Monica had caused it all with her magic, and then had told the others about it too.   
 
      
 
    But maybe it wasn’t just one witch he was dealing with, it was three…or four, he corrected himself, because obviously Ruth was in on it too. A regular coven, he decided. The humiliation he had felt slowly grew into a barely controlled rage instead. He would get them all, and very soon. And it would all start with Friday.  
 
      
 
    The whole time the women were going through the stuff in the bag, Carla was relaying everything over the phone to Ruth. But when Diane held the bright pink dress up so they all could see it better, Carla exclaimed, “Oh God!”  
 
      
 
    “It’s a perfect match!” Diane said.   
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t say anything. Instead she reached into the back pocked of her jeans and pulled out a piece of paper that was folded up. Steve couldn’t see the paper as she unfolded it and the women all had a better look. “That’s it,” Monica finally confirmed. Then she turned toward Steve with a look of absolute glee in her eyes. “Stevie, Stevie, Stevie,” she said as she carried the paper toward him. “You’ve been holding out on us, haven’t you?”  
 
      
 
    “Huh? What are you talking about,” Steve replied. His voice still held a touch of anger.  
 
      
 
    “You really do like doing this, don’t you?”  
 
      
 
    “Huh? No, I don’t!” Steve replied. “I don’t know where those clothes came from!”  
 
      
 
    Diane laughed. “Why is it that I don’t believe him?”  
 
      
 
    Instead of replying, Monica held the paper up so he could see it. Steve nearly fainted. The paper held a large blown up picture of him at the shopping mall, posing as a sissy with several unknown girls. “Where did you get that?” he asked horrified.  
 
      
 
    “Why Stevie, it’s all over the internet. Didn’t you know?”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked up horrified from the picture to Monica’s face. “But I don’t…” he began.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, Stevie,” Monica said, “don’t even try to deny it anymore.”   
 
      
 
    Steve could only stand there, totally numb, as the women once again continued searching his apartment. But Diane, once again giggling, hung the pink dress up prominently in his closet, and then put the rest of the things from the bag into his drawer where his old underwear used to be.  
 
      
 
    “What’s with all the fishing stuff?” Carla asked him.   
 
      
 
    Steve’s mind brightened at the thought of the vacation far away from all this that he would soon be taking. “My vacation is next week,” he answered. “I have a reservation for a cabin up in the mountains to go fishing with a friend of mine.”  
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Monica exclaimed. “You’re vacation is really next week?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh-huh,” Steve replied.  
 
      
 
    “Well, we’ll just have to make life twice as miserable for you when you get back,” Monica said as she angrily poked her finger into his chest.   
 
      
 
    But Steve was thinking that hopefully, when he got back, it would be him that would be turning the tables on them.  
 
      
 
    “When do you leave?” Monica asked.  
 
      
 
    “Friday. I’m leaving straight from work.”  
 
      
 
    “And you’re paying for this cabin?”  
 
      
 
    He wasn’t, but she didn’t need to know that. “Yeah, of course.”  
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Monica cursed again. “Okay Stevie, you can go, but you know the rule. Only panties. Right?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” he replied sullenly, not at all happy about it.   
 
      
 
    “Fine. We’ll see you tomorrow then. Diane, untie his hands.”  
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Steve, still with his pants down around his ankles, watched as the three women left – carrying every pair of male underwear he had owned with him.   
 
      
 
    “Shit!” he swore softly as the door closed behind them. “I’ll get them good. Every single one of them!” And his thoughts turned once again to what he had planned for Friday.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    That night, Karen once again emailed Susan with the details of what had gone on during the day, and especially what had gone on in his apartment that night. And more importantly, she asked Susan if she had any ideas on what to do about Steve’s plans for Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan read Karen’s email with great interest. Monica, along with some of her crazy friends, had forcibly removed all of Steve’s male underwear from his apartment? What was that woman up to? And now with her friends?  
 
      
 
    But the thing that concerned Susan the most, was the fact that Steve was still so determined to put his plan into action, no matter how illegal it was. There was no way that she could let Steve simply get away with want he wanted to do. But what did she want to do about it?  
 
      
 
    She could easily have Karen stop him, but that wouldn’t keep Steve from trying something worse in the future. Steve needed to be taught a lesson. He needed some sort of punishment that would make him think twice about his actions from now on. He needed to learn that there would always be consequences for his actions. But what? What kind of consequences would make up for what he was planning to do to Monica?   
 
      
 
    Her TV was on and playing softly in the corner. She glanced at the commercial that was playing and the seed of an idea planted itself and grew quickly. A few minutes later, she began typing her reply back to Karen. Steve was afraid of Monica’s magic and how far it might be able to reach. Well, Monica may not have any magic, but she did – of a sort. And  
 
    Steve was about to find out that no matter how far he went, he couldn’t outrun her!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Karen checked her email just before going back to bed, hoping that Susan had finally answered and could give her some idea of what she should do about Steve and all the problems she was having. She was excited to see the reply from Susan, and she opened it quickly and read it. A minute later, she was smiling broadly. She shut down the computer and picked up Steve’s phone instead.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan’s phone rang, just as she expected it would. She spent the next two hours working with Karen, strengthening an ability that Karen had only just begun to scratch the surface of. And even though Steve didn’t know it, she worked a long time with him too.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve’s mind may have been getting plenty of sleep, but his body was very busy late into the night. Long after the phone call to Susan had ended, Karen was busy doing things that Steve would have no knowledge of at all. There was a lot to arrange for the punishment that Susan had planned.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 08.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Early Friday morning, Steve double checked his suitcase. Just the clothes he planned to wear for his fishing trip were in it and nothing else – except for two pairs of overly frilly panties, just in case Monica decided to check. He carried it down and put it in the trunk of his car next to the fishing gear he had put there the night before. Satisfied that there were no “magical” women’s clothes in his car, he drove to work. He was happier than he had been in a while because this was the day he planned to start getting back at Monica and the other witches. His only problem now, was a nagging concern about it in the back of his mind, warning him about possible consequences. But if he could just get that magic book of hers, he’d never have to worry about consequences again. She’d be the one who had to worry!  
 
      
 
    The day seemed to drag on and on, yet he was more focused on his work because the anticipation of finally taking action was adding new confidence and aggression to the tasks he tackled in the office. The panty checks the girls all imposed on him had started to become routine. As Diane cornered him in the stairway that morning, demanding to see his panties again, his only thoughts were that he’d show her his now…but she would be showing him a lot more later. He nearly laughed out loud.  
 
      
 
    At lunchtime, since he told her he already had his suitcase in the car and was leaving straight from work, Monica did indeed demand to check his suitcase. He almost laughed again, knowing that she would only find what she wanted to find. He was very glad that he had thought of that little eventuality and put the extra panties in it. Satisfied, Monica warned him again about not wearing anything but panties, and Steve – contritely – agreed, although the thoughts running through his head had nothing at all to do with ever wearing panties again. In fact, they bordered on maniacal vengeance. And yet again those nagging thoughts about possible consequences tried to worm their way into his thoughts. But again, he pushed them aside, too intent on what he felt he needed to do.  
 
      
 
    As soon as work was over, Steve rushed to his car and drove away in the direction that would lead him straight to the highway. His apartment would have been in the other direction.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Unknown to Steve, Carla and Diane watched him leave and noted the direction he took. Carla phoned Monica immediately afterwards. “Monica, he headed directly for the highway.”  
 
      
 
    Monica sighed, “I guess that’s good. The little twerp is doing just what he said he would. Still, would you be good enough to drive by his apartment later before you and Diane go out, just to make sure. I don’t trust him for a minute!”  
 
      
 
    “Not a problem,” Carla agreed. “We’ll check and make sure. You just have a good time tonight. And don’t forget, we’ll be waiting for all the details tomorrow!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t get on the highway and he didn’t go back to his apartment either. Instead, he stopped at a restaurant for some dinner, then he went to a bar for a few drinks, just to kill some time. The entire time he sat drinking, his conscience was trying to convince him that he shouldn’t do what he was planning, and there could be dire consequences if he did. But Steve’s mind was fully made up. He had to get his revenge on that damn witch Monica…and the rest of the witches she was friends with too.  
 
      
 
    The sun was just setting when Chad walked into the bar and found him. “Okay Steve,” he said. “You still want to do this?”  
 
      
 
    “More than ever! You want a beer first?”  
 
      
 
    Chad shook his head. “Not before we do this, and not with you afterwards! Got that?”  
 
      
 
    Steve just nodded his understanding and got up from his seat. “Want to take my car?”  
 
      
 
    Chad shook his head again. “No. We take separate cars and you follow me. Park where I tell you to.”  
 
      
 
    Chad led the way toward Monica’s apartment, but he didn’t drive directly to Monica’s apartment when he got there. Instead, he pulled into a parking space that was in front of another building in the complex, far enough away that they could just barely see her apartment. Steve parked next to him. Steve got out of his car and got into Chad’s car. “Why are we parking here? Her apartment is the next building over.”  
 
      
 
    Chad looked at him. “You really haven’t done anything like this before, have you?”  
 
      
 
    “No. Of course not.”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe you should stay here and let me handle it then.”  
 
      
 
    “No way,” Steve replied. “I’ve got to find what she’s got in there.”  
 
      
 
    “And what’s that?”  
 
      
 
    “Magic stuff!”  
 
      
 
    “Say what?”  
 
      
 
    “Magic stuff. You know, whatever she needs to work magic with. She’s a witch! And a powerful one!”  
 
      
 
    “Man, you’re really crazy, you know that! I’m not doing this!” He reached to start his car again.  
 
      
 
    Instead of answering, Steve reached into his pocket and pulled out a wad of bills and held them out for Chad to take.  
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Chad said, turning his engine back off and taking the money. “You just better do what I tell you to, you hear? I don’t want to get caught.”  
 
      
 
    “No problem,” Steve replied. “Just get me in there.”  
 
      
 
    They had to wait a little while, but eventually, they saw Mike drive up, go up to Monica’s apartment, and a few minutes later, the two of them came out again and got into Mikes car.  
 
      
 
    “Damn!” Chad swore. “From here she looks pretty hot!”  
 
      
 
    “She’s a damn witch!” Steve replied. “I almost feel sorry for Mike. Almost, but not quite.”   
 
      
 
    He reached to open the car door but Chad stopped him. “Not yet. It’s too soon. Just be patient and wait.” Dumb shit, Chad thought to himself.  
 
      
 
    Chad waited almost twenty minutes to make sure that Monica wasn’t coming back before he decided it was safe to try breaking into her apartment. He pulled a pair of latex gloves from his pocket. “You got gloves?” he asked Steve as he started to pull them on.  
 
      
 
    “Gloves? Uh…no. I didn’t think of that.”  
 
      
 
    “Course not!” Chad replied. “Amateurs!” he swore softly as he pulled out a second pair of gloves and handed them to Steve.   
 
      
 
    Only after Steve had managed to get the gloves on did Chad let him get out of the car. “Now, just walk naturally,” Chad told him. “Like you live here and you do this every day. Got that?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Steve replied nervously as he followed Chad towards Monica’s apartment.  
 
      
 
    Chad glanced over at Steve, his nervousness was overly apparent. His inept abilities were going to make them stand out. Once they reached the end of the building they had parked in front of, Chad led Steve off the sidewalk and went into the shadows between the buildings. “Listen,” Chad whispered. “You wait here till I get the door open. Stay out of sight. Then come when I tell you to. And walk normal! Okay? Slow and easy!”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Steve agreed eagerly, glad for Chad to take more of the lead.  
 
      
 
    Chad left him while whispering under his breath, “Stupid shit!” He walked up the stairs to Monica’s apartment like he lived there and did it every day. No hurry or worry at all. He didn’t even glance around as he pulled out a small thin crowbar and began working on the lock to open the door. It took him almost fifteen seconds to break open the door since there were two different locks on it. “Getting out of practice,” he thought as he stepped inside and switched on the light.  
 
      
 
    Steve saw Chad get in the door and headed for Monica’s apartment. He wanted to run, but Chad had warned him not to so he wouldn’t attract any undue attention. He settled for a fast walk. He was relieved and excited to get into Monica’s apartment and close the door behind him. As he did so, he realized that there were two locks on the door, and the door frame around both of them was now broken. The damn witch was going to have to replace her locks and fix her doorframe. He smiled at that thought…even as his conscience tried to send him more dire warnings of the consequences of his actions.   
 
      
 
    Chad had seen the way Steve had hurried to the apartment. “Dumb shit,” he muttered again. “Okay man,” he said, “what are we looking for again?”  
 
      
 
    “Magic stuff,” Steve answered. It was the only thought on his mind. If he could find her magic paraphernalia, then Monica wouldn’t have any kind of hold on him anymore, and he could probably find a way to use it against her…and the other witches too.  
 
      
 
    “What kind of magic stuff? Can you be more specific?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. Whatever witches use for magic or voodoo. I know there’s got to be a book of some sort. I’m not sure about the rest.”  
 
      
 
    “Shit! You are one dumb son of a bitch, you know that? Fuck this, I’m looking for jewelry and stuff I can sell!”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, do that,” Steve agreed happily. “That’s good! And mess the place up as much as you can while you’re doing it, okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Mess it up?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, as much as possible.”  
 
      
 
    Chad shook his head. “It’s your party, Steve. Your party.”  
 
      
 
    While Chad headed straight for the bedroom, Steve began in the kitchen. The apartment was small and old. Cheap! Why would the broad want to live in such a dump? But since she was a witch, she was probably trying to keep herself hidden. He searched every cupboard and drawer, dumping the contents in the middle of the floor as he went. He did the same for everything else in the apartment. Everything, even the chair cushions and lamps got tossed into a pile in the middle of the floor. He even turned the couch and the chairs upside down to check underneath them. But he didn’t find anything that he figured would have to do with magic.   
 
      
 
    There were very few books in the apartment, but Steve quickly thumbed his way through each and every one. Nothing! They all got thrown into the mess on the floor. He did find a number of candles, but they looked all too ordinary to him, so he left them alone.   
 
      
 
    By the time he joined Chad in the bedroom, he was starting to get worried. “Find anything,” he asked Chad.  
 
      
 
    “Got a few little jewelry pieces, but nothing good,” Chad replied. “Most of it is just cheap costume stuff. Still, I should be able to sell it for a few bucks.”   
 
      
 
    “How about anything that might be magical?”  
 
      
 
    Chad looked back at him like he was crazy. “Not yet, Steve. Not yet.”  
 
      
 
    Steve started going through the mess that Chad had left behind. He checked carefully, but still he didn’t find anything that he thought Monica might be using for her magic. By the time they finished, he was really worried. There should have been something he could find. The bitch must have it all hidden somewhere else.   
 
      
 
    More nervous than ever, and feeling very defeated, Steve finally gave up. Chad had finished grabbing the few things he wanted long ago and was waiting by the front door for Steve. There was nothing in his hands. “Where’s the stuff you took?” Steve asked.  
 
      
 
    Chad just smiled. “What stuff?” Then he reached deep into his pocket and briefly pulled out a ring before putting it back again.   
 
      
 
    Steve glanced at the mess they had made. It looked like a tornado had been through the apartment and literally destroyed everything. That thought alone made him happy. The bitch deserved it for sure! But before he left, he noticed Monica’s laptop computer in the pile. He pulled it out and put it under his arm. Maybe he could find something about her magic in it.   
 
      
 
    Still worried over the fact that he hadn’t found any magic stuff, he and Chad left Monica’s apartment – along with Monica’s laptop. Chad got into his car and went one way, Steve got into his and headed the opposite direction, directly toward the highway.   
 
      
 
    Steve had a very long drive ahead of him, but every mile would take him further and further away from the reach of whatever kind of magic that Monica had. He was very stressed over the fact that he hadn’t found anything to do with her magic. He couldn’t imagine what she’d do to him if she ever found out what he had just done. But he was also fairly sure that there was no way she could connect it to him at all. He had worn gloves so there would be no fingerprints, and he hadn’t seen anybody at all when he had been outside. As far as he knew, nobody had seen him there at all. He was free and clear.  
 
      
 
    The sight of what her apartment now looked like was burned into his mind. Total destruction! That bitch Monica was going to be so shocked when she got home. It was a very happy thing for him to dwell on for such a long trip. As his car headed up the highway, Steve had one more brief thought that there could be dire consequences for what he had done, but since he was sure nobody would ever know, he began dreaming of a pleasant week of fishing and relaxing instead.   
 
      
 
    His dream continued as his car turned off at the next exit without him knowing it. Steve was sound asleep. Someone else now drove his car.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 09.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Hot! Almost searing hot! And so bright! He felt like his skin was on fire. His mouth was dry too, he needed a drink. With the lethargy that often comes from taking an afternoon nap, he gradually became aware of other things. There were lots of odd noises – birds, and people, and…an odd soft rushing sound. Almost peaceful really. Peaceful enough that it added to his drowsiness and he didn’t want to open his eyes. But the uncomfortable heat and light, mixed with the other things were beginning to add up in his brain. Something wasn’t right.   
 
      
 
    He opened his eyes and immediately had to shield them from the glare of the sun. He sat up and looked around, still trying to clear the cobwebs that were fogging his brain. As he gazed around him, his brain refused to comprehend what he was seeing. It was impossible! It couldn’t be! He had to be dreaming, but it looked so real. But the cobwebs in his mind were totally gone now and he knew that what he was seeing was all too real.   
 
      
 
    He was on a beach – with lots of people. The odd rushing sound he had heard was the ocean, the tiny waves of water rolling in very lightly against the shore. And then it sunk in fully, the last thing he remembered was driving up the highway away from town toward the mountains. And now, somehow, he was here on this beach instead – wherever here was. Panic moved into the pit of his stomach and made plans to remain there for a long, long time.  
 
      
 
    People were staring at him again. He looked down at himself. The first thing he saw from his sitting position was his toes – bright red again. The only clothes, if you could call them that, that he was wearing was a skimpy woman’s bikini bathing suit, the fake boobs in it were weighing heavily against his chest. He pounded his fist into the sand and winced as the long red nails on his fingers dug painfully into his palms. The witch had done it to him again. Somehow she had found out about what he had done to her apartment and had now gotten back at him for it. But where was he? Certainly not any place he recognized.  
 
      
 
    He looked around again. He was sitting on a large beach towel. There were palm trees back behind the beach and a huge hotel up on the hillside. The beach was loaded with people and there were small watercraft darting about in the huge bay in front of him. People were having fun everywhere he looked. But where was it?  
 
      
 
     He wanted to run. He wanted to find somewhere to hide, but he didn’t have a clue where to go. Still searching, he didn’t see any place where he could hide. It was a big beach, packed all too full of people. Lots of people. All too many of whom were staring at him.   
 
      
 
    There was a woman’s straw bag next to him. Maybe it held a clue as to where he was. Ignoring the looks of everyone around him, he grabbed it. He had to pull a pair of pink flipflops with big flowers on them out of it first, then he dumped the whole bag out on the beach towel he was sitting on. Various women’s things tumbled out. Makeup, sunglasses, several different colors of nail polish, an emery board, a small mirror, a hair brush, suntan lotion…. Ah-ha! A woman’s wallet! It looked all too much like the one he had found himself with in the mall the week before. He grabbed it and opened it. His driver’s license and credit cards were inside, along with a good bit of cash. He breathed a tiny sigh of relief.   
 
      
 
    He went back to the rest of the pile of things on the towel. He found his keys, once again on that same too large and feminine key ring from last week too. Then he noticed a small white plastic card in the remaining items on the towel. He picked it up and looked closely. It appeared to be a hotel room key with an outline drawing of the hotel he had seen up on the hill. He glanced up at the hotel again just to make sure – they matched. The printing on the card said Reef Club. No room number of course. At least now he had a destination, someplace he could go to get away from everybody staring at him.   
 
      
 
    He quickly picked up everything he had just dumped out of the bag and threw it all back in again. Feeling like every little movement was drawing more and more attention to him, he stood up and grabbed the towel and the straw bag and headed quickly toward the palm trees and the hotel up on the hill. Every step felt like a major humiliation as he was forced to notice how many people were gawking at him. How had she done it? The witch!  
 
      
 
    There was a flight of wooden steps he had to climb up to the hotel. Then a wide sidewalk he could follow. But the sidewalk was getting hot and his feet weren’t used to going barefoot. Hating the very thought of it, he was forced to pull the stupid flip-flops out and put them on his feet. Would the humiliations never end?  
 
      
 
    He entered the hotel and was immediately faced with a problem, it was a maze. There were corridors and elevators everywhere. Which way was the front desk? He did his best to follow the signs, guessing which ones would lead him toward the front. He may have been inside, but that didn’t mean that there weren’t a lot of people around to gawk at him.  
 
      
 
    Eventually, several wrong turns later, he found the front desk. The lobby was large and spacious, and naturally there were a lot of people passing through it. He had to wait in a short line to talk to one of the attendants behind the desk, all the while feeling incredibly selfconscious and horribly embarrassed. He wanted to dig a hole and bury himself so badly, but that was unfortunately impossible – as was his whole situation. If only everybody would stop looking at him!  
 
      
 
    Finally, he got his turn. The girl behind the desk was smirking at him with amusement. He couldn’t blame her. “Um...” He didn’t quite know where to begin. “I think I’m staying at this hotel, but I don’t know my room number.” He quickly fished the room key out of his straw bag and showed it to her.   
 
      
 
    But the girl seemed to recognize him – unfortunately. “Of course you’re staying here. You talked to me earlier this morning! Remember?”   
 
      
 
    Steve of course didn’t remember any of it. He shook his head. “No, not really.”  
 
      
 
    The girl shook her head too. “Well, I’m still going to have to see your ID just to prove who you are.”  
 
      
 
    Steve could understand that. He had to rest the straw bag on the tall desk and stand on his toes to see into it to find the lady’s wallet inside. But as soon as he showed the girl his driver’s license she said, “Room 611. Elevators are over there. And maybe you should slow down on the rum drinks, so you remember better.”   
 
      
 
    Slow down on the drinks? If he ever got the chance, he’d wallow in some drinks – strong ones – and a lot of them! But at least he now knew what room he was in. However, he had also noticed that the girl didn’t even have to look his room number up. He didn’t think that was a particularly good sign.   
 
      
 
    “Have a nice day,” the girl said as he headed toward the elevators.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah right!” he thought. “Too late for that now!”  
 
      
 
    His room was elegant and spacious, all decorated in tropical colors. He had a spectacular view of the bay behind the hotel. The bed was king size. He even had a comfortable sitting area with a couch and two chairs. The TV was new and large. The room was beautiful. But one of the first things he noticed was his laptop set up on the desk. He turned it on and confirmed that it was his.   
 
      
 
    Also on the desk, right next to his laptop, were a bunch of brochures. He picked them up and nearly died. He couldn’t believe where he was. He was in St. Thomas in the Virgin Islands. Way out somewhere in the Caribbean. What was he doing there? How had he got there? Impossible! Impossible! Impossible!   
 
      
 
    And how the heck was he supposed to get home again? Obviously, his car wasn’t right outside in the parking lot like he hoped.  
 
      
 
    He found a plane ticket next to where the brochures had been. He studied it carefully. Evidently, he had left home in the wee hours of Saturday morning. He looked further. His return flight wasn’t booked until next Saturday! Was he supposed to stay a whole week? Not a chance! As soon as he could, he was getting out of there!   
 
      
 
    But first things first. He needed his own clothes. He opened the closet. There was a flowered dress and what looked like some kind of skirt and blouse hung up in there, but nothing that looked the least bit masculine. He found a pair of ladies shoes with nothing but straps and what looked like a cork wedge heel on the floor. Where were his clothes? He finally spotted his suitcase in the corner of the closet, but when he opened it, it was completely empty.   
 
      
 
    He searched the drawers. He found the two other pairs of women’s panties he had packed in his suitcase, along with the bra he had worn in the mall the week before, but no male clothes of any kind. Where were his clothes?  
 
      
 
    He went into the spacious bathroom. There was a woman’s pink razor by the sink. Where were his things? What was he supposed to do?  
 
      
 
    He once again searched every nook and cranny he could find in the room, but nowhere did he see anything that looked the least bit like his clothes. The reality of the situation finally sank in fully. He was stuck once again with only women’s clothes to wear. He wanted to scream! He would have to go out dressed totally humiliatingly once again – just to buy himself some new clothes. And then, he still had to get home from there. St. Thomas? The Virgin Islands? Impossible!  
 
      
 
    He removed the bikini top he had been wearing and rubbed his sore chest from where the breast forms had been pressed so tightly against it. As he suspected, the breast forms looked like the ones from last week too. How had the witch done it? He tried to pull the long nails he was wearing off his hands, but they wouldn’t budge. He also couldn’t find any nail polish remover anywhere in the room. But by then, he no longer expected to.   
 
      
 
    He was pleasantly surprised to see that the makeup he was wearing washed right off. He felt like that was a major victory. He finally took a shower to wash all the sweat and sand off his body. The shower felt wonderful. It was by far the best thing that had happened to him all day so far. But when he got out of the shower and saw his reflection in the mirror, he got another small shock. The outline from the bikini he had been wearing was all too plainly visible. He’d have to be careful to cover that up when he got dressed.  
 
      
 
    But he wasn’t quite ready to face putting on any of the women’s clothes that were in the room. He kept his towel from the bathroom wrapped around himself instead, but there was some tiny bit of his mind that was trying to get him to slip a pair of the panties on. He forced the thought away angrily and picked up the phone instead.   
 
      
 
    “Hello, operator? Can you give me the number for the airport? … Oh, you can? That would be great.” He waited while the hotel operator transferred his call. A few transfers later, he was talking with a representative of the airline he had the ticket for. “I need a seat on the first flight out tomorrow,” he said.   
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, all the outbound flights are full,” the airline representative replied. “I’m pretty sure everything is completely booked up for the rest of the week. But I can check if you want.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, please do that,” Steve replied. All the flights were full? He doubted that. They just wanted more money.  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry,” the representative came back with a few minutes later. “As I said earlier, all flights this week are already full.”  
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute,” Steve replied, “I have a ticket here for next Saturday. Is that still good?”  
 
      
 
    The airline clerk got Steve’s flight information and confirmed that, so far, his seat on that flight was just fine. But unfortunately, no matter what Steve tried, he couldn’t get a flight out sooner – on any airline. Frustrated once again, he hung up the phone. What was he supposed to do in St. Thomas for an entire week?  
 
      
 
    He looked at the clock by the bed. Five o’clock. It didn’t seem that late. But then he started to wonder something else. He picked the phone up again. “Hello, operator? I know this sounds like a dumb question, but what day is this?”  
 
      
 
    The operator was all too kind. “We get asked that question a lot. I think all too many of our guests don’t keep perfect track of the days when they’re here. It’s five o’clock on Sunday.”  
 
      
 
    Sunday! What had happened to Saturday? Or Friday night for that matter? “Thanks,” he said simply and hung up the phone again. The witch! How had she done this to him?   
 
      
 
    He rubbed his face, trying to figure out what to do. Late Sunday afternoon…and he had no male clothes at all. He’d have to try to buy some as soon as possible. He picked up the phone again. “Hello, operator? … Yeah, it’s me again. Listen, does this hotel have a store where I can buy some clothes?” He listened to her answer. “Not till tomorrow? Is there anywhere else I might get some tonight?” Once again, he was not pleased with what he heard and hung up the phone. Well, if he had to, he could stay right where he was until morning and wear nothing but his towel, if he even needed that. And room service was a great option for dinner. Pleased with his plan, he laid back on the bed and turned the TV on.  
 
      
 
    But five minutes later, the problems began. At first it was distracting thoughts about the women’s clothes in the closet. Then it was thoughts about makeup. A few minutes later, a huge desire to find the bar downstairs soon turned into a desire to go out for dinner. He fought each thought as best he could, but they seemed to get stronger and stronger. He began pacing around the room, unable to sit still as his mind was bombarded with thoughts about the need to get out of the room. The thoughts kept building and building, nearly driving him insane, but he kept fighting them. It wasn’t until the horrible itching began all along his back, that he finally realized that no matter how much he didn’t want to, he absolutely had to go out somewhere.   
 
      
 
    The damn witch was doing it to him again. She was forcing him to do what he didn’t want. Somehow her voodoo magic was making him have the worst feelings imaginable, driving him to do what he desperately didn’t want to do. He could just imagine her holding some kind of voodoo doll and sticking pins in it or sprinkling other things over it to drive him crazy. He tried his best to fight it, but the longer he tried, the worse the itching and insane desires grew.  
 
      
 
     He finally couldn’t take it anymore. With the awful dread of more humiliation already building, he faced his closet to figure out what he was going to wear. That damn witch and her magic! She couldn’t just leave him alone. She had to push him to humiliate himself once again. It wasn’t bad enough that she had done things to him before that humiliated him without him knowing it, now she was forcing him to go out and do his own humiliation. To go out and humiliate himself in front of the whole world. The damn witch! He would get her back if it was the last thing he ever did!  
 
      
 
    He stood staring at the few clothes in his closet. All women’s clothes, and not even a pair of pants he could wear. The desire to get out of the room was so strong he could no longer fight it, but the simple act of getting up to get dressed had lessened the itching somewhat, and it also lessened some of the driving tension he had felt. Unfortunately, it was also fueling an opposite tension, one closely aligned with fear and humiliation.  
 
      
 
    But what should he wear? There was a skimpy dress with big colorful flowers all over it, and what he guessed was a skirt and a frilly blouse to go with it. The skirt looked like just a large piece of material with some kind of tropical pattern all over it. He figured that it was better than the big bold flowers on the dress – if only just slightly. He pulled it, along with the blouse, out of the closet. He found a pair of his panties and put them on. As much as he hated them, he was now fairly used to the panties and they didn’t pose that much of a problem for him.   
 
      
 
    He figured out that the skirt was supposed to wrap around him then fasten at his waist. It would mean that the skirt would really be slit all the way up, but it looked like it wrapped far enough around that it shouldn’t be a problem.   
 
      
 
    He picked up the blouse to pull it over his head, but he couldn’t. He wanted to, but he just couldn’t move to do it. Those powerful driving thoughts were back again. Thoughts that said something was missing. Something was wrong. He couldn’t get those thoughts out of his head and he couldn’t get the blouse on his body. He had to have something else? What? What? What? He found himself completely panicked over it. Finally, he figured it out. He had to have the bra on too. The witch! What had she done to him?  
 
    But once he finally got the bra on, he was faced with the same problem once again. He still couldn’t pull the blouse on. He had to have something else. Sighing, he gave up and slipped the breast forms into the bra. The blouse slipped easily over his head and he adjusted it into place. The witch! He’d kill her…if he ever got home again.  
 
      
 
    Instead of wearing the shoes with the wedge heels in the closet, he found the flip-flops he had worn earlier and put them on. Did they have to have such big flowers on the top? Of course they did.  
 
      
 
    He picked up his room key and pulled the wallet out of the straw bag and headed for the door. But he couldn’t go out yet. As much as he both didn’t want to leave the room and the desire to go drove at him, he simply couldn’t open the door. Something else was missing. He had to have something else. What now? The panic over it grew steadily. And then a thought flashed through his mind and he winced. No! He wouldn’t do it! But the feelings that were driving him to do things he didn’t want were getting stronger again. Still he fought it. Beads of sweat began forming on his brow, and still the powerful feelings were growing stronger. Then the itching all over his back began again, driving him nearly insane.   
 
      
 
    “Okay!” he screamed. “I give up!” Resigned, he grabbed the straw bag and carried it into the bathroom where he dumped the contents out on the counter. It took him almost half an hour to figure out how to get all the makeup on that the witch seemed to be requiring of him.   
 
      
 
    Feeling totally silly, totally humiliated, and angry beyond belief, he grabbed the straw bag with all of its contents and finally left the room. The overpowering force driving him lessened greatly the minute he stepped into the hallway. Breathing a sigh of relief, he headed for the elevators, and what he knew would be further humiliation.  
 
      
 
    The moment he entered the elevator, the driving force left him completely. He breathed another big sigh of relief. Could he go back to his room now? The minute he thought that, his back began itching again until he banished all such thoughts from his mind. He wasn’t going to have any choice in this at all.  
 
      
 
    He decided that the first thing he needed was a good strong drink, so as soon as he got down to the lobby he located and headed for one of the hotel’s smaller bars. As he entered, he realized that his timing was bad, the bar was just beginning to fill up with early evening customers. He took a seat at the very far end of the bar, hoping to be hidden at least a little. But the bartender seemed to recognize him.   
 
      
 
    “Hey, hey…it’s the lady-man.” His accent made the word ‘man’ come out sounding like ‘mahn.’ “Welcome back!”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t know whether to be surprised or not that the bartender seemed to know him. Lady-man? He guessed that was as good a description as any. He just wasn’t too fond of it. He also wasn’t very fond of how loud the bartender seemed to be talking to him. It was making people stare at him.  
 
      
 
    “What’ll it be today?” the bartender asked. “Same as last time?”  
 
      
 
    “Last time?” What had he had before?   
 
      
 
    “Of course, lady-man. Our island specialty, pina-colada. Remember?”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t remember at all. What sounded better to him was a good shot of whiskey instead of something sweet. He was about to ask for one, but suddenly his mind was inundated with the thought of how good the sweet fruity drink would be. He gave in. Obviously he wasn’t even going to have a say in what kind of drink he got. “Okay. I’ll try one.”  
 
      
 
    Steve really didn’t want anybody paying any attention to him, but unfortunately the bartender kept talking to him while he made the drink. “So, lady-man, I see you found our nail salon like I suggested. How was it? It looks like they came out very, very pretty.”  
 
      
 
    Steve really wanted to say he hated them. But as he held his hands up to look at the dreaded nails, he was suddenly filled with the feeling of intense pleasure and satisfaction at the sight of his long red nails. “Yes, I love them,” he found himself saying without realizing he was going to say anything. The witch! He’d pay her back good for this!  
 
      
 
    Finally, the bartender delivered his drink and he sipped at it cautiously. It was good, really good, even by his male standards. He sipped greedily at it and ordered another one – only stronger. “Is there a quiet place around here where I can get something to eat?” he asked as he watched his second drink being made.   
 
      
 
    “Quiet place? Not around here,” the bartender replied. “Best place is probably right where you’re sitting. I can order you a sandwich or something if you like.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked around. For a small bar, there were all too many people around, but someplace else would probably be only worse. But would the witch allow him to stay right where he was and not expose himself further? He searched inside himself…no feelings against it, as far as he could tell. He allowed himself one more hopeful thought, maybe the witch had grown tired and wasn’t watching him anymore. Maybe! “That would be great,” he finally answered.  
 
      
 
    After his dinner, and four more pina-coladas, Steve was very relieved to find that he was able to go back to his room. The strong drinks were making his head swim. He gratefully undressed completely and fell sound asleep the minute he hit the bed.  
 
    But Karen wasn’t sleeping. She logged into Steve’s computer and once again sent an email to Susan.  
 
      
 
    Dear Susan,  
 
      
 
    Whee! What a fun day I had. I’m afraid that Steve is more than a bit lost right now and unfortunately were both a bit buzzed from too many drinks. But as much fun as I had today, I can’t wait till tomorrow. Steve is about to find out something that he’s really not going to be happy about! Whee! What fun!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica fluffed the pillow a bit, turned out the lamp, and laid down on Diane’s couch. Since the break-in, she hadn’t been able to face going back to her apartment. Diane had been kind enough to allow her to spend as much time as she needed at her place. It was good to have friends. She’d had so few growing up.  
 
      
 
    But Monica also knew that tomorrow, she absolutely had to face her apartment again and begin cleaning up. She dreaded it. She absolutely dreaded it! She never wanted to see that apartment again. And now after what had happened, how could she ever feel safe there again?  
 
      
 
    For the thousandth time since Friday night when she had gotten home, she remembered walking up to her apartment with Mike, and noticing the broken area around the door frame. She remembered pushing the door open, and screaming. Things blurred a bit from there. But she still remembered Mike physically picking her up and dragging her out of the apartment so she wouldn’t touch anything. She had been screaming then, and she was still screaming five minutes later when the police showed up. Mike had continued to hold her tightly.   
 
      
 
    According to Diane, Mike had called her sometime after the police had arrived. Monica barely remembered going home with Diane. What she did remember, all too graphically, was having to go back Saturday morning with Diane to talk to the police. There had been some sickening yellow plastic tape across her door to keep people out. She herself didn’t want to go in there. The minute the policeman had pulled that yellow tape off and pushed the door open. She had broken down and started crying all over again. Just the sight of her apartment had made her sink to her knees, crying right there on the walkway in front of her apartment.   
 
      
 
    The policeman had been kind and patient, but he couldn’t wait forever. He had eventually forced her to get up and go inside and look around. But looking around from inside at the entire destruction only made matters worse.   
 
      
 
    What was missing? What had they been looking for? The questions came time and time again. The policeman posing possibilities, and she had no answers. She wasn’t rich. She didn’t own anything valuable. And in that mess, how could she even begin to know what was missing and what wasn’t?   
 
      
 
    When they left, the policeman put the yellow plastic tape up again across the door, but he told her it would be gone later that day and she could have her apartment back. But she didn’t want it back. She didn’t want to go anywhere near it ever again. She felt so violated. She felt more raped than if someone had beaten her up and forcibly had sex with her.   
 
      
 
    For the last two days she had lost count of the number of phone calls she had gotten from “friends” who had heard about it. Every last one of them were people she worked with. The only people she knew in this city. Her boss even stopped by Diane’s house to talk with her. She had been moved by his kindness and his offer to take a few days off if she needed it. She was more moved when Mike showed up later to check on her. He had been an okay date. Good, but certainly not great. But he went way up in her estimation by showing up to check on her like he did.   
 
      
 
    And now she was going to have to go back. Back to start cleaning it up. Back to try to make sense of it all. Why? Why had someone done that to her? The police had said that whoever had done it had obviously been looking for something. What had they been looking for? She couldn’t imagine anyone thinking she had anything valuable. She had just moved in a few weeks ago, and she was barely getting by. She didn’t own anything valuable.   
 
      
 
    But like it or not, she had to go back. She had to start…facing it. She would take a few days off to try to clean it all up. Diane would be there to help after work and so would Carla.   
 
      
 
    She pulled the blanket Diane had given her up higher over her body…over her head. She closed her eyes, and once again the image of her apartment came all too clearly to her. She cried…again. She felt violated. She felt raped. The ghosts of her past had found her. There was no place safe. There would never be anyplace safe. The feelings of depression grew again, like they did every night. She cried herself to sleep like she had done since it happened.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 10.  
 
      
 
      
 
    It was late in the morning by the time Steve woke up. It took him a moment to realize where he was, but when he did, the anger and reality of it pulled him out of any further thoughts of sleep. One thing he knew for sure, he had to go shopping today and get some new clothes. But to do so, meant that he was stuck going out to do it while wearing women’s clothes again. Total humiliation!   
 
      
 
    He took a shower to fully clear the leftover cobwebs from the drinks the night before. He wanted to shave, but the only razor he could find was the pink one. He picked it up and shrugged. It looked like any male razor, just pink. A search of the vanity turned up some complimentary toothpaste, toothbrush, and some shaving cream – fortunately. The pink razor worked just fine on his face, also fortunately. He was just irked at having to look into the mirror and see his long red fingernails against the absolute white of the shaving cream. But there wasn’t anything he could do about that. He realized too late that he shouldn’t have bothered shaving at all. Tomorrow, he would remember. He experienced a momentary feeling of nausea as that thought went through his head. The drinks the night before must have been stronger than he thought. But they had been good.   
 
      
 
    He dressed exactly the way he had the night before, in the tropical wrap-around skirt and pull-over blouse. Unfortunately, he was very dismayed to realize that once again he couldn’t go out without wearing everything, including the makeup. Was the witch watching him, or had she done it with some kind of evil spell? He didn’t know. But he also knew that if Monica was watching him, then she would probably have to be heading to work soon, so she couldn’t watch him much longer. Should he stay in the room a while longer and wait to see? Maybe then he could at least get rid of the makeup and bra.   
 
      
 
    But the feeling of being driven out of the room once again began to grow. It felt like a small panic attack. This time the itching on his back began sooner too. The witch was indeed watching him. He only hoped she’d go to work soon and leave him alone.   
 
      
 
    Sighing with resignation, he slipped the flip-flops with the flowers onto his feet…or he tried to. For some reason he couldn’t get the darn things on! Then the feeling that the flip-flops were all wrong seemed to slam into him. “No! No! Please!” he yelled. “Just let me be! Please!” Having no choice, he fumbled with the wedge heels that had been in the closet and buckled them securely onto his feet. Feeling more humiliated than ever, he stepped out of his room and closed the door behind him. “Please let this go easy,” he prayed.  
 
      
 
    Every step down the hallway in those shoes felt incredibly awkward and difficult. Every step reminded him more than ever of what he was wearing. He couldn’t wait to get into some pants and normal shoes again.   
 
    He went in search of the shops the hotel offered and found them in their own long hallway on the bottom level of the hotel. It was almost like a mini shopping mall. They were all obviously expensive stores, but at that point, he didn’t care. In fact, he had always prided himself on having nice clothes. He spotted a men’s wear shop and headed directly toward it. He noticed through the window that it seemed to carry just about everything from bathing suits to formal suits, and everything in between. Perfect! But the moment he tried to walk through the door, he doubled over in pain. His stomach cramped badly and he had such waves of nausea that he took a step backwards reflexively. And as soon as he did, the pain lessened a bit. He kept going backwards until he was at the far side of the hallway. The pain and nausea were gone. As he tried to catch his breath, he wondered what had hit him. After a moment, he thought he felt perfectly fine again, so he went back into the store – or tried to. Once again, he doubled over in pain before he could get through the doorway.   
 
      
 
    From across the hallway, once again trying to catch his breath, he stared at the wonderful looking store in front of him. The witch was still working on him! So near, yet so far. She wasn’t letting him go into the place. What was he supposed to do? How did she know what he was doing? Did she have some kind of crystal ball? She was a witch! That much Steve knew for sure. And obviously she had some way to see what he was up to. Why couldn’t she just leave him alone?  
 
      
 
    Knowing he couldn’t go into the men’s store, he headed back the way he had come. As he did, he noticed one of the ladies’ stores. The feeling to go in it was very strong. He decided to test it. Not only was he able to go into the store, but he felt absolute pleasure the moment he got inside. He shuddered at that realization and went quickly back toward the lobby. He’d have to find another way to get some decent “men’s” clothes.  
 
      
 
    He found out from the concierge’s desk that there was a shuttle that left every half hour to take people into town for shopping. He wasn’t too pleased with the idea because it meant much more exposure and embarrassment for him, but he didn’t know what other choice he had. He needed some men’s clothes to wear and he couldn’t seem to shop for them in the hotel. Besides, there was now a feeling of being driven to go shopping in town fueling his decision. Once again he felt like he had no choice.   
 
      
 
    As soon as the shuttle bus pulled up in front of the hotel, Steve got on it and headed straight to the back. Unfortunately, the seats were arranged more like a circle around the walls. He would be exposed no matter where he sat. As more and more people crowded onto the bus, he noticed that every one of them looked straight at him as they came in and sat down. Most of them continued to stare at him after they sat down. Some of them didn’t look happy at all to see him there. If he could have climbed into the straw bag on his lap and hid there he would have. He felt so embarrassed…and sooo stuck! And worse, when the bus left, it looked like most of the people were continuing to watch him instead of looking at the scenery out the windows. And did those young girls have to giggle at him? He really hated his life.   
 
    As the bus drove along the hilly road, he tried to turn his head to stare out the window behind him instead being forced to watch all the faces of the rest of the people on the bus, but he could only turn his head that way for a short while before his neck got tired.   
 
      
 
    As he sat there, the bus hit one of the many hard bumps in the road and he felt his skirt fall open at the slit, exposing his leg. One of the women on the bus giggled at him. He pulled the skirt back into place again, but a few minutes later, it happened again. This time, he just left it. It was only the one leg and the skirt wasn’t going to stay. The woman giggled again.   
 
      
 
    The bus finally stopped at the edge of a large tourist shopping area. Steve waited while everyone else left the bus first. It seemed better that way. But before one of the older women on the bus got off, she leaned close to Steve’s head and whispered, “It’s more lady-like to sit with your knees together.” Steve didn’t even get a chance to reply before she was gone. He was just shocked. Lady-like! He wasn’t the least bit interested. But as he adjusted the slit skirt back into place again he had to wonder if it wasn’t a good idea.  
 
      
 
    The shopping district where the bus dropped them off turned out to be fairly huge – blocks and blocks of tourist stores in all directions. The fact that the sidewalks and streets were so packed with people seemed to give him a small measure of anonymity since being in the middle of all those people prevented anyone from really seeing him closely…except those people who were all too close to him. But the tiny bit of anonymity he felt did help him some since he was so embarrassed about walking around in public dressed like he was. But then, what choice did he have? If only everybody else understood.   
 
      
 
    The stupid wedge heels on his feet felt odd and clunky as he walked past store after store, searching for some place that specialized in clothing. So many of the stores seemed to be selling exactly the same stuff, t-shirts and junk, yet they were all crowded and doing tons of business. He walked up another block to a different street. This one seemed to be even more crowded, but now he found himself finding more and more jewelry stores mixed in among the junk shops. He paused briefly and looked at some jewelry in a window. It all looked like really nice stuff. Expensive stuff! Something inside of him seemed to appreciate looking at it more than he normally would have. Was the witch at work on him again? He couldn’t be sure.   
 
      
 
    Finally, he found a store that seemed to specialize in clothing. Bracing himself for the pain, he walked through the door – with no problems at all. Was the witch no longer watching him? He could only hope.   
 
      
 
    He had to walk toward the back of the store to find all the men’s clothes and it looked like they had a good selection. But the moment he got into the men’s section, the cramps hit him strong again. He fought through them as best he could and put his hand on a pair of jeans hung on one of the racks. His hand began burning like it was on fire. The pain in his stomach doubled until he couldn’t breathe, and still he tried desperately to hold onto that pair of pants. But the burning and the pain only increased the longer he stood there. Then the maddening itching began all over his back again. He couldn’t stand it any longer. He had tried and tried hard. He had to let go of the jeans and back away.   
 
      
 
    He retreated desperately back toward the front of the store. The further away from the men’s clothes he got, the better he felt. He finally turned and wandered around in the women’s section. The longer he stayed there, the better he seemed to feel. Remarkably better.   
 
      
 
    He tried something else. He began actively looking through the racks of women’s clothes. He felt wonderful, better than ever. The damn witch was still at it. He knew it! Why wasn’t she at work? Did she take the day off of something? He wasn’t sure, but one thing he did know perfectly well now, she wasn’t going to let him even touch any men’s clothes. However, it did seem like she was doing everything she could to encourage him to humiliate himself further by buying more women’s clothes instead. Well, he wasn’t going to do it! Ignoring the mild pangs of need that were plaguing him, he walked out of the store and back onto the street. He couldn’t buy any men’s clothes in the hotel, and now he couldn’t buy any in town either. He’d have to find another way. Somehow, there had to be a way to outsmart that damn witch!  
 
      
 
    He started walking back to where the shuttle bus would be coming to pick up the hotel guests. But as he was heading there, the feeling that he had to have something was growing in him more and more. Before he got half-way to the waiting point, he knew he could never get on that bus. Reluctantly, he turned around and returned to the shopping district once again. Unfortunately, the need that had been growing in him didn’t diminish at all. But what was it that he needed? And why did the witch have to make him feel so panicked over it?  
 
      
 
    He began wandering from store to store. He went into every store that sold clothing. Every time he noticed any men’s clothes, he continued to try to buy some, or even to just touch them. But every time, he was denied. The witch was just too powerful. Eventually, he spent more and more time looking through the women’s clothes, because that’s where he felt the best. Besides, if he stayed out on the streets, he was constantly in view of too many people, and it didn’t lessen the feeling that he had to buy something. Inside the stores, he could at least somewhat hide in the racks of things to buy.  
 
      
 
    Finally, in one store, the clothes on one of the manikins seemed to catch his inner interest. Why, he didn’t know. But there was just something about the way the short red skirt and the red and white blouse looked together that seemed to please something deep inside of him. He got even more pleasure as he searched the racks and actually touched the items. He gave in and purchased the skirt and blouse combination. He instantly felt much better. He still felt like he needed something, but the feeling was now far less. Now at least he knew, the witch wanted him to shop and buy women’s clothes.   
 
      
 
    He quickly picked up another skirt off of a rack and bought that too. He felt good about it, but the feeling like he still needed something didn’t diminish at all. So what else did he have to buy?   
 
      
 
    He grabbed himself a quick but still embarrassing lunch, and went back to wandering the stores again. Finally, he found himself almost drawn to the lingerie department in one of the stores he had already been in earlier. Oddly, he also found himself to be strangely very relaxed. So relaxed that it wasn’t until a few minutes later that he realized he only had partial control of his body. He could move towards some things or look at things that interested him, but more often, his body was moving and doing things by itself, and most of the time he couldn’t stop it. He had little choice but to watch as his body did the shopping for him.   
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, he found himself searching through piles of panties and bras, fondling them, touching them to see how they looked and felt. He wasn’t the least bit surprised to find himself purchasing a lacy red matching bra and panty set…even though he still had almost no control of his own body.  
 
      
 
    Back on the street again, the feeling that he needed something else had grown markedly less, but it was still there. And he still seemed to be only partially in control of himself. Ten minutes later, he was buying a pair of red canvas shoes to go with the skirt he had bought earlier. He wished desperately that he could wear the new shoes since they didn’t have a heel, but it didn’t seem like the witch was going to let him just yet.   
 
      
 
    As soon as he was out on the street again, he noticed that the feeling that he needed something was entirely gone. He also felt like he had suddenly woken up from a dream. He was finally in full control of himself again. What had happened? How had the witch been able to control him so much? He was more in awe of her power than ever. More frightened too. He was very glad to finally be able to take the bus back to the hotel again.   
 
      
 
    Once safely back in his room, with the world out of view, he breathed a big sigh of relief. The witch was remarkably powerful, far more than he had ever imagined. She had just forced him to have one of the worst days of his life. But there had to be some way he could outsmart her. Some way he could buy some men’s clothes. Some way he could get out of the predicament he was in.  
 
      
 
    He had an idea. If he couldn’t go get the clothes, then he’d have the clothes brought to him. He picked up the phone. “Operator? … Yes, hello. … Yes I’m fine thank you. Can you connect me to the Men’s Wear store in the hotel?”   
 
      
 
    The cramping pain closed in on him again forcefully. He fought through it. He could hear the phone ringing on the other end. The pain grew worse. His hand holding the phone began to burn. He wanted to scream, to let go, to end the pain, but he wasn’t going to let the witch win. The ringing on the other end continued. The itching on his back grew unbearable. He writhed against it on the bed.  
 
      
 
    He heard a voice on the other end finally pick up. “Men’s wear.”   
 
      
 
    Steve wanted to scream, he wanted to yell into the phone line what he wanted them to do. But instead, he watched as his hand slowly lowered itself to hang up the receiver – against his will. The last thing he heard was, “Hello? Anybody there?” And the line went dead.  
 
      
 
    He wanted to cry, more so for his failure than for the pain and itching that still wracked his body. But the pain and itching weren’t going away.  The witch continued to punish him with it for a long time before she finally let up.   
 
      
 
    And when the pain finally ended, Steve fell mercifully asleep.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    While Steve slept and recovered from the punishment that had been inflicted on him, Karen took over their body again and got out of bed. She logged into Steve’s computer and opened up the email program.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Susan,  
 
      
 
    I know it’s earlier than I usually write, but I had to tell you about Steve. He’s been fighting me really hard all day. There were times when I almost couldn’t control him. He’s not only being his usual stubborn self, he’s being extra difficult. He’s weakening, but it still hasn’t been easy. I don’t want him to win. Any suggestions?   
 
      
 
    Karen.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve woke up from his nap feeling like he’d been beat-up. In a way, he realized that he had. He had to do something, the punishment he had just taken from that witch had been awful. He picked up the phone again and placed a call to the company where they worked. A minute later, he was talking to one of the guys down in the Shipping Department. “Hey, this is Steve,” he said. “Is Monica there?”  
 
      
 
    “Hi Steve. Monica? No, she’s not here. Haven’t you heard? Her place got busted into and they really tore it up bad. She’s taking a few days off to get it back together again.”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t even bother to answer. He hung up the phone. The witch had taken some days off. That was how she could watch him all day. Was she taking the whole week off as well? He had no way of knowing. Once again, he felt stuck.  
 
      
 
    And then that panicking need hit him again, only it didn’t build slowly, it hit him all at once, nearly knocking the breath out of him. He had to leave the room again. He had to go somewhere. He caught a view of the beach out his window and knew with a certainty that he had to go to the beach again. Oh no! He tried fighting it for a few minutes, but he soon realized that there was no fighting it. The witch could not be defied. He had learned that lesson now. He was still a bit sunburned from the day before, but he was forced to undress and put the bikini bathing suit on again. A short while later, he was exposing himself in his all too humiliating bikini as he spread suntan lotion all over himself on the beach.   
 
      
 
    He was back where it had all started. If only he could fall asleep and wake up to find that it had all been a bad dream. If only he could wake up and find himself safely back in the mountains where he could go fishing again. If only… If only….  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica picked up some silverware and put it into the dishwasher. It would all have to be washed before she would put it back into the drawer again. She looked around her apartment. She had been there all day and still she had made no progress. She almost couldn’t. She’d spent the day mostly just looking at everything, picking up something here and there, and then just throwing it back on the pile again. She still felt numb. She still felt depressed. She still wanted to just break down and cry.  
 
      
 
    Diane was supposed to come by with some guy she knew a little later. Her friend was supposed to fix the doorframe and install another lock for her. She wouldn’t stay there without it. She wasn’t even sure if she could stay there – even then. Certainly not tonight at least. She had no doubt she would be back on Diane’s couch for at least one more night.  
 
      
 
    He father had always told her she was too strong and independent. Her brothers had always said she was too stubborn and head-strong. Her whole life growing up, she had always been self-willed, independent, and able to take care of herself.   
 
      
 
    She didn’t feel strong now. She didn’t feel independent now. She didn’t feel able to take care of herself at all now. The more she looked at her apartment, the more she felt violated and depressed.  
 
      
 
    There were no thoughts of anger against who had done it. There were no thoughts of wanting revenge. There were only visions of the past, and sadness.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t fall asleep on the beach. He didn’t wake up to find it had been a bad dream. He had merely rolled over once in a while on the big beach towel he was laying on and let the sun soak into him, relaxing him. It felt good. He would have enjoyed it much more under different circumstances. He closed his eyes and pretended that everything was fine.  
 
      
 
    Later, when he took his shower, he stared at his reflection in the mirror. His skin was beginning to darken from the sun. Only the places where his bikini bathing suit had been remained ghostly white. What choice did he have?  
 
      
 
    He had a few extra-strong drinks in the bar with his dinner again that night, then spent the evening wondering how he was going to get out of the mess he was in. He went to bed that night worried about what new humiliations the witch would have in store for him in the morning.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was late in the evening before Susan checked for any emails from Karen. By then, she was surprised to find two, one that had been mailed earlier and a second one that had only just arrived. She read the second one first. It contained the account of everything that Steve had been through for the day. All the details that Susan thrilled to every evening.   
 
      
 
    Then she got to the first email. She was both surprised and not surprised at what she read. Steve fighting it was only natural, she had expected it. It meant that Steve was getting the punishment that he deserved. She was glad that Karen was strong enough to be up to the task. She had done her job well with that part. She was sure that Karen was strong enough, but still, Karen was worried about it. What was needed now was something totally different. It was time for the carrot and stick approach. Time to give Steve a little incentive.  
 
      
 
    She wrote her instructions back to Karen  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 11.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve woke up the next morning to find a message on his computer. Before he really read it, he looked at it carefully. The message was simple text typed in his Notepad program. There was no clue as to who had written it or how it had gotten there. But once he read it, Steve knew that somehow the witch had put the message magically straight onto his computer. He read the note carefully.  
 
      
 
    As you know by now, you cannot even touch a piece of male clothing until I allow it again. You also know that you can’t fight me – I’m far too strong.   
 
      
 
    If you do everything I want, then I MIGHT let you wear pants on your flight home again next Saturday. If not, then I have lots of ways to make what you’re experiencing now even worse. Far worse! The more you defy me and try to fight me, the worse things are going to be for you. But if you cooperate completely, then you’ll be able to wear pants to travel home again. The choice is yours!  
 
      
 
    So here’s what I want you to do. For the rest of the week, I want you to go out of your way to humiliate yourself. You must dress as a girl all the time – dresses and skirts only – no pants of any kind are allowed! You will act as absolutely feminine as possible all the time. You cannot hide in your room, you must go out and show yourself to people.   
 
      
 
    Every single day, you must go shopping and buy yourself feminine things – lots of feminine things!   
 
      
 
    Every single day, you must also to spend time on the beach in your bikini too.   
 
      
 
    It’s as easy as that. That’s all I want. Do as you’re told, and you’ll be able to buy pants again for Saturday. But the more you defy me, the worse your situation will get.   
 
      
 
    Choose!  
 
      
 
    Steve couldn’t believe it! He shuddered as he read through it a second time. The note even sounded like it was written by a witch. What more proof did he need?  
 
      
 
    As he read it a third time, there were some thoughts that seemed to burn themselves into his mind. He must humiliate himself constantly. He must show himself to people…all day, every day. He must shop and buy lots of feminine things. And he must expose himself on the beach in his bikini. In other words, every day for the rest of the week should be pretty much like the day he had yesterday – without a doubt, the worst day of his life!  
 
      
 
    He saved the note to his computer so he could study it later. It was proof that the witch was after him. Then he sat on the bed and tried to figure out what to do. There was no fighting the witch. He knew that now. He was nothing more than a puppet that had to do her bidding. So for now, he had no choice, he would have to play her game – but all the while, he would cautiously search for a way out.  
 
      
 
    The witch hadn’t said anything about when he had to do everything, so he opted to go to the beach first that day. As he laid out soaking up the sun, he put his straw bag under his head to use as a pillow. The result was that it was now easier for him to watch everybody else around him having fun. There were two really beautiful girls that morning that particularly caught his eye. He watched them playing in the water. He watched them tanning on the beach. He watched them pointing at him and laughing. Under different circumstances he would have made some moves on one of them – or maybe even both of them. But he couldn’t do that now.   
 
      
 
    Before he left the beach, he decided to brave going into the water, just to see what it felt like. He had never been in an ocean that looked like this before. Ignoring everybody around him, he bravely walked down to the edge and let the tiny waves roll over his feet. He was surprised at how warm the water was. Almost like a bath. He walked in a little farther. The water was crystal clear. He saw movement in the water and was momentarily startled. He looked again. There was a school of fish swimming all around him. Amazing! He stared around himself through the water more carefully. There were more fish. Beautiful fish. It was incredible!  
 
      
 
    But then he felt the presence of someone else coming into the water. He looked up to see one of the two girls he had been watching earlier wading directly toward him. “They’re beautiful, aren’t they?” she noted as she waded up to him.  
 
      
 
    Steve was confounded that anyone, especially a pretty girl, would even want to talk to him in his present condition. He desperately wanted to cover himself up, he wanted to hide somewhere, but there was nowhere to go. “It’s incredible,” he admitted, feeling more selfconscious than ever with her next to him. “I’ve never seen anything like it.” He went back to staring at the fish in the water so he wouldn’t have to look her in the eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” the girl asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve still wondered why she should want to talk to him.  “I guess so,” he replied, still looking at the fish.  
 
      
 
    “Why do you do it?”  
 
      
 
    “Huh?”  
 
      
 
    “Why do you dress like a girl all the time? I’ve seen you here on the beach before and I’ve seen you shopping in town too.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to do it,” he explained.  
 
      
 
    “Then…”  
 
      
 
    “I have to do it. I’m being forced to do it.”  
 
      
 
    The girl looked surprised. “You mean someone’s making you do it?” She looked around at the people on the beach. “Is it someone here?”  
 
      
 
    Before Steve could reply, the second girl entered the water and joined them. Again, Steve felt embarrassed to be standing next to them, dressed the way he was.  
 
      
 
    “He says that someone’s making him do it,” the first girl explained to the second one.  
 
      
 
    The second girl looked around at the beach too. “Who?”  
 
      
 
    Steve sighed. They’d never understand. “She’s not here,” he explained. “She’s far away.”  
 
      
 
    Both girls looked at him like he was crazy. “Then why do you still do it?” the second girl asked.  
 
      
 
    “If she’s not here, then how would she know?” the first girl added.  
 
      
 
    Steve just blurted it out with more than a hint of anger. “Because she’s a witch! A damn magical, for real – witch! Somehow she can see everything I do and she knows everything I’m trying to do! She’s got some kind of magic and it’s damn powerful. And if I don’t do what she wants then she forces me to do it anyway!”  
 
      
 
    It was a few seconds before either of the girls answered. “You’re nuts, you know that?” the first girl said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, so what,” Steve replied as he went back to searching the water for more fish. He knew they wouldn’t believe him. Why couldn’t they just go away?  
 
      
 
    “I think it’s just because you want to do it and you don’t want to admit it,” the second girl said.  
 
      
 
    “Think what you want,” Steve replied sullenly.  
 
      
 
    Nobody said anything for a while. Steve just wished they’d go away and leave him to his miseries.  
 
      
 
    “So,” the first girl finally said, “are you going shopping later?”  
 
      
 
    “I have to,” Steve replied without looking up.  
 
      
 
    “Well then, maybe we’ll see you later,” the girl answered.  
 
      
 
    Steve watched the two pretty girls playfully leaving the water. They looked so happy. If only… If only….  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The wait for the next shuttle bus was unnervingly long. It was especially bad for Steve since he was standing out in front of the hotel wearing his new short red skirt outfit. The shoes at least were comfortable, but he felt like the bright red color called even more attention to him. Why had he decided to wear it? He hadn’t felt any compulsion to wear it. It was new, and it had just seemed like the right thing to do. Now he was sorry.  
 
      
 
    The hotel door opened and he saw the two girls he had met at the beach come out. Girl number one saw him and came rushing toward him. “Ooooo, look at you!” she said as she sashayed up right next to him. Then she bumped her hip playfully against his and said,  
 
    “Girlfriend! Don’t you look cute! Geez, I love that outfit. I mean really!”  
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t sure how to answer. “Thanks,” he finally said.   
 
      
 
    “By the way, I’m Ellie, and that’s Mandy.”  
 
      
 
    “Hey,” Steve replied, but said nothing else.  
 
      
 
    Ellie looked at him, obviously waiting for something. Finally she asked, “And you are?”  
 
      
 
    “Steve,” he replied quietly. Were they trying to be friends with him? Or did they just want to make fun of him?  
 
      
 
    “Steeeve?” Mandy said, drawing his name out and wrinkling her nose. “Oh come on, that doesn’t sound like a very good name for a girl like you.”  
 
      
 
    Steve blushed. Deep inside, he desperately wanted to shout to the witch, “Is this humiliating enough?”   
 
      
 
    “Don’t you have another name?” Ellie asked. “Perhaps something…a bit more feminine?” Did they have to tease him so much? “No,” he replied, “just Steve.”  
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, both girls seemed to be having too much fun. “Well, I don’t think that Steeeve sounds right for our new girlfriend here,” Mandy said. “What do you think Ellie?”  
 
      
 
    “How about Diane instead,” Ellie offered. “Or Sarah!”  
 
      
 
    “Naw,” Mandy replied. “She doesn’t look like a Sarah. I think…let me see….”  
 
      
 
    Steve just wanted them to go away. He didn’t like their teasing. He didn’t want to say anything. He didn’t plan on saying anything. But the word somehow just came out of his mouth. “Karen.”  
 
      
 
    “Karen?” Mandy repeated, surprised at his answer.  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at both of them, totally surprised that he had said it. Where had the name come from? He didn’t even know anybody named Karen. Well, there had been his girlfriend back in high school, but he hadn’t seen her in years now.  
 
      
 
    But Ellie jumped on it. “Karen it is then!”  
 
      
 
    “Good enough for me,” Mandy agreed.  
 
      
 
    “God,” Steve thought, “can things get any worse?”  
 
      
 
    “So Kaaaren,” Ellie said, drawing the new name out, “going shopping?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Steve replied, not at all happy about the situation.  
 
      
 
    “Good. Then we can all have a good time together.”   
 
      
 
    Together? Steve’s eyes bulged. They were going to stay with him while he had to go shopping? Two beautiful girls who obviously only wanted to make his life more miserable…and him! “Uh…” he searched for a way to politely decline their offer, but the bus drove up just then and both girls turned away toward it.   
 
      
 
    “I think he needs a hat,” he heard Mandy say.  
 
      
 
    “Or a scarf,” Ellie added.  
 
      
 
    “How about a knife to slit my own throat?” Steve thought silently.  
 
      
 
    After the bus dropped them off at the shopping district, Mandy decided that they needed some lunch first. Steve briefly considered begging off to go his own way, but finally decided that, what the heck, maybe there was some way that the two girls could actually help him.  
 
      
 
    There was no such thing as a quiet place to eat at that time of day, but the girls weren’t looking for anyplace quiet anyway. They finally found a table in one of the many restaurants and ordered. All during lunch, the two girls talked constantly and animatedly, while Steve remained mostly silent. “You’re not saying much,” Mandy mentioned at one point. “Don’t you have any boyfriends at home? Hmmm? Okay, or a girlfriend maybe?”  
 
      
 
    Boyfriends? Steve was quick to answer that one. “I don’t go out with boys. And as to girlfriends, I guess not right now. I do have a witch on my case though that I’d like to get rid of.”  
 
      
 
    Both girls laughed. “Sure you do,” Ellie replied, obviously not believing anything Steve said.  
 
      
 
    “Are you going to the beach party tonight?” Mandy asked.  
 
      
 
    “Beach party? What beach party?”  
 
      
 
    “The one they hold three times a week at the club.” Mandy replied.  
 
      
 
    “Uh, probably not,” Steve answered. “I’m probably going to have dinner in the bar and then spend the rest of the evening in my room.”  
 
      
 
    “Why?” Ellie exclaimed, a bit too loudly for Steve. “You’re here in St. Thomas. You’ve got to enjoy it!”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s answer was a bit sullen however. “I don’t think I’m really here to enjoy myself.”  
 
      
 
    Ellie looked at him, not believing what he was saying. “Yeah right! Look, you go to the party tonight! You hear?”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe,” Steve finally replied.  
 
      
 
    Steve followed the girls all through the shopping district. Some of the stores they all went into were ones he had been in the day before, but many of them he hadn’t even thought to walk through. As much as the two girls shopped for themselves, they also seemed to be keeping Steve in the mix too. He found himself trying on jewelry, clothes, hats, shoes – anything they came across that struck the fancy of the two girls. By the time Steve got back on the bus to return to the hotel, he was loaded down with bags that included two more outfits, some overly racy underwear, and a new purse. He was wearing a new bracelet with a matching necklace made out of tiny seashells and a wide brimmed straw hat. At the rate he was going, he figured that before the end of the week there’d be nothing left in the stores for him to buy.  
 
      
 
    Back at the hotel, the girls finally left him with further encouragement to go to the beach party that night. He went back up to his room and just relaxed on the bed. Surprisingly, he already missed his new friends. Despite their constant teasing, they had been good company and somebody to talk to. Maybe he should think about going down to the party later. He could at least see them again. What could it hurt?  
 
      
 
    As he laid there, he realized something else, there wasn’t a single time all afternoon that the witch had bothered him. Not one moment while he was out that he had felt compelled to go anywhere or do anything. He had done it all because he thought he had to. Was she still watching? He couldn’t be sure. After yesterday, he was almost afraid to find out. Was there a way to test it without making things worse for him? He decided that it was something that he had better think about a lot before he tried anything.   
 
      
 
    Then he thought about something else, maybe there was a way the girls could help him. Yeah, he decided, maybe that was his way out. There were several ideas already forming in his mind. And one other certainty, he was definitely going down to the party later.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 12.  
 
      
 
      
 
    It was dark when Steve descended the many steps down toward the beach. The dim lights all along the way just barely lit the steps enough to see properly. Worse, in his present situation, they seemed to cast eerie forbidding shadows in his path. Was it a sign from the witch? He hoped not. In fact, he figured the witch should be happy with what he was doing.   
 
      
 
    He, however, was not happy. He was once again going out somewhere dressed humiliatingly like a girl. He had kept the red skirt outfit on that he had worn earlier and only changed out his shoes for the flip-flops that would work better on the beach. He had also moved his wallet and room key to his new purse that he could hang around his neck to free up his hands. The purse at least was working much better for him.  
 
      
 
    The music of a steel drum band beckoned him toward the bar at the back of the beach. There was a huge bonfire in the distance, but he didn’t see very many people near it. Most of the crowd was where the bar and the band was. The whole area seemed to be packed, mostly with people around his own age. And there were women there, lots of them. Gorgeous women like his new friends. Women that he wouldn’t have hesitated a minute to take back to his room later – if only… If only….  
 
      
 
    He braved walking up to the end of the bar where he thought he’d be less noticed, he hoped. He discovered his favorite bartender from the small bar in the hotel working the party that night. He still had to wait a few minutes. “Hey, hey,” the bartender said as he spotted Steve, “the lady-man has come down to join the party. What would you like, you’re usual?” Steve just nodded. The strong rum drink would be good.   
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, with drink in hand, Steve retreated back towards a small grove of palm trees to watch the crowd. The steel drum band was amazing. The crowd was thoroughly enjoying it. He saw a lot of people dancing, bouncing up and down to the lilting music. He felt a momentary bit of jealous anger. They were all having fun, but he couldn’t. Still, he was back in the shadows where he wasn’t being particularly noticed, and he was enjoying his drink and the music. In that respect, it was better than just sitting in his room.  
 
      
 
    He spotted Ellie first. She was hanging onto the arm of some guy as they walked toward the bar. She looked happy…and sexy…and delicious. As the guy she was with was ordering their drinks, she looked around. Steve raised his glass toward her. She looked surprised and happy to see him. She waved briefly before going back to paying attention to the guy she was with. Steve couldn’t blame her, he was sure the guy was what she had come down to the party to find.  
 
      
 
    He finally spotted Mandy, dancing with another guy over near the band. She looked amazingly great too, what he could see of her through all the people. He began to wonder what he was doing there. Why had he bothered? But at least the band was really good…and the drinks. So he stayed where he was for a while.   
 
      
 
    He was on his fourth drink by the time the party started to slow down. The crowd was thinning out quickly. He was tired from standing the whole time, but it really hadn’t been a bad evening. He had watched Mandy and Ellie both having lots of fun with the guys they were with. Mandy and her friend had disappeared a short while ago. Steve had no doubt as to where they had gone.   
 
      
 
    But Ellie was still there. He watched her talking to the guy she was with. Ellie didn’t look too happy about whatever they were talking about. Then there was another woman who came over and joined the discussion. Ellie looked shocked and angry. What was the problem? Ellie suddenly stomped off angrily toward the bar where she ordered another drink. While she waited, she happened to turn and notice Steve, still standing where he had been all night. She turned away again, ignoring him. But when her drink finally arrived, she took a few sips and turned back to face him again. She seemed to be thinking about something. Finally, she walked toward him, sipping greedily on her drink all the way.  
 
      
 
    “You’re still here,” she said as she stopped in front of him. Steve noticed that she seemed to be unusually close to him for the situation.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Steve answered. “The band was really good.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it was.”  
 
      
 
    “What happened to your guy?”  
 
      
 
    She didn’t answer. Instead she just kept her eyes cast down at the ground for a few moments. Suddenly she took a step forward and came up close to him, her breasts touching his. She looked up into his eyes. “Take me back to your room…please.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was dumbfounded.   
 
      
 
    She looked back down at the ground again. “You don’t have to do anything…if you don’t want to…or can’t. But if you could just…hold me…and maybe pretend….”  
 
      
 
    Instead of answering, Steve tilted up her chin with one of his long red nails. He bent down and placed a soft kiss on her all too waiting lips. With his arm around her, he led her back up the steps, all the way into his room…and his bed.  
 
      
 
    They watched each other as they undressed. She looked soft and sexy. The kind of body that was made for him to touch and fondle. Steve pulled off his skirt and top, and stood there in front of her wearing only his red bra and panties. She came to him and held him. She pulled his panties down and off his legs. Steve was tremendously aroused inside. It had been longer than usual for him and his need was strong. But something deep inside of him felt confused. There were parts of him where the feelings seemed muted. And where he would usually be hard already, he wasn’t. Maybe because of the way he was dressed.   
 
      
 
    He tried to take off his bra so he could make love to her like the real man that he was. But the minute he tried to remove it, he was hit with the insane itching up and down his back again. The witch was at it again. No matter how he tried, he couldn’t remove the damn bra with its bulging breast forms.   
 
      
 
    Ellie giggled softly. “Leave it. It’s you.” And she snuggled closer and began planting kisses down his chest toward his waiting groin.  
 
      
 
    Deep in a back corner of Steve’s mind, Karen was confused. Susan had created her as a girl, and because of that, she really wanted a guy to love her, not another woman. She had tried momentarily to send brief thoughts of naked guys to Steve, but she couldn’t really do it properly. Steve was just too turned on by the woman that was now caressing Steve’s and her body. And because they shared the body, Steve’s needs and emotions were also hers. Susan had only partially prepared her for this. She knew what to do if it had been a guy making love to them, Steve would have been totally humiliated by it. But this was a woman, and Karen was having a hard time keeping Steve under her control.   
 
      
 
    Steve ran his hand lightly down Ellie’s back, she stretched against it like a lithe cat and whimpered. He turned her around and held her from behind and began massaging her breasts. She leaned her head back into him and moaned again. She felt so soft and wonderful. Steve was breathless with need for her, but the one little part of him that he needed to respond was remaining reluctant to cooperate. The witch was probably the cause of that. No matter, the woman he held in his hands felt like the most wonderful thing in the world just then. And he had enough skill to keep her enthralled for hours.  
 
      
 
    In the back of Steve’s mind, Karen whimpered. She was fighting it as hard as she could, but it was getting more and more difficult. Steve’s needs were her needs and they were getting all mixed up.   
 
      
 
    Ellie rolled over on top of Steve and took the initiative. Despite the silly bra and breast forms he was wearing, he had a great body. And better, his touch was wonderful. Far better than she ever would have guessed. But he wasn’t quite responding to her the way he should. She really wanted him in her, but the poor guy was still soft. She could tell he wanted to. Was it because of some hormone drugs he might be taking? She began massaging his limp penis.  
 
      
 
    Steve’s mind began reeling at Ellie’s new touch. It felt incredible. Why couldn’t he get hard? He wanted to get hard. He desperately needed it. The damn witch!  
 
      
 
    Karen was going crazy! Steve was supposed to be under her control. He wasn’t supposed to be doing anything like this, but the need that she and Steve shared was still building. It was becoming too much.   
 
      
 
    Steve began caressing Ellie’s breasts again, then he moved his other hand over her wet and waiting sex. Ellie pushed herself at his hand over and over again. He leaned over and kissed the nape of her neck.  
 
      
 
    Ellie was breathing hard now, she had already had one mini orgasm from Steve’s touch, but now she needed more. She stretched up and kissed his lips hungrily, playfully licking his lips with her tongue as she did so. She leaned down and desperately took his limp penis in her mouth and began moving her lips up and down, over and over again.  
 
      
 
    Karen went wild. It was more than she could stand. The need that she and Steve shared was more than she could control. With a quiet whimper, she gave up and gave in to the incredibly powerful feelings that were coursing through their body. Immediately, every feeling intensified a hundred fold. Steve’s penis suddenly raged!  
 
      
 
    Steve felt the change as if a switch had been turned on. Suddenly everything felt different. The powerful need that he had felt was so much stronger, as if a dam holding everything back had not just broken, but shattered! The parts of him that had been holding back were not holding back anymore. He grabbed Ellie with renewed strength. Turning her over, he pinned her to the bed.  
 
      
 
    Ellie went wild. The fairy flake that had touched her so wonderfully was suddenly a raging bull. A bull that she desperately needed. With his first penetration, she went crazy.  
 
      
 
    Karen was lost. Totally awash in intense feeling after intense feeling. But she was a girl. She wasn’t supposed to enjoy this the same way that Steve was. But there was no fighting it. The girl under them was what she, Karen, was supposed to be. The things that Ellie was feeling were the things she was supposed to feel. Finally…instead…Karen began to imagine that she was Ellie. She tried hard to imagine everything that Ellie was feeling, everything Ellie wanted to feel. It was all she had left to still call herself a girl.  
 
      
 
    Steve slowed his pace as Ellie finally came down from whatever unimaginable plateau she had reached. She was still out of breath. He rolled them both over so she could be on top now, and began touching her tenderly again, reawakening her the way he had started. Strangely, deep down inside, it was as if he could feel what Ellie was feeling. It only added new dimensions to the incredible feelings he already had.  
 
      
 
    Ellie opened her eyes to stare at Steve. But suddenly he was rolling them over so that she was on top. The change forced all her weight on her most vulnerable spot with Steve still inside her. Before she could fully come down from her high, she was on her way back up again. She fought it trying to slow her pace, prolong the ecstasy. But when his hands began touching her tenderly again, finding each of those precious spots, she knew she was lost.  
 
      
 
    Karen was awash between the feelings she and Steve felt and the feelings she imagined that Ellie was feeling. She was no longer even consciously aware of anything else that might be going on, or even of what she was doing.  
 
      
 
    For Steve, it was the most memorable lovemaking moment of his life. It was as if he could feel, not only his own feelings, but also what the girl in his arms was feeling too. A strange duality of love. And as much as he recognized his own needs, he was equally aware of the girl’s needs too.   
 
      
 
    Late…very late into the night…they rolled…and caressed…and kissed…and loved.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 13.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Ellie pulled herself out of Steve’s arms and quietly got out of bed. She looked back at him. His eyes opened briefly to watch her. He smiled. “Shhh,” she said quietly and went into the bathroom. She dressed quickly and grabbed her shoes in her hand. She stopped before she left his room to look back at him. His eyes were closed, he was sleeping once again. His makeup was smeared all over his face. The bra with its breast forms that he claimed he couldn’t take off looked very out of place on his chest. He had been a wonderful lover. Without a doubt the best she ever had. She stared at the red bra on his chest again. Why did all the best guys turn out to be flakes? Feeling sad and confused over that issue, she left him. The sun was just beginning to glow through the window.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan checked her email again, hoping desperately for word from Karen, but still there was nothing. She had hardly slept the night before because of it. Three times she had gotten up during the night to check. But no word. Karen had never failed to check in with her before. Had something happened? She worried like a mother hen over it. No matter how she looked at it, she was responsible for the situation that Steve was in just then. She naturally worried the worst. Had he been arrested? Beaten up? Killed? She tried her best to calm herself. There was no way that anybody could connect anything to her. Forcing herself to get on with her day, she left for work.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Karen kept Steve sleeping and got out of bed. She logged into Steve’s computer to write to Susan, but what should she say? She was still totally confused. Had she failed? She kind of thought so. One thing was for sure, she had lost control last night.   
 
      
 
    The thing that bothered her most, was that Susan had created her to be a girl. And she loved being a girl. Girls were supposed to have guys as lovers. But last night she had been forced to give in to Steve’s wants and needs. And in the process, she had been totally swept away with wonderful feelings while he had loved the girl that had been here – Ellie. The result, now she felt nothing but confusion.   
 
      
 
    Sighing, she began writing to Susan with every little detail of the day and night, just as she had been created to do.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was late when Steve finally woke up again and got out of bed. Very late. He felt wonderfully refreshed after the night before. Ellie…. What a time. He was in no hurry to do anything or go anywhere, the memories of Ellie and making love simply consumed him. He soaked for a long time in the shower, then shaved. Then he was faced with what to wear. Shopping first? Or the beach? Hoping that Ellie might be on the beach, he reached for his bikini. It was beginning to feel stiff and uncomfortable from his previous trips. He’d have to find some way to wash it later – or buy a new one – ugh!  
 
      
 
    But Ellie and Mandy weren’t on the beach when he got there. He laid his towel out anyway and laid down on it, knowing that the longer he laid there, the more pronounced his bikini tan lines were becoming. But what could he do about it?   
 
      
 
    Suddenly, there was a slight commotion, he opened his eyes to see Mandy spreading out her towel right next to his. Then there was Ellie, she spread hers out on his other side. He felt better having their company. “Morning,” he said cheerfully.   
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Sissy Karen,” Mandy said playfully.   
 
      
 
    Yuck! Sissy Karen. Did she have to tease him so much? He looked over at Ellie, she was scowling at Mandy, but she didn’t say a word. She just laid down on the beach next to him and closed her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “We’re touring the island today,” Mandy said as she spread suntan lotion over her gorgeous looking legs. “Are you coming?”  
 
      
 
    “Touring the island?” He hadn’t thought about it. He supposed that was what most tourists did. But he wasn’t most tourists.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t think so,” he replied. “I don’t think I’m here to have fun.”  
 
      
 
    “Bullshit!” Mandy exclaimed. “You like it and you know it! So we’ll plan on seeing you later?”  
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t like it,” Steve replied. How could he make these two girls understand that? But then he remembered something else. “I could use your help with something though.”  
 
      
 
    “What?” Mandy asked.  
 
      
 
    “I need you to help me get some men’s clothes.”  
 
      
 
    Mandy laughed. Ellie lifted her head to look at him.   
 
      
 
    “I seriously doubt you really need us for that!” Mandy replied. “If you wanted to, you could get some. Don’t go trying to play that silly game with us.”  
 
      
 
    “I do need your help,” Steve said again as he laid his head back down.  
 
      
 
    “Uh-huh. Then I guess we’ll see you for the tour later. Because that’s where we’re going to be.”  
 
      
 
    Steve said nothing. Would there be any places on the tour where he could buy men’s clothes? He only knew that it was going to mean a lot more humiliation – naturally.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan checked her email again the first chance she got between patients. She was very relieved to see the email from Karen. She thrilled to read every word. For the most part, Steve had fallen right in line. Karen hadn’t had to prod or punish him one bit. He had done it all willingly and on his own. And these two new girls, for the most part, had only added to his misery. For the most part that was, until she read about what had happened last night.   
 
      
 
    She wasn’t really that concerned over Steve making love to a girl. She was more concerned with Karen. Because for as good a job as she had done creating her, Karen was in many ways like a child. And while she knew everything that Steve knew, she lacked her own experience.   
 
      
 
    Steve was behaving himself, but Karen felt lost and adrift. Should she just let things go, let Karen handle it for herself? Or should she make some sort of suggestion to Karen. If so, then what? Leaving Karen to handle it alone was probably the best solution.   
 
      
 
    She thought back on the weeks she had spent with Steve in her office every night. Sessions that Steve no longer knew anything about. Like all guys, Steve had been fairly typical. She had had to dig to find those memories that she wanted. The memories where he had been curious, if even just a little bit, about what it was like to be a girl, or to dress like one. He had been very young, but once she found the first memory, it had been easy to find more. Not really many, but it had been enough for a start. From those memories she had created new memories and planted them deep within his brain. New memories and cravings that had not been there before. Desires to know more fully what it was to be feminine. And finally an overwhelming desire to be female.   
 
      
 
    She had sectioned all those memories and desires off where Steve couldn’t consciously remember any of them – and she had named that section Karen. And Karen was born. Her own creation. Very much like her own child. And as such, she felt responsible for her.   
 
      
 
    Steve knew nothing of Karen, but Karen knew everything about Steve. The two halves of Steve would constantly be at odds with each other, but only Karen held the keys into Steve’s half. Steve had no way to know anything about Karen, except….  
 
      
 
    Susan thought very hard about it. Steve still wouldn’t know anything about Karen, but it would open up a few of the very first thoughts and desires that she had created. She hadn’t planned on using the trigger words for a very long time yet. They might not solve anything at all for Karen. Susan still thought that her best course of action should probably be to do nothing, but this was something small. Karen was her creation, her child. It would be nothing but a band aid. But sometimes, all that was needed was a band aid and a mothers loving touch. She wrote back to Karen.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve hurried through his shower after coming back from the beach, or he thought he had. The clock showed that he had spent a lot more time in there than he had thought. Now he really had to hurry. Mandy and Ellie were stopping by his room before they all went for lunch, and then on to a tour of the island.   
 
      
 
    With just a towel wrapped around him, he once again faced his closet to decide what to wear. But something made him turn around and look at his computer screen. It looked white instead of being turned off. He walked over and inspected it closer. There was another message written to him in his Notepad program again. From the witch! He read it, and was thoroughly confused.  
 
      
 
    Remember, remember  
 
      
 
    Lighting the ember  
 
      
 
    What was that supposed to be? A warning of some kind? Was it the start of some kind of witch's incantation she was threatening him with? Was he supposed to do something more than he had done already? The only thing he could think of was that it was her way of saying no more sex. But if that was the case, why didn’t she just come out and say so?  
 
      
 
    He saved the message next to the last one and turned his computer off again…and was startled to hear someone knocking on his door. He had taken too long in the shower. The girls were here already.  
 
      
 
    With just his towel wrapped around him, he opened the door. “Karen! You’re not ready yet?” Mandy said as she pushed her way into his room. Ellie followed quietly behind her. “And to think that men complain about how long women take to get ready. It must be nothing next to the time a sissy needs.”  
 
      
 
    Ugh. It was the sissy word again. Steve didn’t like it much.  
 
      
 
    “I see you got your bra off,” Ellie said. Did she sound angry about something?  
 
      
 
    Steve looked down at his chest. “Yeah, I just couldn’t seem to remove it last night.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Ellie said. There was definitely something bothering her. “You know, your tan lines are getting a bit much.”  
 
      
 
    Suddenly embarrassed, Steve unconsciously covered his chest with his arms, then he dropped them again. The tan lines were very pronounced now. He was stuck with them.   
 
      
 
    “So what are you wearing?” Mandy asked, trying to get Steve to get moving.   
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Steve replied, “I don’t know yet.” He opened his closet. Just looking in the closet now was daunting. Every time he opened it he saw more and more women’s clothes in there. All of them things that he had bought for himself. And not one stitch of male clothing. He just stood there and stared...and a memory from somewhere far in his childhood flashed through his mind. He was small, and he had opened his sister’s closet to look into it. So many pretty clothes. He didn’t have any pretty clothes. What did it feel like to wear dresses? What did it feel like to walk around with your legs hanging out bare all the time? He shook his head to clear it. Where had that thought come from? Why had he remembered it now?  
 
      
 
    “Move over girl,” Mandy said, pushing him aside. She pulled a few things out and held them up, she put some back and removed some others. Had he really bought so much stuff? Finally, she held up a simple pull-over dress and another skirt-top combination so Ellie could see. “What do you think?”  
 
      
 
    “The dress,” Ellie said from the chair on the other side of the room. “It’ll be better for touring.”   
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Mandy agreed. Then she handed the dress to Steve. “Well, come on. Get with it girl. We don’t have all day.”  
 
      
 
    Sighing, Steve removed the dress from the hanger. He pulled a pair of panties and a bra out of his drawer and carried them into his bathroom to put on. He didn’t even think about not wearing them. Was there any chance that the witch had sent these two girls to torment him?   
 
      
 
    He got the panties and bra on, and was just putting the breast forms into his bra when Mandy barged into the bathroom. “Just wanted to see if you needed any help,” she explained teasingly.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t…” Steve started to say.   
 
      
 
    But Mandy grabbed his hand and pulled him out into the room. “You don’t have anything either of us haven’t seen before, girly.”   
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t being given a choice as she quickly pulled the dress over his head. Steve had to pull it the rest of the way down himself. Mandy handed him the wedge-heel shoes to wear with it. His heart did a flip-flop. He hated wearing the heels. But as he buckled them onto his feet, he remembered something else…he was watching his sister. More specifically, he was watching her buckle her shoes onto her feet. Pretty black patent shoes with a single strap that went across the frilly white socks she was wearing. What was it like to wear pretty shoes and socks?   
 
      
 
    He forced the memory from his mind and stood up, testing the feel of the shoes again. “Okay, I’m ready he said.”   
 
      
 
    Mandy just looked at him like he was crazy. “What’s wrong with you girl? You haven’t done your makeup yet. Come on! Get with the program!”  
 
      
 
    Steve was startled over the fact that he had almost forgotten his makeup. He had a feeling that the witch wouldn’t even let him leave the room without it – if she was still watching. Almost reluctantly, he went into the bathroom to start putting it all on. He wondered once again if maybe the witch had sent Mandy and Ellie to torment him.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve, Mandy, and Ellie hurried through lunch in the small café in the hotel. Steve had been so slow getting dressed that Mandy had finally done his makeup for him. In the process, she had declared that he was very lacking in a few makeup essentials. So how was he supposed to know? He knew nothing about makeup. And before they left the room, she made him dump the few things he had in his new purse into the straw bag again. “It goes better with what you have on. Don’t you know anything?”  
 
      
 
    They rushed out and just caught the shuttle bus to take them into town, and then they had to nearly run to get to the place where the tour left from. There were a lot of people standing around waiting for the tour to start. More than Steve was really comfortable with, but there wasn’t much he could do about it. And once again, all too many of them kept staring at him. If only the straw bag in his hands was big enough to crawl into and hide.  
 
      
 
    The tour bus turned out to be a small red and white open air truck with rows of seats and a fringed canopy overhead. Steve wasn’t at all sure about how safe the thing was to ride in, but he guessed that a lot of other tourists had ridden it, so he climbed into one of the seats with Mandy and Ellie. He let the two girls sit on the outside where they could see better and take pictures. He wasn’t really all that interested in seeing the sights, and he didn’t have a camera either.   
 
      
 
    The bus took them on a long journey around the perimeter of the island. There were lots of tropical sights to see, some of them were even interesting to Steve, but what Steve was really looking for was a stop somewhere where they sold men’s clothes.   
 
      
 
    Too many times the bus stopped where there was a great view and everybody got out to take pictures. Steve had to have his picture taken with both Mandy and Ellie at different places. Mandy had to nearly beg him to smile for the pictures. He wasn’t exactly happy about it.  
 
      
 
    There was one stop where everybody went in to go shopping at a small tourist place, but other than a few t-shirts Steve couldn’t find any men’s clothes in the place. Mostly, it had been a good place to buy a much needed drink.   
 
      
 
    The place that fascinated Steve the most was the stop at the underwater observatory. Once again he stared at an incredible array of colorful fish before his eyes. He could have stayed down there all day – and then some. He briefly thought about the fact that fishing was what he was supposed to be doing just then. Instead…. He looked down at the dress he was wearing and the shoes on his feet, and another memory hit him. He was young again. He had taken one of his sister’s dresses when nobody was around and tried it on…and the memory was gone. The memories were more than a bit disturbing to him. He cringed at the very thought of them. They embarrassed him. Had he really done those things? He knew he must have. He just didn’t remember ever remembering those things before.  
 
      
 
    The tour had lasted several hours by the time the bus finally brought them back to the shopping district. Steve hadn’t cared about most of it. They hadn’t passed anyplace where he could find some men’s clothes so he could get one of the girls to buy them for him. The only really saving grace about the tour had been the underwater observatory. That alone had been worth the price of admission for Steve.  
 
      
 
    “Ellie,” he said as soon as the tour was over, “Please can we go and try to get some men’s clothes for me? I really need you to do this for me.” He was begging, but he had long ago past the point of desperation.  
 
      
 
    Ellie looked at him for a moment, then finally said, “Bug off!”  
 
      
 
    Steve was shocked. He had sensed there was something off with Ellie all day. She had hardly spoken two words to him. “What’s eating you?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was sort of expecting an answer, but what he wasn’t expecting was a torrent of words.  
 
      
 
    “You want to know what’s eating me?” she started. “I’ll tell you what’s eating me. You’re a flake! That’s what’s eating me! We saw you in town, wandering around in your little tropical skirt and we laughed at you. Then we saw you out on the beach in a bikini and we laughed again. Then we decided that it might be fun to see what you’re all about. Why you dress like a girl all the time. Obviously you like it. Obviously you’re lousy at it. So obviously you want people to make fun of you.   
 
      
 
    “So we decided you were really interesting and we decided to hang with you a bit – for fun. And you really were interesting and fun. But you came up with that stupid cock and bull story about a witch making you do it. Well, let me tell you, I don’t know what else lives in that fantasy mind of yours, but don’t go trying to sell obviously ridiculous stuff to us. A witch? Bullshit! You love it. You just want people to think you have an excuse for doing it! Bullshit!   
 
      
 
    “And then…” She stopped for a moment, trying to get a grip on her anger. “And then…then you stayed down on the beach after the party. And afterwards, when I was so damn hurt because that bastard that I thought I had hooked up with wanted…” She stopped again. “Damn you. Damn you. Damn you!  You made love to me like nobody ever did before! And you’re a flake!  A stupid worthless waste of a man! A cheap…good for nothing…worthless…sissy…flake!   
 
      
 
    “And now you’re trying to pawn your stupid witch story off on me again, and it’s not going to work! Get a grip, flake! If you like it, then just do it! Don’t go trying to draw me into your stupid little fantasy excuses.”   
 
      
 
    Steve couldn’t make any reply. She had turned at her last word and walked away into town. He was left staring at Mandy, who just stood there with her eyebrows raised. Mandy walked up to him, then walked past him. “See you later, Sissy Karen,” she said as she walked past, following in the direction that Ellie had gone.  
 
      
 
    Steve sighed. What had he really done wrong? Well…nothing that he could help. It was just that nobody believed him. Sadly, he walked back to where the hotel shuttle bus would pick him up. He hadn’t been shopping yet as the witch had demanded. But he really didn’t feel like shopping just then. Fortunately, he also didn’t feel any compulsion just yet. Deep inside, he only felt confused.   
 
      
 
    He had to wait a long time for the bus to arrive. He must have just missed the last one. When it came, he went all the way to his usual seat at the back and waited while the bus sat there until more people came. The bus started to pull away, then stopped again to let more passengers on. Mandy and Ellie rushed up the steps and into the bus. They spotted Steve and went all the way to the back and sat on either side of him.   
 
      
 
    Nobody said a word. Nobody said a word all the way back to the hotel. Nobody still said anything as they all stood waiting for the elevators in the hotel. Nobody said anything at all, until Ellie moved and stood right in front of Steve. Once again, standing so close that her breasts touched his, she looked up into his face. “Sorry,” she said quietly. “You just had to be so damn good, didn’t you.”   
 
      
 
    The elevator doors opened, but nobody moved. “I was good?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” she replied. “Real good.”  
 
      
 
    Steve smiled down at her. He was about to lean down and kiss her again, but she put her hand on his chest and stepped back. “No more.”   
 
      
 
    Steve got the message. She wouldn’t make love to him – ever again. There was a sense of loss and yearning that seemed to resonate very deep inside of him. But unfortunately, he understood all too well. He was the sissy flake after all. The elevator doors closed again. They were still in the lobby. They would have to wait for the next one.   
 
      
 
    “So,” Mandy said, trying to brighten the situation, “are you going to the club tonight?”  
 
      
 
    “The club?”  
 
      
 
    “Wow, you really don’t get around much, do you. You know, loud music, lots of people, dancing, drinks…guys! This place is famous for their nightclub.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “I hadn’t planned on it. I don’t think it sounds like a good idea.”  
 
      
 
    The elevator door opened and this time they all got in. Steve punched the button for the sixth floor and Ellie punched the button for the eighth.   
 
      
 
    This time, it was Ellie who spoke. “Listen, you may as well go. You’d probably love it. You don’t want to spend all your time sitting in your room all night.”  
 
      
 
    Steve had no trouble answering that one. “Actually, that’s what I’d much rather do.”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t be silly,” Mandy replied. “Besides, it’s a great chance to get all dressed up for a change. Which reminds me, I didn’t see anything suitable in his closet at all for the club. Did you  
 
    Ellie?”  
 
      
 
    “Nothing at all,” Ellie agreed.   
 
      
 
    The elevator doors started closing, but Mandy put her hand out and stopped them, forcing them all the way open again. “Come on, Sissy Karen. We’re going shopping again. Which also reminds me, you need more makeup!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Shopaholics! That’s how Steve began to think of Mandy and Ellie. They both loved to shop and buy, buy, buy. Mandy had led the way into the hotel’s mini shopping mall, but once they got there, the girls started with the first store and didn’t finish until they had been through every single store – except the one men’s wear store. They had no interest in going in there, despite Steve’s carefully worded suggestion that they should check it out for him.   
 
      
 
    The first store had sold perfume and makeup. Mandy had made sure that Steve got all the makeup she thought he needed, and some perfume too. “What do I need perfume for?” he had asked.   
 
      
 
    “Just buy it!” Ellie said while both she and Mandy rolled their eyes.   
 
      
 
    The worst store for Steve was where they shopped for dresses that would be suitable for the club. He had no clue about styles or what he could wear that wouldn’t show any of his bra that he couldn’t take off. But fortunately, or maybe unfortunately, the two shopaholics with him were more than up to the task. He lost count of the number of dresses he had to try on in the changing room, then come out and show everybody. Of course he wasn’t just showing Mandy and Ellie, every sales girl in the store was there and any other customers that walked in watched as well. The sales girls all constantly offered their opinions and brought still more dresses for Steve to try on. Steve felt like he was on stage, putting on a show. “Are you happy now, witch?”  
 
      
 
    Mandy and Ellie and all the sales staff finally settled on a shiny gold dress for Steve. He wasn’t sure if he was happy about it or not. On one hand, he was finally finished trying on dresses for the amusement of everybody else, but on the other hand, he was buying another dress for himself – that he really didn’t want. “Can we go now?” he asked, anxious to get out of there. It had been particularly humiliating.   
 
      
 
    “Go?” Ellie asked as if she was totally shocked. “Kaaaareen,” she said, drawing his name out again. Her voice dropped almost to a whisper. “You don’t have any shoes to go with your dress!”  
 
      
 
    Shoes? Ugh!  
 
      
 
    The same store they were in had a fairly large shoe collection too, and once again Steve found himself the center of attention for the entire store. Mandy and Ellie both found a pair of shoes for themselves first, but then they turned to Steve. They made him sit and remove the wedge heel shoes he had on while they looked for shoes for him to try on, all the while giggling and making comments about what would be best for a sissy.   
 
      
 
    They had both been going out of their way to find humiliating things to say or make him do since they had entered the store. But as Steve sat waiting for them to find some shoes for him, that was when he figured out that they were both trying to humiliate him – just so they could laugh at him. And Steve remembered something else that Ellie had said earlier, the two girls were hanging around with him just because they thought it would be fun. Well, they were both having fun laughing at him now…along with the sales staff and anyone else that happened to wander by.   
 
      
 
    He was starting to get angry about it. He didn’t want to do any of it, the damn witch was making him do it. But he hadn’t felt the witch hardly at all lately, was she watching? He was about to walk out on them all and go back to his room, but the itching suddenly hit his back again. The witch! How could she know what he was thinking? Could she read his mind too? Impossible, impossible, impossible!   
 
      
 
    One of the salesgirls came back with an armful of shoe boxes. “I just grabbed a few in his size,” she explained as she set the boxes down next to Steve’s chair.   
 
      
 
    Steve thought she seemed to be awfully excited over it. Of course she was, she had been laughing at him just as much as Mandy and Ellie. She opened the first box and pulled out a shoe. Steve saw red and a thin high heel. He wanted so badly to run away. But the damn witch was watching. High heels. It was getting too much!   
 
      
 
    The sales girl pulled up a low stool and sat on it to put the shoe on Steve’s foot. The moment it touched him, it felt like a bolt of embarrassing electricity ran through him from his foot all the way up to his head. He wanted to scream… And he was hit with the same memory he had earlier where he was watching his sister put her shoes on. Such pretty shoes. What would it be like to wear pretty shoes?   
 
      
 
    The memory stopped all action and further thought on his part. He watched almost in a fog as the salesgirl slipped the other shoe onto his other foot. Such pretty shoes. What would it be like?  
 
      
 
    Steve snapped out of it and stared down at his feet. He was wearing red high heels. He was so embarrassed by it. He hated it. But there was a tiny little spot deep within him that also loved it. It was more than a bit confusing.   
 
      
 
    “Well…” Mandy was saying.  
 
      
 
    He snapped fully back to reality. “What?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Stand up, silly. So we can see them.”  
 
      
 
    Stand? Oh God! He carefully levered himself out of the chair and stood up. It felt like his feet were bent at an extreme angle. All his weight was on his toes.   
 
      
 
    “Walk for us,” Mandy said.   
 
      
 
    She had to be kidding. But dutifully, Steve took a tiny step in the shoes. Then he took another one, almost shuffling one foot in front of the other. He had to be very careful about where he put his weight. The heels prevented him from putting the heel of his foot down properly. The wedge shoes he had worn earlier didn’t have all that much of a heel compared to the ones he was wearing now. And the thinness of the heel was making things much more difficult. How did women walk in the things?   
 
      
 
    “I think he needs practice,” he heard Ellie say, followed by lots of laugher from all around.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, Sissy Karen,” Mandy finally said, “take them off, we want to see more.”  
 
      
 
    Steve lost count of the number of pairs of shoes he had to try on then try to walk in. There were no comfortable shoes, only fancy ones with very high heels. Finally, Ellie and Mandy both decided on a pair of gold strappy ones. They had picked them only because the shoes would match his dress. Why couldn’t they have just picked those first? He knew the answer – just so they could all laugh at him.  
 
      
 
    Steve’s arms were loaded with bags. His straw purse was shoved up onto his arm, nearly to his elbow. The long nails on his fingers were making holding all the bags very difficult. Mandy and Ellie were still laughing and talking animatedly as they all stepped into the elevator together. But Steve only felt tired and humiliated. The witch was making him go shopping. The witch was making him do lots of things he didn’t want to do. The witch was making him go out and purposely humiliate himself in front of the entire world. And these two women had latched onto him with the sole purpose of making things worse for him, just so they could have fun.   
 
      
 
    As the elevator stopped at his floor and he stepped off, he heard Mandy behind him. “Kaaaren, make sure you wear your pretty new shoes so you can get used to them before you go to the club tonight.”  
 
      
 
    “You wouldn’t want to trip and fall in them,” Ellie added.  
 
      
 
    He really hated his life.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    He laid on his bed. Thoughts of making love to Ellie filled his mind. It had been magical. He winced at his choice of words. Magical instantly brought up thoughts of the witch. It had been wonderful. Fantastic! The best ever! Incredible!  
 
      
 
    Magical.   
 
      
 
    Ellie.   
 
      
 
    He sighed. Some tiny spot deep inside of him still yearned for the love they had made. She would be at the club later. But she wouldn’t be paying any attention to him. She would be going there in search of a real man. Steve looked down at the dress he was still wearing and the wedge shoes still on his feet. There was no way just then that he could call himself a real man.   
 
      
 
    Feeling defeated. He closed his eyes and dreamed of making love to Ellie. Later still, there were dreams of standing in front of a closet looking at all the pretty dresses his sister had. He dreamed of watching as his sister buckled her pretty shoes onto her feet. And he dreamed about trying one of her dresses on when nobody could find out. Consciously, the way dreams usually go, Steve would remember none of them. But sub-consciously, especially when they were fed to him by Karen, dreams could be very powerful.   
 
      
 
    As the late afternoon turned to evening, Steve dreamed.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 14.  
 
      
 
      
 
    He didn’t want to go. He didn’t want to wear the gold dress. He didn’t want to wear the gold high heels. He didn’t want to wear the makeup, or his bra with the breast forms, or the panties, or any of it. He’d had enough humiliation for one day – for a lifetime – two lifetimes! He stayed in his room, skipping dinner and only grabbing snacks from the mini-bar in the refrigerator.   
 
      
 
    What would it be like to wear such pretty shoes? The thought ran through his mind again. Why was he thinking that? Why had he suddenly remembered something that had happened so many years ago when he had been very young? And why would he suddenly remember something that had happened so long ago that he didn’t remember ever remembering before? But the thought refused to go away. What would it be like to wear pretty shoes? He thought of the new gold high heels he had just bought.   
 
      
 
    “Make sure you wear your pretty new shoes so you can get used to them,” Mandy had called teasingly from the elevator.  
 
      
 
    What could it hurt? He was alone in his room. There was nobody around. He found the bag with the shoes and pulled the box out. He laid it on the bed and opened it. Gold straps. A very high thin gold heel. Pretty shoes. There was nobody there with him. What could it hurt?  
 
      
 
    He removed the wedge shoes he was wearing and picked up one of the gold ones. He pulled it onto his left foot. His red toenails peeked back at him below the bottom strap. He quickly buckled it into place – and looked briefly at his hands with their long red nails. In just a few days he had gotten proficient at doing so many things he couldn’t do before with them. He hardly thought about it anymore. But he still couldn’t wait to get rid of them.  
 
      
 
    He looked back at his foot with the gold high heel on it. It no longer looked like his foot. He grabbed the other shoe and put that on too. Then he stood up and looked down at them. No, they were not his feet, they were feet that belonged to a beautiful woman somewhere else. Not his feet. Pretty shoes. What would it be like?  
 
      
 
    He cautiously took a step in them, testing them, feeling them. Then another step. The gold straps on his feet were almost mesmerizing. Pretty shoes. What would it be like?  
 
      
 
    He felt guilty. He didn’t want to wear them. Pretty shoes or not, it wasn’t right. He sat on the bed to remove them. Pretty shoes. But what could it hurt to leave them on for a little longer. Nobody was around. Nobody would know. He left them on and busied himself hanging up the new clothes he had bought and putting away the other things. Ellie had teased, “You wouldn’t want to trip and fall in them.” Ellie….  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    He didn’t want to go. There was no reason for him to go. Every way he looked at it, he saw nothing but trouble. He sat on the couch with his feet up to take the pressure off of his toes and tried to watch TV, but he kept zoning out and staring back at the shoes on his feet. Pretty shoes. It bothered him that he was wearing them. It bothered him that he wanted to wear them, but he had no intention of leaving the room wearing them – or just leaving the room for any reason at all.   
 
      
 
    And then the panic began to hit him again. The panic that told him he had to go out, he had to leave the room. As soon as he realized it, he took the shoes off, trying to fight it. The desire to go out again began to build. No, he wouldn’t give in. The itching began on his back. The panic in him grew and grew. He was breathing hard because of it. He laid on the bed and writhed against the itching and the panic, trying desperately to calm it. But he couldn’t. The damn witch was fighting him harder than ever, and there was only one salve that would work against the witch’s attack.   
 
      
 
    Propelled by the need to stop the itching and the panic, he nearly flew off the bed and into the bathroom. He looked at all the makeup that Mandy had made him buy, he knew nothing about any of it. Sticking with only what he knew, he did his makeup as quickly as he could. The itching calmed, somewhat, but the panic telling him he had to get out of the room was still in full force.  
 
      
 
    Wearing his new gold dress and gold shoes, his things once again in the purse he could hang over his shoulder, he cautiously opened his door and stepped out. The itching suddenly stopped, but the panic to get out only decreased slightly. The witch was still driving him.   
 
      
 
    Walking down the hallway to the elevators was not like walking around his room. It was far more difficult. Not just because he was wearing a shiny gold dress with a skirt that just barely covered his backside. It was difficult because the heels on his feet were difficult to walk in. More than once he worried that he had sprained an ankle as he took a step slightly wrong and his feet seemed to twist away from him.  
 
      
 
    There were people in the elevator when he got on it. He didn’t want to get in it, but the panic still driving him seemed to push him in. The people looked shocked to see him. He couldn’t blame them. The lobby was busier than usual too. It was obvious that he was garnering more looks and stares of amazement than usual. He wanted to run back to his room and hide, but the panic was still there, driving him relentlessly.  
 
      
 
    It was a long walk down to the club. A very uncomfortable walk in his heels. More uncomfortable because of the looks from everybody watching him. In the fancy gold dress, he stood out, and he knew it.   
 
    The sound of the music was muted, but still it reached his ears long before he got there. The bass seemed to permeate the very walls around him. The moment he walked through the doors into the club, the music nearly knocked him down. The volume was so loud it nearly took his breath away. Just the way he liked it. Just the way it should be…under other circumstances.   
 
      
 
    The club was packed. Wall to wall packed. People rubbing shoulders everywhere. Barely enough room for him to squeeze through as he headed for the bar. What was he doing there?   
 
      
 
    For the most part, the club was fairly dark. Most of the lighting coming from the special lighting effects that changed constantly with the loud music. He took refuge in the fact that between the lighting and the sheer volume of people, he was probably less noticed.   
 
   
  
 

   
 
    He had to wait in a crowd to get to the bar. He tried to draw as little attention to himself as possible, hoping to be noticed less. He looked around, was Ellie there? He was sure she was in the huge room somewhere. Probably having fun, he hoped.  
 
      
 
    The wait for the bar was unnervingly long. It grated on his nerves the longer he had to stand there, uncomfortably close to too many people. He was nearly at the bar when he felt a hand tapping on his shoulder. It startled him. He turned to see who it was. Some guy with an earring in one ear was grinning broadly at him. “They told me someone like you was staying in the hotel,” he yelled over the music, “but I didn’t think I’d actually see you here. I’m glad.”   
 
      
 
    Steve was shocked and confused. Glad? Why? “I’m here,” he yelled back. “Unfortunately.”  
 
      
 
    “Can I buy you a drink?” the guy asked.   
 
      
 
    Steve was shocked again. A guy wanting to buy him a drink? Then it dawned on him, the guy was gay.   
 
      
 
    In the back of Steve’s mind, Karen was doing summersaults with joy. A guy! Now, she could show Steve some real humiliation. And if she played her cards right, she’d finally get to experience sex like the girl she really was.   
 
      
 
    Steve tried to tell the guy to get lost, but what came out of his mouth instead was, “Sure.” He was shocked.   
 
      
 
    The guy edged closer to the bar and asked, “What’ll it be sweetie?”   
 
      
 
    Sweetie? Oh God, make this joker go away.  
 
      
 
    Karen thrilled to being called sweetie. “Your choice,” she said through Steve’s surprised lips as she began to stare longingly back at the guy through Steve’s equally surprised eyes.  
 
      
 
    “You got it!” the guy said excitedly as he stared back at Steve’s eyes.   
 
      
 
    Steve wanted to scream, he wanted to run, but he suddenly realized that he was no longer in control of any of his body. He could only watch and experience whatever the witch was forcing him to do. He had a really bad feeling about where all this might be leading.  
 
      
 
    He had to stand there for a few minutes until the guy finally turned around with two drinks in his hands. He handed one to Steve. He took a sip. He didn’t recognize what it was, but it was obviously very strong. Good! The stronger the better!  
 
      
 
    The guy put his arm around Steve and led him away from the bar toward one of the tall round tables in the room. “What’s your name, sweetie,” he asked.   
 
      
 
    Steve still wanted desperately to tell the guy to get lost, but instead his body moved closer to the guy and said, “Karen.”   
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm, Karen,” the guy replied. “I’m Phil.”   
 
      
 
    “Hi Phil,” Karen replied through Steve’s body.   
 
      
 
    Steve’s only thoughts were of panic and struggling to get out of the room. Struggles that were getting him nowhere because the witch had complete control of him.  
 
      
 
    “Love your dress,” Brad said, moving further into the small talk.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” Karen answered, looking down to admire it herself.  
 
      
 
    They talked for a few minutes together, Karen and Phil. Steve could only go along with what his body was doing, despite all his efforts to do otherwise.   
 
      
 
    But Karen had bigger ideas. Ideas that obviously Phil shared. Before Steve knew what was happening, Karen suddenly kissed Phil on the cheek and then looked shyly back as she sipped on her drink.   
 
      
 
    Phil was momentarily startled, but the look of a hungry wolf filled his eyes. He grabbed Karen and held her close, planting a long and powerful kiss right on Steve’s lips.  
 
      
 
    Steve was horrified. How could this be happening? How could the witch be making him do this? He couldn’t imagine anything more terrifying than what his body was trying to do.  
 
    The kiss ended and Karen looked back up at Phil again. The intention clearly written in her eyes…and someone tapped her on the shoulder. She turned and saw Ellie smiling at her. Ellie was with another guy.   
 
      
 
    “Glad to see you made it,” Ellie yelled over the music. “Looks like you’re having fun. Go for it!” Then she was gone. Karen and Steve watched her walking back toward the dance floor with her new guy. Ellie. Wonderful Ellie.   
 
      
 
    “Who was that?” Phil asked.  
 
      
 
    But Karen and Steve both ignored him, watching Ellie. Karen thought again about every moment of making love to her. It had been incredible. The feelings that had run through her entire body were more than she had ever imagined. She looked back at Phil. He was waiting for her to answer. She wanted to make love to Ellie again. Suddenly, despite everything that Susan had created in her, she realized that she no longer wanted to make love to a guy at all. Phil seemed course and smelly in comparison. Ellie was…wonderful.   
 
      
 
    Confused, she set her drink on the table and held up her hand to him. “Sorry, I gotta’ go.” Then as quickly as she could, Karen headed for the door.  
 
      
 
    Steve found himself nearly running in his heels to get out of the club. The thoughts coursing from some deep pocket of his brain were centered on Ellie and making love to her again. Only Ellie. The drive and panic that he had felt to leave his room and come to the club in the first place now drove him back to his own room. What had happened? What was going on?   
 
      
 
    He only knew he was very relieved by it, and he was very glad to finally get back behind his closed door where he sat on his bed in total confusion. He was confused because, while most of him was extremely happy to be out of that situation, something very deep inside of him…seemed to be crying.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 15.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Monica stopped at her front door and turned to look back at her apartment. Everything in it was clean and neat as a pin. Desperately so.   
 
      
 
    It was only her second day going back to work, but already her old confidence was beginning to return. She was glad, she needed it. The break-in had brought back too many bad memories, way too close.  
 
      
 
    She had been acquitted of course. Completely exonerated.  The hearing had only been a formality. The broken bones and severe bruises had been documented over and over again by the doctors. The police couldn’t stop it. They didn’t have the authority. He was her husband, and domestic issues were matters they had little jurisdiction over.   
 
      
 
    The bastard was bad enough when he was sober, but when he drank…. Their tiny home in West Virginia was shabby. More so because he would grab things in his rage and throw them, messing the house horribly, just because he knew that she hated it.   
 
      
 
    So many people had told her to leave him, but where could she go? Besides, for better or worse, he was her husband, and a girl’s gotta have a…. If only she had just packed up and left. Then she wouldn’t have had to shoot him. The bastard. But he had nearly killed her that night, drunker than usual. And she had wound up back in the hospital again.  
 
      
 
    He was dead now. Most everybody agreed that she had done what she had to. But still, she noticed the odd looks from everybody. And she knew they talked about her. So she left, going from waitress job to waitress job. Just getting by. Now she had a job with a big company, no longer putting food on tables for the tips. It was only in the shipping department, but it was a big step up for her. Her new apartment was proof of that. It wasn’t exactly in the best neighborhood in town, but compared to most of the places she had lived, it was actually somewhat decent. Not to mention, it was her first place in a long time where she finally lived by herself. She wasn’t going to let the ghosts take that away from her, not after coming so far. She would fight back, and nobody was going to stand in her way!  
 
      
 
    She went out her door and locked all three locks on it before she left. Would the locks keep the ghosts away? She could only hope.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan had spent another anxious night. The second now since she had sent Steve to St. Thomas. She had gone to sleep without hearing from Karen. But Karen had written her, she had just done it much later at night than ever before.  
 
    Now Susan sat at her desk and considered what Karen had written. Most of it had been exactly what she wanted to hear. Steve had spent one of the most humiliating days of his life. But it was what had happened at the club that concerned her the most. It concerned her mostly because Karen was so confused.   
 
      
 
    Karen had said she had failed. Karen had said she had been more than ready to make love to the guy in the club…more than ready to humiliate Steve completely. And then Karen had said that Ellie had shown up. And Karen had said that after seeing Ellie again, she didn’t want to make love to a guy anymore. She had only wanted Ellie.   
 
      
 
    What had gone on in that love making session between Steve and Ellie? Susan was almost jealous.  
 
      
 
    The seeds of Karen had been created out of Steve’s sexual desires and memories. Granted, they were desires that Susan had slowly and painstakingly changed and reshaped to meet her requirements, but at their base, they had been about sex. Freudian and Jungian theories aside, sex was in her opinion the most potent force out there. If you knew how to manipulate it, you could do anything. Karen was proof of that.   
 
      
 
    The potent sexual force, and Steve’s normal sexual drives, coupled with the sex he had had with Ellie at just the wrong moment, had damaged Karen. It wasn’t major damage. Not really. But to Karen it was a tremendous blow to everything she knew about herself. Karen was still too new, too young to know how to handle it by herself. After what had happened, it was still possible that sometime in the future Steve would find himself having sex with a guy somewhere. But right now, that was highly unlikely.   
 
      
 
    Susan had little choice. They had come so far. With the situation Steve was in, Karen needed the self-confidence. She would have to explain to Karen that it was okay for her to be a lesbian, or even bisexual. To want to have sex with other girls, or men, as she chose. She would have to tell Karen that many women were that way, many more than Karen ever guessed. She would have to tell Karen that what she felt was fine and normal. It was the only way. In the short time she had to create Karen, Susan hadn’t been able to even think about all the possibilities, let alone program Karen to deal with them all. Karen might live in and adult man’s body and share his memories and experiences, but for all intents and purposes, Karen was a child. A human child. She needed time to learn and grow.   
 
      
 
    Managing Steve’s little trip from so far off was proving difficult – more so than Susan ever thought. She wrote her reply back to Karen.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The beach felt empty to Steve as he laid soaking up the sun. All night long he had felt anxious, sad about something. He just didn’t know what exactly, except that he knew it was centered around Ellie. Did he love her? That was something he hadn’t considered. He had always avoided the “L” word. It was far too much fun going out with as many girls as he could. He certainly didn’t ever want to get tied down to just one girl. That would cramp his style.   
 
      
 
    His style? He thought about the girl’s bikini bathing suit he was wearing just then. Not exactly his style…his normal style.   
 
      
 
    “Sissy Kaaareen.”   
 
      
 
    He opened his eyes against the glare of the sun and saw Mandy and Ellie. They began laying out their beach towels on either side of him. He closed his eyes again without saying a word. Something cold fell on his stomach and he jumped. He found a bottle of sun-tan lotion on his stomach.  
 
      
 
    Mandy was just laying down on her towel. “Do my back for me,” she said as she laid face down. She reached around behind her and untied her bikini top.   
 
      
 
    Steve’s body and mind went into high gear. Do her back? Rub his hands all over her delicious looking back. Touch her soft wonderful skin? “With pleasure,” he said as he picked up the bottle of suntan lotion she had thrown on him. Mentally, he was still thinking, “With more pleasure than you can possible imagine.”  
 
      
 
    Steve rubbed the lotion thoroughly into Mandy’s back, then he did her legs, then he went back to her back again, pretending to rub more lotion in. But instead, he was really giving her a light massage.   
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm,” Mandy purred. “Ellie was right, you have great hands.”   
 
      
 
    Ellie looked over at them to see what was going on. “Do me next,” she said, rolling over and undoing the top to her bikini too.  
 
      
 
    Ellie…. Steve’s heart jumped.   
 
      
 
    Grabbing the lotion, he moved over and began rubbing it into Ellie’s back. Touching her brought back memories of love, aching memories. He rubbed her back and legs lovingly. Just touching her again made him feel….  
 
      
 
    “How did it go last night?” Mandy asked as he was lovingly massaging Ellie’s back.   
 
      
 
    The question spoiled the quiet reverie he had entered. “Last night?”  
 
      
 
    “With the guy?” Mandy asked.   
 
    “Oh…okay, I guess. How did you know?”  
 
      
 
    “Ellie saw you. How was he?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was shocked. “What do you mean?”  
 
      
 
    Mandy propped herself up, being careful to keep the front of her bikini in place. “Sex you idiot. How was he?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh. We didn’t. I didn’t….”  
 
      
 
    Ellie rolled onto her side where she could see him. “You mean you didn’t? Why? That’s what you were there for, wasn’t it? I saw you kissing him, and it sure looked to me like you liked it!”  
 
      
 
    Steve tried to figure out an answer. He hadn’t liked the kiss at all, it had been horrible! But his body had obviously been giving off other signs. “I’m not sure what happened,” he said truthfully. “I really didn’t want a guy. I like girls better. Much better!” Was there a pang of sadness about that somewhere deep within him?  
 
      
 
    Ellie laid back down again and turned away from him. “And you had to be flake, didn’t you,” she said quietly.  
 
      
 
    Steve laid down again too. The mood had been broken.   
 
      
 
    “When do you go home?” Mandy asked.  
 
      
 
    “Saturday.”  
 
      
 
    “We leave tomorrow.”  
 
      
 
    Steve thought about that. Despite all their humiliation and teasing, he was going to miss them. Ellie especially. “What are your plans for the day?”  
 
      
 
    “We don’t have any,” Mandy replied. “How about you? Planning on spending the entire day in your room again?”  
 
      
 
    Steve sighed. “I wish I could. I guess I’m going shopping again later. I have to.”  
 
      
 
    “Sure you do,” Mandy replied. A minute later she looked up at him. “Tell you what, you need a few pointers with your makeup and things. Why don’t we come by and help you out? Then we can help you with anything else you need to shop for. Sound like a plan?” Steve felt the fear of continued humiliation rolling into his stomach again. What choice did he have? And Ellie would be there. “Sure,” he finally replied. “Why not.” Other than Ellie, he wasn’t really happy about it at all.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “No, not like that. Do it this way,” Mandy said as she once again tried to show Steve how to use his mascara.   
 
      
 
    Steve stopped and looked at his eye in the bathroom mirror. The lashes were stuck together and big clumps of makeup were sticking all over them.   
 
      
 
    “Wash it off again,” Mandy told him.  
 
      
 
    He sighed as he began rinsing his face for the hundredth time. He had taken too long in the shower again and had only, just barely, had time to throw on some underwear and the dress he had worn yesterday. But at least after the shower he had noticed how much better he felt. Long showers could be very therapeutic, something he had always believed in.  
 
      
 
    “What are you sleeping in?” Ellie called from the bedroom where she had been going through all his clothes.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t usually sleep in anything,” Steve answered as he once again picked up the tube of mascara and prepared to do battle with his eyelashes.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll add a nightgown to the list,” Ellie answered from the other room.  
 
      
 
    The list. Ugh! The witch had demanded that he go shopping and buy lots of feminine things every day. He knew now that – somehow – the damn witch was always watching. He couldn’t escape her. He hated it, but he supposed that in their own humiliating way, Mandy and Ellie were really helping him. How was he to know what things girls always needed? He didn’t really care.  
 
      
 
    “That’s better,” Mandy coaxed as Steve tried desperately to apply the mascara correctly without poking his eye out. He looked in the mirror to check the results. His lashes on that eye looked longer, fuller. Much more feminine. He shuddered inside. Why was he doing this?  
 
      
 
    “Okay, now the other eye,” Mandy said with a slight degree of exasperation. “Geez, for a sissy, I’d think you would know a lot more about this.”  
 
      
 
    Steve just looked at her then went back to the task of not blinding himself.  
 
      
 
    By the time that Mandy declared that his face was finally “suitable,” she had given him an awful lot of instructions, for not just makeup application, but also for things like skin care tasks that he barely even remembered. The truth was, he wasn’t interested enough to even try to remember any of it.  
 
      
 
    “Much better,” Ellie declared from the door of the bathroom. “And surprisingly, almost pretty. Don’t you think?” she asked Mandy.  
 
      
 
    “Hmmm,” Mandy said, taking a closer look at Steve’s face. She looked back at Ellie, “He’s starting to look almost like a real girl. Well, his face anyway.”   
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t exactly thrilled about the compliment.  
 
      
 
    “Okay sister, get those clothes off and let’s get you dressed.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong with this?” Steve asked.  
 
      
 
    “You wore that yesterday! You can’t wear it again!”  
 
      
 
    Steve sighed as he pulled the dress back over his head. He knew he wasn’t going to win. He felt naked and embarrassed standing in front of them in just his bra and panties, even though they had seen him every day down at the beach in his bikini.  
 
      
 
    Mandy and Ellie both looked into his closet while he waited behind them. What humiliating things would they find for him to wear today? He realized it really didn’t matter, everything he had would be humiliating.   
 
      
 
    It turned out to be another short skirt set, this time in blue. A bracelet and necklace, his things in the purse he could wear over his shoulder, and the wedge shoes once again on his feet…and he was finally ready. Mandy re-combed his hair a bit and stepped back to look at the results. “Geez, you could almost pass for a girl now. Not really, but closer anyway.”   
 
      
 
    Steve had mixed feelings about whether or not that was a good thing.  
 
      
 
    To a blind man maybe,” Ellie added. “Or at least one who’s horribly nearsighted.”  
 
      
 
    Her comment didn’t help Steve’s feelings either.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    They lunched downtown again. Mandy and Ellie spent most of the time talking about the things they had done that they enjoyed the most. Steve mostly listened. The girls were going home tomorrow. They both had a list of last minute things in their heads that they wanted to buy before they left. The list of things they had for Steve was much longer.   
 
      
 
    “Hey,” Mandy said before they paid the bill. “Give me your email address.” She started digging into her purse for something to write on.  
 
      
 
    “What for?” Steve wondered.  
 
      
 
    “So we can write to you, of course,” Mandy replied like it was the most obvious thing in the world.  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t really see the point in it since he’d never see either of them again, but he figured, why not. So he told her.   
 
      
 
    Then the shopping began. Fortunately, it wasn’t nearly as humiliating for Steve as it was the day before. In fact, because Mandy and Ellie were leaving, it seemed almost frantic. As they made their way through store after store, the girls bought the things they needed while making sure that Steve was getting everything on their list for him too. Another purse (why?), a scarf, lots of jewelry, lots of underwear, sleepwear, another bikini bathing suit, more skirts and tops, another dress, and another pair of shoes.   
 
      
 
    As he sat on the bus riding back to the hotel, he wondered what was he going to do with it all. One thing was for sure, he’d probably need another suitcase just to get it all home. And that thought stopped him. Get it all home? Why? What was he going to do with it at home? He didn’t need any of it. He had not resisted one bit in anything that the girls had suggested he buy, mostly because he feared the witch too much. He had already bought it all now and that was that, but why should he keep any of it if he was never going to use it again? He wouldn’t need another suitcase at all. That realization felt a bit like a small victory.   
 
      
 
    As they walked back into the hotel lobby, Steve realized that his time being near Ellie was almost over. Despite all the humiliating things she had done and said to him, he was going to miss her terribly. Did he love her? He didn’t think so. There was just something deep down inside him that felt so connected to her. As they waited for the elevator, he searched for something to say to her, anything to delay for just a moment. “Ellie,” he began. “Um…are you going to the beach party tonight?” He was hopeful.  
 
      
 
    The elevator doors opened. She shook her head. “Yeah,” she said softly, “but not with you.” Her statement struck home a little too hard. Steve just stood there and watched as Ellie and Mandy stepped into the elevator together. It was over and he knew it. The elevator doors began to close and Ellie reached out at the last second and stopped them. She stepped out again and kissed him quickly on the cheek. “You were the best,” she whispered. “But please don’t go to the party tonight. I need someone else.” Then she turned back into the elevator again. The doors closed. She was gone.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan sat at her desk and considered her next move. Tomorrow would be Friday, Steve’s last full day in St. Thomas. She had told him that he could wear pants for the trip home if he cooperated and did everything he was told. For the most part, he had done wonderfully. Of course the two girls who had hooked up with him had been more than helpful. A major stroke of luck there.   
 
      
 
    But the chance for Steve to wear pants really had nothing at all to do with how well he cooperated. She had made her plans long ago and wasn’t about to change anything now. Steve was going to get to buy his pants tomorrow, but it was going to be on her terms, and somehow she didn’t think he was going to be overly happy about it.  
 
      
 
    It was still early, but she wanted to have the instructions ready for Karen, before Karen logged into her account later that night. She began writing.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 16.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve woke up Friday morning with hope on his mind. His exile in turmoil was almost over. And hopefully the witch would let him buy some proper men’s clothes today. By his figuring, he had pretty much done everything she wanted. She had given him no choice.  
 
      
 
    As he got out of bed, he once again noticed a message on his computer screen. He examined it closely. Another note from the witch – who else. Like the other notes, it gave very few clues about anything.  
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoyed your little vacation this week. Such an exotic vacation, in such an exotic place – full of exotic people, activities…and clothes!   
 
      
 
    Did you enjoy it? Hmmmm?  Well I did, even if you didn’t! I hope now that you’ll think twice about doing things you shouldn’t!  
 
      
 
    But unfortunately, all good things must come to an end – (sigh). Tomorrow you have to go home again. I’m sure you’re very sad about that. You’ve had such fun after all with your two little playmates.   
 
      
 
    I promised you that if you were good you could buy pants for the trip home. And overall, I’m fairly pleased with your behavior. So I’m going to let you go shopping this afternoon to pick out some new clothes for the trip home. In fact, I may even help you!  
 
      
 
    Bon Voyage!  
 
      
 
    Steve read the note and shuddered. It was all good news, but every word sounded almost evil to him. Think twice about doing things he shouldn’t? How was he to know how powerful she was?   
 
      
 
    The best news was that she was letting him buy some new clothes. He’d just have to wait until this afternoon to get them. The part that worried him though, was where she said that she might even help him. What did she mean by that? He hoped he wouldn’t have to find out.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The beach that morning seemed lonely. There were plenty of people around as usual…people on the beach, people playing in the water, people at the bar, people sailing around the bay – people having fun. Steve truthfully couldn’t say that he had ever had fun on this trip, but somehow being out there alone now seemed to make things all that much worse. The two girls had not only been pleasant company, they had also added a margin of validity to his predicament and almost shielded him in a way. Now, he felt much more exposed than usual.   
 
      
 
    After a while, he went into the ocean one last time to search the crystal clear water for fish. He loved seeing them swimming around him. He couldn’t think of a more amazing thing that he had ever witnessed in his life. He thought of the underwater observatory that he had been to during the island tour. The fish there had been even more amazing. Of course while he was in there, he had first remembered trying on his sister’s dress. He thought of that memory now. What would it feel like to wear a dress? He had been forced to wear dresses and skirts almost continually for the last week. He’d be wearing another one when he got back to his room. Why did he have to remember such things now? He had never remembered them before. They were embarrassing memories.  
 
      
 
    After the beach, Steve changed into another of the many skirt outfits he had bought during the week. He had so many to choose from. Way too many clothes. He made it a point to search for a dumpster he could throw them all in before he went home. He was going to be so glad to get rid of them.   
 
      
 
    As he finished doing his makeup, he stared at himself in the mirror. He had done a better job than normal. It seemed that some of Mandy’s lessons had rubbed off a bit. Did his face look more feminine? Yeah, somewhat. Maybe more than that. He was tempted to wash all the makeup off and see if the witch would let him go without it. But the minute he turned on the water to do so, the itching started on his back. The witch!   
 
      
 
    He went downstairs in the hotel and walked into the mini-mall hallway, hoping that maybe he could get his men’s clothes sooner. But as he approached the men’s store, the itching began again. He turned around. Evidently the witch was going to drag this out. He headed for the bar instead.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, hey! It’s the lady-man,” the bartender called out as he sat down in his favorite seat at the end of the bar. “I must say, you are certainly looking better than you did a week ago. Much prettier.”  
 
      
 
    Prettier? Was he supposed to thank the bartender for the compliment? Steve wasn’t exactly happy about it. He just ordered his lunch.  
 
      
 
    After lunch, he tried to go into the men’s store again, but again the witch blocked him. When was she going to let him? What time? Frustrated, he went back to his room and fumed about it.   
 
      
 
    He tried it again two hours later, and again was denied. And he tried it again an hour after that. He was beginning to worry.   
 
      
 
    At four o’clock he went down and tried it again. He entered the hallway where all the stores were and headed straight for the men’s store, but again he didn’t get there. Not because the witch was blocking him, but because he suddenly found his body moving where he didn’t want it to go. Once again, he was no longer in charge of his body at all. He was a mere passenger with no way to do anything.   
 
      
 
    Helplessly, Steve found himself entering the women’s wear store again. Helpless, he watched as his body browsed through still more women’s clothes. But it wasn’t until his body began searching the racks of women’s pants and jeans that he began to really get upset. The full meaning of what the witch intended for him sank in. She had said he could buy pants for the trip home, but she didn’t say they would be men’s pants. The damn witch was planning to make him travel all the way home dressed like a sissy.   
 
      
 
    He struggled with everything he had to regain even a small measure of control over his body. But it was useless. It was like there was no connection at all between his brain and anything else. While he screamed and raged inside, his body was gushing like a sissy girl with one of the saleswomen over a pair of pink Capri-length jeans. And then of course, his body had to try everything on and come out and model it all for the sales staff.   
 
      
 
    Steve struggled and struggled, but it did no good. The witch had complete control of his body and he could do nothing but observe. With time, his struggles grew less and less. There was no sense in even trying anymore, he was thoroughly stuck. Imprisoned within his own body.  
 
      
 
    Before going back to his room, Steve had to watch as his body made one last purchase, a small, rather feminine suitcase to go with his own suitcase for all the extra things he had bought during the trip. It was looking like the witch wasn’t going to let him leave anything behind tomorrow. Why? What would he do with it at home?   
 
      
 
    Steve fully expected that once he got back to his room, the witch would leave him alone, but even there he found that he still had no control. He had no control when he went down for dinner a little while later, and he still had no control again when he found himself going down to the beach party one last time. The witch just wasn’t letting up.   
 
      
 
    Helplessly, Steve found himself dancing in the middle of the crowd to the lively steel drum music. Helplessly, Steve watched as his body gyrated way too girlishly, drawing the attention of way too many of the people there. Helplessly, Steve watched as his body laughed, and bumped, and danced in a way that even most women would be embarrassed to do. His body was having a great time. He was totally miserable.   
 
      
 
    It was late when his body finally took him back to his room. Steve was exhausted. He wanted nothing more than the solace of sleep and oblivion. And Karen gave it to him.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
    Karen woke up early. Her time of having fun with Steve was almost over. It had been a wonderful week. Difficult at times, but wonderful. She could feel his dreaming mind even now – still sleeping until she decided otherwise.  
 
      
 
    She always knew his thoughts since they shared so much of their common body. All of his emotions were her emotions, but slowly, she was developing emotions of her own now. It was Steve’s emotions that had given her the most trouble. Yes, his frustration with begin forcibly feminized was angering him the most. And that was just what she had wanted him to feel. It felt wonderfully delicious to her. But those same emotions that they shared had also taken something away from her. Steve had made love to Ellie, and in the process, Karen had become a lesbian. The emotions of sex had been too strong for her.   
 
      
 
    Susan had told her how pleased she was and that it was alright, but still, she felt like something major had been ripped out of her because of it. The result, while Steve ogled all the girls, she did too. But while Steve was totally uninterested in the way the guys looked, she was still curious. They fascinated her, even though she currently had a male body of her own, one she wasn’t really happy to have. But it did serve to give her the possibilities for imposing endless humiliation on its other owner. Such a happy thought!  
 
      
 
    That happy thought led her to where she was now. Her last day for a little while, but Susan had told her that she could be in charge of their body for almost the entire day again. Wonderful freedom! But this time, Susan wanted Steve to know what was going on all day. She mentally laughed. Steve wasn’t going to like it.  
 
      
 
    With Steve still sleeping, she got out of bed and took a bath, soaking luxuriously in the flowery scented water. She took the time to once again shave her entire body nice and smooth. It felt so good. After her bath, she looked into the mirror. Yuck! She was going to have to shave Steve’s face too. Why did Steve have to have a beard? Maybe she could do something about that someday. Yeah, it would be so much nicer to not have any hair on her face like a normal woman. She giggled at that thought. It would humiliate Steve terribly. She’d have to tell Susan about that idea.   
 
      
 
    After shaving, she was finally ready to do her makeup. As she picked up the jar of foundation that Mandy had suggested, she looked at her reflection in the mirror and thought, “What the hell, this would be as good a time as any. Steve doesn’t like makeup.” And with that, she woke him up.  
 
      
 
    The first thing that Steve realized, was that he was looking at himself in the mirror – although to be fair, it took a second or two for the sleep to fully clear his mind enough to make that connection. The next thing he realized, was that he was spreading makeup all over his face, smoothing it out to look good. The final thing he realized, was that he still had no control at all over his body. “Noooooo!”   
 
    Karen giggled at Steve’s mental scream. His discomfort thrilled her down to her bones. She felt him mentally struggling to find a way to gain control of their body once again, but there was no way that he could. After this week, she was stronger than she used to be. That ability was even more under her control now than ever.   
 
      
 
    Steve had no choice but to go along for the ride. A ride he would have paid anything to not have to take. He was forced to simply watch helplessly as his body finished perfecting his makeup, and then dressed itself all too humiliatingly in a matching pink bra and panty set, the pink Capri-length jeans, a white frilly top, and a pair of pink shoes with about a two inch heel. His body added a necklace and bracelet, re-combed his hair like Mandy had done a few days ago, added a few spritzes of perfume, and then looked deeply into the mirror and puckered up his lips in a kiss. Steve felt like the kiss was aimed directly at him. The witch!   
 
      
 
    Karen finished packing her suitcases. All her wonderful new clothes were neatly folded and packed lovingly inside. Nothing at all of Steve’s things that she had arrived with were there. Those things had long ago been tossed into the trash and were gone now. When she had arrived, she had been forced to travel as Steve. Now, she was going home as Karen. And it felt great. Especially with Steve being forced to witness everything that she was doing.  
 
      
 
    She carefully searched the room one last time to make sure she had everything, then she pulled her two suitcases out into the hall and closed the door behind her. It had been such a wonderful vacation. She could only hope that she’d get to do it again someday.   
 
      
 
    Karen paid the bill with Steve’s credit card and didn’t even blink an eye at the amount. Steve was doing mental flip-flops over it, but there was nothing he could do about it. They had plenty of money either saved up or available on his credit cards, and the vacation had been worth every penny. Well, to her, not really for Steve.   
 
      
 
    As she sat on the shuttle bus going to the airport, she thought again of Mandy and…Ellie. She was going to miss those two. They had added so much to Steve’s humiliation, and also to her enjoyment. It had been nice to have two real girlfriends. She wondered if she could cultivate any more back home like that. It would be difficult. She would be stuck once again playing back seat to Steve most of the time. Not a happy thought to dwell on.   
 
      
 
    The airport was small. There weren’t a lot of flights in and out every day. The woman behind the check-in counter looked her over carefully. “You’re flying like that?” she asked. Raising her eyes at the way Karen, or rather Steve, was dressed.   
 
      
 
    “Of course,” Karen replied. “Anything wrong with it?”  
 
      
 
    The woman shook her head and processed Steve’s ticket and luggage. “Have a nice flight,” she said somewhat tauntingly.  
 
    Steve was momentarily crushed. He had hoped for just a second that the woman behind the counter would say that he couldn’t wear what he had on to travel in. But she hadn’t said that at all. It had been a brief moment of hope that had been all too quickly dashed. He had another brief moment of hope when the security people pulled him aside after he had his purse x-rayed. They checked him over very thoroughly. He wanted to scream to them to help him. But instead, his body was behaving like it was thoroughly enjoying the close scrutiny. Unfortunately, they passed him through the way he was dressed – and his body thanked them for their efforts! Ugh!  
 
      
 
    Karen had to wait over an hour before she could board the plane. She wandered around the few shops looking at this and that, browsing contentedly. Nothing she was looking at was interesting Steve at all. Good. It was pleasing her though. The jewelry on the island had been exceptional. According to all the sales hype, exceptional values too. She was currently wearing some she had bought previously with Mandy and Ellie. She looked at the bracelet on her wrist, so pretty. Maybe she’d have Steve wear it to work someday. Perhaps without him knowing he was doing it. She would enjoy that so much – and Steve wouldn’t. So many happy thoughts for the future.  
 
      
 
    The plane was small and crowded. Steve had an aisle seat. There was an older woman already sitting next to the window when he got there. She looked him over carefully – and angrily. “Shit,” Steve heard her swear as he sat down. “Stupid queers. And I have to be stuck sitting next to one.” She tried her best to turn away so she wouldn’t have to look at him. Steve felt awful about it. Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it either. He was just as stuck as the woman was. More so.  
 
      
 
    Karen felt slightly sorry for the discomfort of the woman sitting next to her, but there was nothing she could, or would do about it. It was one of the few times she was forced to agree with Steve about the way they were dressed. It would be so much better if they had a body that was a lot more feminine. That way, she could get dressed and nobody would ever mind. Of course, Steve always prided himself on how masculine his body was. Not exactly a bunch of muscles – fortunately, but not too bad either. Steve would be totally humiliated at having a feminine body too. Thoughts of how she could make their body more feminine filled Karen’s mind as she sat through the long flight.  
 
      
 
    They had to change planes, rushing to get to the next flight before it left. Steve cringed with every hurried step as he felt the heels on the shoes he was wearing slapping against the hard floors of the terminal. At least he wasn’t wearing a skirt that might fly up and show too much – as if he could do anything about that anyway. Another crowded flight, and as usual, everybody looked him over all too carefully. Did his body have to smile at them all? He had a middle seat this time, between a business man and a young woman – fairly pretty. The business man looked disgusted and tried his best to ignore him. The woman nearly died ogling him. Steve wanted to die too.  
 
    As Karen squeezed past the business man into the empty seat, she saw the look of amazement on the face of the woman next to the window. The woman couldn’t take her eyes off of Steve and was obviously very amused at him. Good! “Hi,” Karen said as she sat down and pulled her seat-belt into place.   
 
      
 
    The woman had been surprised by the greeting, but finally replied with a small, “Hi.” She said nothing more until the plane had finally left the runway and was still climbing into the air. She had hardly taken her eyes off of Steve the entire time they waited. “Do you fly this way often?” she finally asked.  
 
      
 
    “No, this is my first time,” Karen replied. “How about you?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh,” the woman replied, not sure how to answer that one.   
 
      
 
    “I’m coming back from a great vacation,” Karen said. “Are you on vacation too?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…family visit,” the woman finally replied. “Where were you?”  
 
      
 
    “St. Thomas,” Karen answered happily. “And it was so beautiful.”  
 
      
 
    “I’ll bet it was. Um…pardon me for asking, were you dressed like…uh, that…the whole time?”  
 
      
 
    “Sure.” Karen looked down at the pink jeans she was wearing. “Except I never had to wear any pants. Skirts are so much more comfortable.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh, I see,” the woman replied. “How long were you away?”  
 
      
 
    “Just a week.”  
 
      
 
    “Just a week,” the woman repeated. “Um…tell me, do you dress like this all the time at home?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was cringing. It was bad enough that he had to put up with being dressed the way he was, but now his body was having a very embarrassing conversation with a total stranger about things he didn’t even want to think about. And as the flight continued, the woman and his body kept talking. Clothes, makeup, family…girl-talk! Maybe the plane would crash and he wouldn’t have to ever think about such humiliation again.  
 
      
 
    When the plane finally landed, Karen walked casually down to the baggage claim and eventually found her two suitcases. Pulling them behind her, she went out to the parking garage and found her car – Steve’s car. Susan had given her strict instructions. She had been created by Susan to do whatever Susan told her to do. Even when she wasn’t always sure about it, it always turned out that Susan was right. It had been a glorious trip, but Susan’s instructions had been clear. As she walked up to the back of the car, she let go of her suitcases, and with a mental sigh, returned control of their body to Steve again.  
 
      
 
    Steve was elated to see his car again. If the witch had returned control of his body to him before he saw it, he would have been forever trying to find it. But now, his body was just standing there, not doing anything, not moving a muscle. What was the witch waiting for? He chanced trying to move his hand just a little. It moved. He had control once again! He nearly fainted with relief.  
 
      
 
    He quickly fished his keys out of his purse and opened his trunk – no sign of his old clothes, but his cell phone and Monica’s laptop computer were there along with his fishing gear. He put the suitcases in and got into his car. Still no sign of his clothes.  
 
      
 
    He drove home as quickly as he could. When he got to his apartment complex, he didn’t even bother to worry about other people seeing him. He got out of his car and ran for his apartment. As soon as he got inside, he closed the door behind him and collapsed with relief.   
 
      
 
    The witch had been incredibly powerful. She had punished him royally for what he had done. He would have to find some way to make it up to her…some way to get on her good side. He didn’t ever want to go through anything like that again. But first, he needed a good shower…and his own clothes!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 17.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Susan sat with her early morning coffee and considered what she needed to do. Steve was finally home now and she had no doubt that he needed time to recover. She needed time too. As difficult as it had been for Steve, Susan had been both thrilled over it and worried about him at the same time.   
 
      
 
    But now it was time to consider the future. Her plans for Steve had one major obstacle – Monica. She had thought that Monica was finished with Steve. But after Steve pulled his little prank with letting the air out of her tires, the darn woman had suddenly been back again. And it didn’t look like she was planning to go away again any time soon.   
 
      
 
    Interestingly enough though, she found it almost amusing the way that Steve totally blamed his problems on Monica. Steve really believed that Monica was a witch. In a way, it added a new level of security between her and her connection with Steve. And Steve now feared Monica – which in a way, Susan considered to be a good thing. Steve was all too prone to pull his own little vengeful pranks. Hopefully, now he’d think twice before ever doing anything like that again. And hopefully, Monica should be safe from Steve’s retaliation.  
 
      
 
    But the question still remained, what could she do about Monica? She had no doubt that Monica’s little games with keeping Steve in panties all the time wasn’t over. In fact, since Monica now had her friends involved, Susan had no doubt that they were about to escalate. While Susan was thrilled over Monica humiliating Steve, it also got in Susan’s way. Susan wanted Steve to herself.   
 
      
 
    She had a lot of misgivings about doing it, but she saw no way around it. She’d have to contact Monica directly. She’d have to present her case and politely ask Monica to leave Steve alone. It was a dangerous move, but it was the only avenue she could see to get Monica to go away.   
 
      
 
    Susan began planning what she would need to do. Steve thought Monica was a witch….  
 
    Hmmm.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve flexed his fingers. He made a fist, then opened his hand, then made another fist. Freedom! The stupid long nails were gone. He could finally move his hands normally again. He looked at his reflection in the mirror. He looked fine. He was suntanned, but he was back to his old normal self. Of course the clothes he was wearing completely covered up the embarrassing bikini tan lines that were now so prominent on his body. And of course, he was stuck wearing panties since he had no other underwear just then.   
 
      
 
    What was he going to do about Monica? He needed to get back on her good side. He needed a way to apologize for what he had done. But he still couldn’t just come out and admit that he was the one who had broken into her apartment. Maybe flowers would help. Yeah, flowers were always good. Or at least a good start.  
 
      
 
    Finally ready to face the world again – as himself – he went outside to bring in all the stuff from the trunk of his car. He toted his fishing gear up first, wishing all the time that he had been able to go fishing instead of winding up in Saint Thomas. Fishing would have been great. Then he came back and grabbed the two suitcases full of women’s clothes. What was he going to do with them? He stuffed Monica’s laptop that he had stolen from her apartment under his arm and closed the trunk of his car. He glanced down the parking lot toward the dumpsters there. He could just throw the suitcases directly in the trash right now instead of carrying them upstairs with him. But something in the back of his mind was protesting the idea. Why? He decided to trust his instincts and carry the suitcases upstairs first, then maybe he’d bag the clothes and take them directly out to the trash.   
 
      
 
    But when he got upstairs, the thought of throwing away all the things in his suitcases began to worry him, like there was some part of him that felt he needed to keep them. Why? So instead, he quickly pulled all his panties out in case he needed them for Monica’s little panty games, then he put both suitcases away in the back of his closet, leaving all the rest of the clothes still in them. He’d have to sort out what to do with them later.  
 
      
 
    When he was finished, he picked up Monica’s laptop and took it out to his desk. He looked at it carefully. It was an older model and fairly cheap. Not nearly as good as his. But was there anything in it about her witchcraft? There had to be!   
 
      
 
    He opened the lid and turned it on. It booted up slowly, but it didn’t require a password which was good. He didn’t think it would. He got the impression that Monica didn’t know all that much about computers. While he waited for the computer to finish booting up, he noticed the low battery light flashing. The darn thing was old and had been sitting in his trunk for a week.  What else could he expect? He’d probably have to hurry. He checked to see if the power unit from his own computer would fit, but it wasn’t even close.  
 
      
 
    As soon as he could, he went into her file system. Everything seemed to be in her My Documents folder. As he had guessed, it looked like she wasn’t very computer savvy. He scrolled through the list of files. By their titles, they looked like all junk. Nothing that interested him…until he came across one titled, “Steve’s Punishment.”  
 
      
 
    With his heart racing, he opened the file. The program opened slowly. He noticed the lowbattery light flashing continuously now. The computer finally displayed the file – briefly, then closed it again and the computer began shutting down. He had only seen the title and the first item on the list – panties. There had been more, but he hadn’t had enough time to read any of it. He really wanted to know what else had been there. He’d have to try to find some way to get a power unit for the computer. Sighing, he closed the lid and hid it in the bottom drawer of his desk.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “So what are you going to do about Steve?” Diane asked Monica when they got to work Monday morning. “He should be back today.”  
 
      
 
    “I know,” Monica replied as she stowed her purse in one of the desk drawers. “It just seems like what he did was such a petty little prank compared to what they did to my apartment.”  
 
      
 
    “So do you want to continue with your plans for him?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t really know. I hadn’t really thought about it.”  
 
      
 
    “What should I tell Carla and Ruth then?”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “Tell them to lay off for a while. I’m just not ready to deal with Steve again.”  
 
      
 
    Diane was disappointed. She had rather enjoyed the game they were playing, but she completely understood. She left Monica and phoned Carla and Ruth.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve was buried in work. Being out of the office for a week had given time for the pile of things he had to do to build up terribly high. But a few of the things meant that he had to leave his desk and walk to another part of the building. He dreaded it, but he had no other choice. But not once did any of the girls stop him for one of their panty checks. He saw Carla once and all she did was smile at him. He passed Ruth later and all she did was to smile and nod at him too. Were they finished with their game? He could only hope.   
 
      
 
    At the first chance he got, he phoned one of the local florists and ordered a big bouquet of flowers to be delivered to Monica. The note he had included only said, “Sorry! Steve.” He was still terrified over her witch’s power. Maybe now she’d leave him alone.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Oh my God! They’re beautiful!” Diane gushed over the big bunch of flowers that had just been delivered to Monica. “Who are they from?”  
 
      
 
    Monica smelled the bouquet again and opened the note. “Steve,” she replied. “He just says sorry.”   
 
      
 
    “Well, he should be. God, I wish someone would send some flowers to me. For any reason!”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled, it was nice to get the flowers. Even as an apology. Maybe she should let up on him again. Was what he did really so bad? Yeah it was, but still….  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was almost lunchtime when Monica took a break and checked her email. There were several, but none from Steve like she expected – especially after the flowers. But there was one that really surprised her. She wouldn’t have opened it, except for what the Subject line said: “I punished the person who robbed your apartment!”  
 
      
 
    Monica had no choice. She opened the email.   
 
      
 
    Dear Monica,  
 
      
 
    I know who robbed your apartment and exactly what was done to it. I have thoroughly punished that person now and I doubt he’ll ever do anything like that again.  
 
      
 
    A week earlier, I also punished Steve for letting the air out of your tires. I know that you already found the proof of that punishment on the internet.   
 
      
 
    Because of the way I punished Steve, he has erroneously started to believe that it was you that did it to him. He now firmly believes that you are a very powerful witch. As long as you let him believe that, you should never have any problems from him again.  
 
      
 
    In return for what I’ve done, I’d like you to leave Steve alone. Don’t play your little panty games with him anymore. He’s mine to control, not yours. Besides, I’m the one who is responsible for him wearing the panties and stockings the night of your date with him. He really didn’t know he was wearing them.  
 
      
 
    Please do me this courtesy and leave him to me.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress? Monica was thoroughly confused. Suddenly everything seemed all mixed up. Steve had been punished? Leave Steve alone? He didn’t know what he was wearing? It didn’t make sense. And twice this person had punished someone for what they had done to her. Steve for her tires and now someone else for her apartment. Did this Sorceress think she was some kind of guardian angel or something?   
 
      
 
    But the thing that got her attention the most, was that this…Sorceress…claimed to know who had robbed her apartment. She wasn’t really interested in anything else except that. She quickly wrote back:  
 
      
 
    Sorceress, I want to know who robbed my apartment! Tell me!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan read Monica’s quick reply. She had no intention of telling Monica that it was Steve who had robbed her. She just wanted Monica to stop messing with Steve. She wrote back:  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    I won’t tell you that. Just please take comfort in the fact that the person who did it has been punished.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica wasn’t the least bit happy to read the reply from the Sorceress – what a name! She wasn’t interested in that fact that the person who did it had been punished. She would do her own punishing, or let the police do it, as worthless as the police usually were. It wasn’t right.   
 
      
 
    She wrote back again:  
 
      
 
    Sorceress – whoever you are,  
 
      
 
    I can take care of myself! Stay out of my life!   
 
      
 
    Tell me who robbed me. And do you know where my wedding ring is?   
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan wasn’t happy with the reply she got from Monica. And her wedding ring? Karen hadn’t mentioned anything about that or about Monica being married – or divorced for that matter.  
 
      
 
    She pondered carefully about what she should do.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
    Karen logged into Steve’s computer while he was sleeping and was happy to see an email already waiting for her from Susan. Susan was asking about Monica. Was she married or divorced? And did Steve take a wedding ring from her apartment?   
 
      
 
    There wasn’t much that Karen could reply to those questions. So all she could say was that she didn’t think that Monica was married and that Steve hadn’t spent enough time with her to find out if she was divorced. And as to a wedding ring, Steve only took the laptop computer from Monica’s apartment and nothing else. But then she had a tiny flash of memory. Just before Steve and Chad had left Monica’s apartment, Chad had pulled a small ring out of his pocket, then quickly put it away again. Karen quickly added that thought to her reply to Susan.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    There were two people who broke into your apartment. I believe the second one was the one who took your ring. I have no power over that person to either punish him or to find out more about him. The other person however, I already punished – as I told you.  
 
      
 
    I’m afraid your wedding ring is now lost forever.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica read the email twice, searching for any clues that might help her. There was really nothing. All she knew was that there was someone out there who knew the truth – who knew who had robbed her. It wasn’t right for this – Sorceress – to keep that knowledge secret. Finally, she wrote back:  
 
      
 
    Sorceress – How did you punish the other person?  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan was slightly happier with Monica’s latest email than she had been with the others. Was Monica finally going to let it go – along with Steve? According to Karen, Monica had stopped her little games now. There should be no harm in telling Monica just a little bit.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica was becoming obsessed with checking her emails for any replies from the Sorceress. The only thing really on her mind, was finding out who had broken into her apartment. And this latest email didn’t help much:  
 
      
 
    Dear Monica,  
 
      
 
    The person I was able to punish has had the most embarrassing and humiliating experience possible. I stranded him in St. Thomas for an entire week and forced him to humiliate himself constantly by wearing only women’s clothes everywhere. I never once allowed him to even touch any male clothing until after he got home again.  
 
      
 
    Trust me when I tell you, he was quite upset over the entire episode.   
 
      
 
    Thank you for now leaving Steve alone. I hope that this will satisfy you and our dealings together can be concluded.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica took her time and mulled over what the Sorceress had said for most of the day. The punishment the Sorceress had inflected didn’t sound all that severe to her, although she had to admit, it was certainly imaginative. She almost laughed once as she thought about what the crook might have experienced. But she didn’t know any details.   
 
      
 
    The bottom line for her was that this Sorceress still knew who had done it and wasn’t telling. She would have to find a way to force the issue.   
 
      
 
    It was late in the day when Monica finally talked with Diane about it. She had told Diane only a tiny bit about the Sorceress. Now she told her about, and showed her, all the emails. But when she was finished, Diane saw the glow of intent in Monica’s eyes. There was no doubt that Monica had something in mind.   
 
      
 
    “So what are you planning?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t laugh or even smile. Her face showed nothing but determination. “The Sorceress wants me to leave Steve alone and I want what she knows. Starting tomorrow, we begin making Steve very unhappy again. And we make sure that this Sorceress knows it!”  
 
      
 
    “All right!” Diane replied excitedly. She had missed the little games they had played. They had been the source of much amusement for her. Now the games would be continuing again.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve drove home from the mall happily. He had just purchased two weeks’ worth of men’s underwear. He couldn’t wait to put a pair on as soon as he got home. Freedom! It had been several days now since Monica and her friends had “pestered” him. Perhaps the bouquet of flowers had done the trick. Either way, he felt free again at last. He decided however to make it a point to never ask Monica out on a date again – even if she was good looking. The witch and her power were more than he ever wanted to think about again.  
 
    When he got home, he happily changed his underwear and logged into his email program. He was a bit surprised to see an email from Mandy. Unfortunately, her only reason for emailing him was to pass on some copies of the pictures they had taken of him. Curious, he opened each of the pictures. They were all more than a bit embarrassing. Pictures of him in his bikini at the beach (when had she taken those?), pictures of him on the tour, and a picture of him out shopping. Each one seemed to be more embarrassing than the last. As he looked closer, he could see how ridiculous he looked. Not at all passable. And unfortunately, in most of them, he could recognize that it was him in the pictures. The pictures that held his interest the most though, were the ones from the tour that showed Mandy and Ellie in them. He was especially glad to see Ellie again, if even just her picture. Something deep inside of him really missed her. The rest of the pictures he’d rather not have seen at all.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was like a gift from heaven. Susan ogled over each and every one of the pictures that Karen had forwarded. It was a bonus she had never expected.   
 
      
 
    Things had finally worked themselves out. Steve had been horribly humiliated and his friend Monica had finally backed off again, leaving Karen the total freedom to inflict her will over Steve.   
 
      
 
    She took a long time falling asleep that night because she kept laughing over the pictures that Karen had sent.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Oh Steeeviiee.”   
 
      
 
    Steve cringed at hearing the singsong voice of Monica over his office phone. “Good morning, Monica,” he said as politely as he could. She was one person he didn’t want to have angry at him. Her magic was just too powerful. “Did you get the flowers I sent you?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes I did, thank you. They’re absolutely gorgeous! Of course, they should be!”  
 
      
 
    Steve inwardly cringed again. He was more glad than ever that he had sent them. “What can I do for you Monica?” he asked, trying to move things along. Just talking to her made him nervous.  
 
      
 
    “Why Stevie,” Monica replied once again in her taunting, singsong voice, “you can come down and visit us. I want to thank you in person for such lovely flowers. And, I think we’ve been neglecting you for way too long.”  
 
      
 
    “Now?” Steve asked, suddenly afraid and not at all wanting to go down to the shipping department.  
 
      
 
    “Now!” Monica replied, leaving no doubt she expected to see him immediately.  
 
      
 
    “Uh…sure. Okay,” Steve answered. Did he sound too nervous? It didn’t matter, he was nervous. Very nervous!  
 
      
 
    Diane was waiting in the Shipping Department when he got there. She led him back to the tiny office where she and Monica had their desks. Monica and Carla were there waiting for him.   
 
      
 
    “Stevie…” Monica gushed as soon as she saw him. “Thank you so much for the flowers. They were beautiful.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh, you’re welcome,” Steve replied, unsure about what else Monica might want. He didn’t have to wait long to find out.   
 
      
 
    “Well?” Monica began. “Show us.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was confused. “Show you what?”  
 
      
 
    “Your panties, of course.”  
 
      
 
    “My p…. I thought you were done with all that.”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “Oh Stevie, why would you ever think something like that? Did I tell you we were done? Hmmm?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…no,” Steve admitted. “But…”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie, don’t tell me you’re not wearing panties again.”  
 
      
 
    “Umm, no. I thought you didn’t care anymore!”  
 
      
 
    “Well obviously I do!”  
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know.”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “So no panties today, huh?”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head no.  
 
    “Then you’ve got until after lunch to get some, because that’s when the panty checks start again.”  And Stevie, don’t even think about disappointing me, because you know how miserable I can make things for you if you don’t do what I say.” She had added the last thought only because the Sorceress had told her that Steve believed she was a witch and was afraid of her. And judging by Steve’s suddenly frightened expression, she had been correct.  
 
      
 
    Steve’s eyes almost bulged out of his head. The woman had practically admitted she was a witch. He also knew that he would once again have no choice. “Uh…okay,” he finally stammered. His frustration was building. Would these torments never end?   
 
      
 
    “Oh, and Stevie…expect some company tonight. Don’t even think about not being home.” Chapter 18.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve hurried to the store at lunchtime to buy himself some panties. His fear of Monica and her witch’s power were back again full force and he didn’t dare not do whatever she said. And just as she promised, the panty checks resumed with a vengeance right after lunch. It seemed like the frequency of them was more than ever before.   
 
      
 
    As soon as he got home after work, he knew he had to find some place to hide all the new underwear he had just bought, so he gathered up every pair and hid them in his bottom desk drawer on top of Monica’s computer. Since they weren’t in his bedroom dresser he didn’t think Monica would find them – if she looked. Plus, they hid Monica’s computer that was still there as well.  
 
      
 
    His doorbell didn’t ring until well after dinner. When he answered it, Monica was there along with Diane, Carla, and even Ruth this time.  
 
      
 
    “Nice place,” Ruth noted as she walked into his apartment and looked around. “Nice and big. Could definitely use a woman’s touch though. Obviously you don’t do much with decorating.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shrugged his shoulders, he didn’t see anything wrong with his decorating. “I like it this way. It’s perfect.”  
 
      
 
    “Typical man,” Carla replied.  
 
      
 
    “What do you want?” Steve asked, trying to move things along so he could get rid of them as soon as possible.  
 
      
 
    “First things first,” Monica replied. “Show us!”  
 
      
 
    Steve sighed, but he had been expecting just that. He quickly undid his pants and pulled them open so they could all see the panties he was wearing. “Okay?” he asked. “Satisfied?”  
 
      
 
    “Pull ‘em down and leave ‘em down!” Monica ordered.  
 
      
 
    Steve rolled his eyes but complied and pulled his pants down to his knees.   
 
      
 
    “Diane,” Monica ordered, “do your magic.”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s eyes bulged – her magic?  
 
      
 
    But instead of magic, Diane reached into her bag and brought out a long piece of rope. Bondage was one of the things she enjoyed in her life. She guessed it was why she had trouble finding guys that would stay with her. Within minutes, she had Steve’s hands firmly tied behind his back, then she tied his ankles together while he was still standing. She pushed down firmly on his shoulders. “Bend your knees a little,” she said.   
 
      
 
    Steve did as he was told and bent his knees slightly until Diane told him it was enough. Diane tied the ropes around his ankles to the ropes holding his hands behind his back so he could no longer stand up straight. It was a very uncomfortable and tiring position, but there was nothing he could do about it.  
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” Monica noted as soon as Diane finished. Ruth and Carla were both chuckling.   
 
      
 
    Carla walked over to him. With his knees bent she was now taller than he was. “Not so big now, are you?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve said nothing.  
 
      
 
    “You know what I hate though,” Carla continued, “his shirt is covering his panties too much. We can’t see them. We should have made him take it off.”  
 
      
 
    “Too late now,” Ruth replied.  
 
      
 
    But Diane walked over to Steve and started unbuttoning his shirt. “Don’t!” Steve cried in alarm.  
 
      
 
    “What?” Diane asked angrily.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, please don’t do that,” Steve replied much more contritely.  
 
      
 
    This time Diane didn’t answer but continued unbuttoning Steve’s shirt, then she pulled it open and back onto his shoulders. The gasps of surprise from the women in the room were all Steve needed to hear to make his face turn very red as they all stared at his bikini tan lines.  
 
      
 
    “Well!” Monica finally got out. “What do we have here? It looks like you were doing more than just fishing on your vacation. Tell me Stevie, what kind of vacation did you really have?”  
 
      
 
    “You know very well what I did,” Steve answered angrily.  
 
      
 
    His reply took Monica by surprise. She wasn’t sure what he meant, but she wisely didn’t push the issue. Instead she said, “Spread out girls, let’s get our search over with.”  
 
      
 
    Tied up the way he was, there was no way that Steve could do anything to stop them, especially since Monica herself remained standing right in front of him, glaring at him. Neither of them said a word for a while. But just as Monica was about to ask if Steve really didn’t know that he had been wearing panties and stockings on their date a few weeks ago, Carla called her from the bedroom. She left Steve standing right where he was, he couldn’t do anything else.  
 
      
 
    When Monica entered the bedroom, she saw a large pile of women’s clothes dumped out on the bed. An empty suitcase was open next to the pile. Ruth was carrying another smaller suitcase toward the bed.  
 
      
 
    “I found these in his closet,” Carla explained.  
 
      
 
    Ruth lifted the other, obviously full, suitcase onto the bed and opened it up. More women’s clothes. “My, my,” Ruth said, “it looks like he’s been busy.”  
 
      
 
    “I’d swear this stuff wasn’t here the last time we checked,” Carla replied.  
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t,” Monica assured her. She reached into the pile on the bed and brought out a gold dress. “Look at this stuff. And so much.” She reached into the pile again and brought out a tropical wrap-around skirt. She held it up and stared at it – and nearly collapsed as the realization struck her. She hurried back out to the living room.  
 
      
 
    Steve was kneeling down now to take the pressure off his aching legs. He still couldn’t go anywhere, but at least he was more comfortable. He knew that the women had found the suitcases in his closet. Why hadn’t he thrown all that stuff away like he wanted to?  
 
      
 
    Monica stood in front of him, still holding the tropical skirt in her hands. She stared angrily down at Steve for a few seconds, then she looked across the room toward Diane who was just beginning to search Steve’s desk. “Diane, see if you can find a nice chair for our little friend here and stick him to it.”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled as she pulled one of the kitchen chairs over behind Steve. A few minutes later, Steve was much more comfortable in the chair, but he was tied everywhere imaginable to it.    
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Diane,” Monica said as soon as Diane finished. As Diane finally began searching Steve’s desk, Monica pulled another chair over and set it directly in front of Steve. She straddled it and looked him straight in the eyes. “So,” she began, “how was St. Thomas?”  
 
      
 
    There! The witch had done it. Steve was almost relieved. Monica had just practically admitted to him that she was the witch. “You know very well how it was,” he replied angrily. “You were watching me every second.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s he talking about?” Ruth asked.  
 
      
 
    “Shh!” Monica hushed, never once taking her eyes off of Steve.  
 
      
 
    But before Monica could say anything else, Diane interrupted all of them. “Look what I found!”  
 
      
 
    All eyes turned to see Diane holding up a pile of men’s underwear that she had just pulled out of the bottom drawer of the desk. She reached in again and pulled out another handful. “Looks like he bought a bunch.” She set it all on the desk and looked into the drawer again. There was something else in the bottom of the drawer. Curious, she picked it up and looked at it. It was an old laptop computer. She was about to put it back again when Monica stopped her.   
 
      
 
    “Let me see that!” Monica said as she quickly crossed the room to Steve’s desk. She took the computer from Diane and looked at it carefully, then she opened it. “It’s mine!” she exclaimed.  
 
      
 
    All eyes turned back to Steve, but now they were all angry eyes. Steve suddenly felt more afraid than ever.  
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t know whether to be angry or glad. She was certainly angry at Steve, but she was also glad because now she knew for sure who had robbed her apartment. She was holding the proof right in her hands.  
 
      
 
    Her first instinct was to angrily brain Steve over the head with her computer. In fact she raised it over his head to do just that. But the gasps of surprise from some of the other women made her stop and think better of that idea.   
 
      
 
    She set her computer down on an end table and once again straddled the chair in front of him. You could have heard a pin drop in the room as the silence built. But Monica was suddenly at a complete loss for words. What should she say? What should she do to him? The thief was right there in front of her, helplessly tied to a chair. She could do anything she wanted to him and he would be helpless to stop her. But the question remained, do what?  
 
      
 
    Steve was trying desperately to be brave, but it wasn’t easy. Especially while Monica was just sitting there, staring at him. Still, he didn’t say a word, just as Monica didn’t say anything either.   
 
      
 
    It was Carla who finally broke the silence. “What are you going to do?”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “I don’t know yet. I’m still trying to keep myself from killing him.” Steve’s eyes bulged but he remained silent.  
 
      
 
    “Want me to call the police?” Ruth asked.  
 
      
 
    Monica seriously thought about that for a few moments. She finally shook her head. “Not yet. In my opinion, the police are mostly useless. We’ll wait on that for now.”  
 
      
 
    “So what are we going to do?” Diane asked.   
 
      
 
    Monica sighed. She was the one who had been robbed. It was her party. They were all looking to her for answers. Answers she just didn’t have. She finally got to her feet and went into the bedroom where all the clothes from the suitcases had been spread out all over the bed. She sifted through it all, looking at this and that. Finally coming to a small decision, she pulled a few items out and carried them back into the living room. “Here!” she said as she threw the items at Steve. “I expect you to be wearing them for your panty inspections from now on.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at the items that had bounced off him and landed on the floor. There was not only panties, but a bra and some pantyhose that were still in their package too that he had never worn.   
 
      
 
    But before he could say anything to protest, Monica was suddenly ordering everybody else to leave, telling them that she would see them all tomorrow. All the other girls had grave misgivings about leaving Monica alone with Steve, but she assured them that she was all right and not to worry, she wasn’t going to hurt him and he wasn’t going to hurt her.  
 
      
 
    Finally it was just Monica and Steve alone in the room together. Monica went back and straddled the chair in front of him. She rested her head in her hands on the back of the chair while she watched him. It was a shame he was such a jerk. He was a good looking guy. Someone she might have liked to get to know better. But now….  
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do?” Steve asked.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know yet.”  
 
      
 
    “Haven’t you done enough to me already?”  
 
      
 
    The question surprised her. “Done enough? I…haven’t even begun to do anything to you yet!” Monica replied testily.  
 
      
 
    “You call what you did to me in St. Thomas nothing?” Steve’s anger was clearly evident.  
 
      
 
    But Monica wasn’t biting. “Who is the Sorceress?”  
 
      
 
    “The who?”  
 
      
 
    Steve had been caught off guard and was surprised by the question. Monica realized that he clearly didn’t know. She got up off her chair to walk around for a few minutes to think.  
 
      
 
    “Is that what you call yourself?” Steve asked. “The Sorceress?”  
 
      
 
    “Not me, you idiot! Someone else! Who is she?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know anything about your witch games,” Steve shot back. “But I wish you would all go away and leave me alone!”  
 
      
 
    Monica walked over to him and took his chin in her hand. “I can’t do that now Stevie. You broke into my apartment. You hurt me more than you can ever know. And for that, I simply can’t leave you alone. I’m going to make you pay for what you did. I’m going to make you pay, and pay, and pay.”  
 
      
 
    She released his chin and looked down at him. The bikini tan lines stood out prominently on his chest. The bra she had thrown at him was still draped across his legs where it had landed. She had to ask, “So, do you really hate wearing women’s clothes?”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked up at her like she was crazy. “You know I do!” he replied in no uncertain terms. “It’s stupid! Not to mention very humiliating. What is this thing you’ve got for making me do it?”  
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t answer. It had been the Sorceress that had started all that, not her. But obviously, Steve didn’t like it. And obviously Steve really did think she was a witch. And just as obvious was that fact that he was very afraid of her. That was an advantage she knew she couldn’t give up. Her best bet was to use that somehow. She just had to figure out the best way.  
 
      
 
    Finally, she untied Steve’s left arm so that he would be able to free himself once she was gone. “Till tomorrow,” she said to him. “Don’t forget, you’d better be wearing what you’re supposed to…or I’ll be even angrier.”   
 
      
 
    She opened the door, took one last look at him, and was gone.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 19.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Monica sat on her couch and hugged her laptop computer that she had just rescued from Steve’s apartment like she was hugging a teddy bear. What should she do, call the police and let them deal with it? But the police had always proved useless before. Her husband had beat her, and beat her badly, time and time again, and in the state where she lived, the police could do nothing at all about it. All they could do was to tell her that they wished they could, and then tell her to leave her husband. Monica had a feeling they would be no more help this time.  
 
      
 
    And then there was the Sorceress. The darn woman – if it was a woman – had known all along who had robbed her, and had purposely tried to lead her away from Steve.   
 
      
 
    Steve, Steve, Steve. He was at the center of it all. Why would the Sorceress be so interested in him? What had he ever done to the Sorceress that was so bad? Could it have been worse than what Steve had done to her?   
 
      
 
    From what little she had heard, Steve was the darling wonder-boy of his department at work. Evidently he could be brilliant at times. But as to the rest of his life? Obviously, he was incredibly stupid. Ruth had once described him as someone who needed a woman’s strong guidance – very strong.   
 
      
 
    Monica’s bottom line though, was that she simply couldn’t let what Steve had done to her go unpunished. The police were useless. If anything was going to be done, it would be up to her to do it. But do what? What would be an appropriate punishment for what Steve had done? One thing she knew for sure, one way or another he was going to replace her diamond engagement and wedding rings. She had held on to them because she might need to sell them someday as a last resort. She needed that security back. She also decided she was going to get a complete written confession out of Steve that she could hand to the police later…if she needed it.  
 
      
 
    And then there was the Sorceress. She was angry at her for not telling her about Steve in the first place. Should she just forget about the Sorceress now? Obviously, she didn’t know who the Sorceress was. Maybe that was a good thing.   
 
      
 
    She got up from the couch and walked into her kitchen. She set her laptop down on one of the counters. There was a tiny smudge on the corner of the counter. Without thinking, she got out a rag and began wiping the entire counter down carefully. Then she began re-cleaning her already spotless kitchen one more time. Since the break-in, she and become much more fanatical about cleaning. She couldn’t help it. Maybe she should have Steve come in and reclean her apartment a few times. It would serve him right!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan stared at her computer screen angrily. She had just read Karen’s description of Steve’s day, which had been nothing but bad, bad, bad! Everything that could go wrong had gone wrong. Not only had Monica begun her little games with Steve again, but because of those games, Monica had discovered that it was Steve who had broken into her apartment. The darn woman just couldn’t leave things well enough alone.  
 
      
 
    Now Susan was back to her same old problem, how could she get Monica to stay away from Steve? The question was now more difficult than ever.  
 
      
 
    Monica was no longer just some woman that had been there during one of Steve’s escapades. Monica was quickly becoming an opponent, someone Susan might have to match wits with.  
 
      
 
    She tried to compare what weapons she had against what she thought Monica might have. Susan had Steve’s mental processes, and no small part of that was Karen – who could act as a complete separate entity. But while Susan owned Steve’s mind, Monica had his physical body right there with her. Susan lived many hours away. Steve knew nothing at all about Susan, and consequently, all of Susan’s information got to her delayed. On the other hand, Steve knew Monica all too well now and Monica knew everything that was happening as it was happening.  
 
      
 
    The contest came down to Steve’s mind versus Steve’s body. The winner, she guessed, would get all of Steve. Susan knew why she wanted all of Steve to herself. The question now was, why did Monica want him?  
 
      
 
    It was time to email Monica again.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica read the email and nearly laughed.  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    Why can’t you leave Steve alone? I’ve already punished him severely for what he’s done!  
 
      
 
    Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    The crazy woman actually thought that what she had done could possibly satisfy the rage that she felt. The Sorceress wasn’t the one who had been violated, she was.    
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan read Monica’s reply and got angrier with each word she read.   
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    Go away! You weren’t the one who was Steve’s victim, I was. I was the one who was violated by what he had done…not you! Anything you did to him is not anything that will satisfy me. I must be the one who punishes him and nobody else!  
 
      
 
    Go away!  
 
      
 
    Obviously, Monica wasn’t going to leave Steve alone at all. Everything that Susan had done to punish him was going to be ignored. Since Monica wouldn’t leave Steve alone, she realized that there was now no way that she could allow Monica to do anything to punish Steve. The battle over Steve was about to truly begin.  
 
      
 
    And her first line of defense was going to be Karen. Quickly, she typed an email with instructions to the feminine personality she had created. She only hoped that Karen would get the email before Monica could do anything first.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    But Karen didn’t get it first…  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was nearly quitting time when Steve sat at his desk and stared at the walls of his cubicle. How had he gotten himself into this mess? He honestly didn’t know. And now he was more uncomfortable than ever, not just mentally, but physically. The pantyhose he was wearing under his pants were hot and uncomfortable. They made going to the bathroom much more of a chore. And they kept slipping down. Why did women wear the darn things? And then there was the bra he had on under his shirt, it was not only uncomfortable, but he worried constantly that someone would discover it. Consequently, he had worn a sport jacket all day to help keep anyone from seeing the telltale bra lines. He had expected some odd comments about that, but strangely enough, his boss had noticed his jacket and had seemed to approve.   
 
      
 
    Worse yet, Monica and all her friends now knew for sure that he was the one who had broken into her apartment. That information alone could cost him his job, his career…heck, everything he held dear in his life.  
 
      
 
    The only fact in all of this that he was absolutely sure of, was that he was stuck. Firmly, securely, and very thoroughly – stuck! Whatever Monica wanted, he would have no choice at all but to go along with. And as far as he could see, there was no way out.  
 
      
 
    The only saving grace to his day was that, so far, not one of the girls had stopped him for an inspection. But he still jumped when the phone on his desk suddenly rang.   
 
    “Oh Stevie…. Why don’t you come on down and see us. We’re all going to be waiting for you.”  
 
      
 
    “Now?” he asked, filled with trepidation.  
 
      
 
    “Oh no. Of course not. Not until after work…which by my clock is in about two minutes! So get down here Stevie!” Monica’s voice commanded.  
 
      
 
    What choice did he have? He was stuck. “Uh…okay, I’ll be there,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t want to go. He was afraid to go. But he was also too afraid not to. He delayed leaving his desk as long as he dared, but he knew now that you don’t dare cross a witch as powerful as Monica was. When he arrived at the shipping department, the guys who worked there had just walked out the door. He found Diane just inside waiting for him. She led him back to their small office where he found all four women laughing together. “There you are Stevie,” Monica practically purred as the others all looked on.  
 
      
 
    “Uh…hi,” Steve answered nervously.  
 
      
 
    Carla walked over to him and leaned in close to his ear. “If it’s male and you’re wearing it, take it off.”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s eyes bulged as he looked around the room for confirmation. Monica nodded. They were all waiting. Slowly, Steve began removing his shoes and socks, exposing the pantyhose on his feet. Then came his sport coat, followed by his pants and shirt. As he removed each item, Diane took it and threw it into the back corner of the room. Steve felt very exposed and nervous standing in front of them like he was, just wearing his bra, panties, and pantyhose. He looked around at all of them. They all seemed to be looking at him with different expressions on their faces. None of them looked truly happy though. “Uh…can I get dressed now?”  
 
      
 
    “No!” Monica replied sternly. “I want to know who took my wedding ring. I know you didn’t break into my place alone. Where is it?”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s jaw dropped. “Your wedding ring?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s what I said. Where is it?”  
 
      
 
    “I…I…don’t know. I didn’t take anything.”  
 
      
 
    “Liar! You took my computer. And there’s some other jewelry I had that’s missing too. I don’t care that much about the other stuff, but I want that ring back!”  
 
    “I didn’t take it. I swear!”  
 
      
 
    Monica stared angrily at him for a few moments. She finally spoke. “Actually, I don’t care who took it, you or your friend,” she told him. “Because as far as I’m concerned, you’re the one who’s responsible…for all of it!” she suddenly shouted. Her voice backed down in volume again, but there was no doubt about how angry she was. “And since you are the one who’s responsible, then you’re the one who I’m going to hold accountable for it.”  
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t sure he liked what that could possibly mean. “Haven’t you done enough to me already? I said I was sorry. I even sent you flowers!”  
 
      
 
    The menace in Monica’s voice was absolutely real. “Steve, I…haven’t even begun to punish you for it yet. I…haven’t even started. And believe me, you have no idea how angry I am. You have no idea how much what you did hurt me. And you have no idea how badly I’d like to kill you right now.” Her voice grew quieter, and the menace in it was even more. “And you wouldn’t be the first man that I’ve killed in my life.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was shocked. Not the first man that she had killed? She had to be kidding! In fact, most likely, it was nothing but an empty threat. But still….   
 
      
 
    The two of them stared at each other for a few moments. Then Monica finally looked away. She pulled a piece of paper around on her desk to where he would be able to see it. “Get your panty covered ass over here,” she ordered. “Sign it!” she said as she set a pen down on top of it.  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at the paper and nearly died. It was a confession that he had been the one to destroy Monica’s apartment, and he was the one who stole her things. “I…can’t!” he said.   
 
      
 
    “Sign it!” Monica ordered again.  
 
      
 
    But Steve just stood there and shook his head. “I could lose my job. Everything!”  
 
      
 
    “You’re damn right you could lose everything!” Monica yelled as she got to her feet. “Of course, you didn’t care one bit about what I would lose because of what you did. You didn’t care one bit about anyone…except your own stupid flaky self!” Her arm lashed out pointing towards Ruth and Carla. “They know you were the one responsible. We all know you were the one who did it. They’ll all back me up if I need it. The only ones who don’t know, is the police!” Her voice backed down slightly. “And from prior experience, I’ve found the police to be mostly useless.” She backed up away from him slightly. “Now sign that damn confession, and you better hope I never have any reason from you to actually turn it over to the police. Because you know I will. I have no real reason not to! The only reason I’m not doing it now, is because I’ve been less than happy with the police in the past. But I have no doubt that you wouldn’t be happy with whatever they do to you if you don’t sign it now…or if you don’t do what we tell you to from now on.” Her hand pointed to the document on her desk. “Now sign it, damn you!”  
 
      
 
    Steve stared at her for a moment. Did she really mean it when she had said she wasn’t going to turn it over to the police? He could only hope. But one way or another, he was screwed. He leaned over and grabbed the pen. He read the document briefly, then signed his name to it. “There!” he said. “Happy now?”  
 
      
 
    “Not really,” Monica replied, her voice obviously still very angry with him. But she sounded somewhat calmer.  
 
      
 
    “Can I get dressed and go now?”  
 
      
 
    But it was Carla that replied instead. “Why Stevie, of course not. The party for today is just getting started. We haven’t had any fun yet.”  
 
      
 
    Steve turned to her quickly. “Fun?”  
 
      
 
    “Guess what we’re going to do?” Diane said as she reached into a drawer in her desk.  
 
      
 
    Steve’s fear went into overdrive as he saw her pull out a camera and hold it up.  
 
      
 
    “And you’re going to pose and act like you love it,” Monica told him menacingly, “or a lot of people are going to find out what you’ve been up to…including the police.” Her voice positively dripped with menace as she added, “Now you wouldn’t want that to happen, would you?”  
 
      
 
    “No! Please…no…” Steve started to beg.  
 
      
 
    But instead of answering, the other women all got to their feet.  
 
      
 
    Diane opened the door behind him and peeked out. “All clear she said, swinging the door open wide. She grabbed Steve’s arm and pulled him out of the office into the large open room behind.  
 
      
 
    “You will smile and act like you like it,” Monica ordered as Diane began snapping pictures.  
 
      
 
    “But I don’t like it,” Steve protested.  
 
      
 
    “I know,” Monica replied, smiling evilly. “That’s the point. That’s why I want you to do it.”  
 
      
 
    “But I can’t…” Steve protested again.  
 
      
 
    “Stevie,” Monica replied. “We’re going to be here till we get what we want, no matter how long it takes. So the sooner you start cooperating with us and do what we want, the less chance there is of the police getting that confession you just signed for us. Do you want the police involved?”   
 
      
 
    Steve looked around the room and then toward the door. The last thing he wanted was to be arrested. Once again he had no choice. Doing his best to put a smile on his face, he began posing for all the pictures while Carla and Ruth put him into various sexy positions to fully show off what he was wearing. All the while, Diane kept snapping pictures and Steve prayed that no one would ever see that confession he had just signed.  
 
      
 
    Then Monica had Steve remove his bra, showing off the tan lines he had gotten in Saint Thomas. More pictures were taken.  
 
      
 
    Finally, Monica decided that they had enough and Steve was allowed to get dressed again. As he was dressing, Monica dropped another little bomb on him. “Oh Stevie…I hope you don’t have any plans for this weekend, because I’m afraid you’re going to be rather busy.”  
 
      
 
    “I am?” Steve asked.  
 
      
 
    “Mm-hmm,” Monica nodded. “You’re going to spend all weekend cleaning my apartment for me. And I know you know where I live.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Steve answered. Thinking about it, he figured that in the end, that was only fair – considering how he had messed the place up.  
 
      
 
    Diane walked up behind him again, “And make sure you wear one of your sexy new outfits for us while you clean.” She giggled.   
 
      
 
    Monica looked back in surprise. “I hadn’t thought of that.”  
 
      
 
    “No!” Diane suddenly corrected herself. “Tell you what, I’ll meet you at your place in the morning and I’ll pick out what I want you to wear. How does that sound?” she asked Monica.  
 
      
 
    “I love it!” Monica replied with approval.   
 
      
 
    “See you in the morning then,” Diane told Steve as she turned and headed out the office door.  
 
      
 
    Steve had a feeling that his weekend wasn’t going to be fun.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    That night, Karen finally got the email from Susan with her new instructions. As always, she did as she was told and phoned Susan immediately. She spent a long time on the phone with Susan as Susan did some reprogramming to her personality, along with giving her some very detailed instructions.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 20.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t wake up Saturday morning – Karen did. And as per her instructions from Susan, she would make sure that Steve remained solidly asleep for most of the day. And it was a day that she was very much looking forward to. She had to go and clean Monica’s apartment. After her phone call with Susan last night, cleaning was one of the things she loved to do most in life – along with humiliating Steve, who unfortunately wasn’t going to get to participate in anything today.  
 
      
 
    As she showered and shaved herself smooth, she hummed an old song to herself – “I enjoy being a girl.” It was going to be a great day because she was going to get to be a girl for most of it. Diane was coming soon to help her pick out what to wear to clean in for the day, but her first big question was, what should she wear when Diane arrived? Something pretty and feminine for sure. She only hoped that she would like whatever else that Diane picked out for her to wear later.  
 
      
 
    She dumped the two suitcases that still held all her pretty clothes out on the bed and sorted through them. She chose the simple red skirt outfit that she had worn in St. Thomas because it was cute and comfortable. Then she found all her makeup and did her best with it. When she was done, she looked at all her pretty clothes jumbled on the bed. That wasn’t where she really wanted them. She began hanging everything that needed to be hung into the closet. She had to make room for most of them by pulling out some of Steve’s older clothes that he didn’t wear much and dumping them into a heap on the floor. She did the same with the things that needed to go into the dresser. When she was done, she piled Steve’s clothes that she had thrown into the pile into one of the suitcases and put them away. She felt much better now that her closet and dresser held mostly her clothes. Why did guys have to have such boring clothes anyway? Absolutely uninteresting. Her things were much nicer.  
 
      
 
    While she waited for Diane, she made the bed, probably neater than it had been made in a very long time. Then she began cleaning the apartment. By her estimation, it really needed it.  
 
      
 
    When Diane knocked on Steve’s door, she thought she heard the sound of a vacuum cleaner being turned off inside. Steve was about to spend the day cleaning Monica’s apartment, why would he be cleaning his own now? But when the door opened, she was totally shocked at what she saw. Steve was dressed completely femininely and was smiling and looking like he was really happy. “Steve…” she started, staring at the feminized guy in front of her. “Umm…you look…good.”  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Diane,” Steve replied, seeming to sound really happy about her compliment. “Come on in.”   
 
      
 
    Was it her imagination, or was there something different about his voice? Diane entered his apartment, but couldn’t take her eyes off of him.  
 
      
 
    “I was just cleaning up a bit,” Steve told her. “The place needs it, don’t you think?”  
 
      
 
    Diane barely looked away from Steve and could only nod her head.   
 
      
 
    “Come on,” Steve continued, leading the way toward his bedroom, “I hung everything in my closet this morning. I can’t wait to pick out something interesting to wear.”  
 
      
 
    Diane followed him into his bedroom, totally unsure what to make of the person in front of her. She had expected him to be apprehensive over what was about to happen or at least show a bit of nervousness, but instead, the “person” in front of her was bubbly and happy and excited about it all. From what she thought she knew about Steve, it wasn’t making sense.  
 
      
 
    Steve led the way to his closet. “I hung everything up in here earlier so it would be easier to see.” He then started pulling various items out and holding them up for Diane. “What do you think, should I wear this…or this?”  
 
      
 
    Diane was so confused she didn’t know what to say. “Umm…what’s going on?” she finally asked. “I thought you didn’t like all this.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, normally I don’t,” Karen replied. “But today I do,” she added happily. Then she went back to pulling things out, “This or this?”  
 
      
 
    Diane just stared at Steve for a few seconds then finally turned to look at the items he was holding up. She still didn’t know what to make of it all. Steve was acting completely crazy.  
 
    “Tell you what,” she finally said, “wear what you have on, but pack several other outfits so  
 
      
 
    you can change later if we want you to.”  
 
      
 
    Steve seemed to become even more excited. “That’s a great idea! What shall we bring?”  
 
      
 
    “You pick a few things,” Diane replied, not at all sure she wanted to really pursue the plan with the way Steve was acting. She was so unnerved by Steve’s behavior that she really just wanted to get out of there. “Tell you what, I’ll just meet you at Monica’s. Okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Great!” Steve replied, going back to his closet and happily sorting through the different clothes in there.  
 
      
 
    Diane headed for the door to get out of there, but the moment she heard Steve start singing, “I enjoy being a girl,” she nearly ran.  
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    A little while later, Diane entered Monica’s apartment. “Where’s Steve?” Monica asked, realizing that her friend had come alone.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, he’ll be along in a little while I’m sure. But I’m telling you now, you’d better brace yourself!”  
 
      
 
    “What for?”  
 
      
 
    Diane just shook her head. “You’ll see when he gets here. You’ll see. Frankly, I don’t know what to make of it.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t get to Monica’s house until nearly half an hour later. In fact, by the time he did get there, Monica was beginning to think he wasn’t coming. But since Diane wouldn’t tell her anything else about what happened at Steve’s apartment, she wasn’t at all prepared for Steve’s arrival. And she was just as flabbergasted as Diane was when a very excited and happy Steve came through her door, dressed in a flirty red skirt outfit, dragging his suitcase behind him.   
 
      
 
    “Sorry I’m late,” Steve practically gushed as he walked in. “I didn’t know what clothes to bring so I packed a bunch of stuff.”  
 
      
 
    Monica was totally surprised by his appearance, especially since it was the first time she had seen him fully dressed. But she was much more surprised by his attitude. Instead of being reluctant and acting humiliated, he seemed as happy as he could be. She looked over at Diane questioningly.  
 
      
 
    “I told you,” Diane said.   
 
      
 
    Monica looked back at Steve again. “Nice outfit you picked out for him Diane.”  
 
      
 
    “I didn’t pick it,” Diane replied. “That’s how he was dressed when I got there.”  
 
      
 
    Monica raised her eyebrows in surprise again.  
 
      
 
    “Can I start cleaning now?” Steve asked like he couldn’t wait.  
 
      
 
    Once again Monica was taken aback by his attitude and could only nod. “The vacuum cleaners in…” she pointed toward the hall closet.  
 
    “Great!” Steve replied as he made a beeline for her closet and pulled the machine out.  
 
      
 
    Monica and Diane sat side by side on her couch and watched in amazement as Steve began vacuuming the apartment. “Is he singing?” Monica noted after a few minutes, unsure over the noise of the vacuum cleaner. She couldn’t hear him that well, but it sure looked like he was happy and singing away like there was nothing better in the world.  
 
      
 
    “I think he’s singing, ‘I enjoy being a girl,’” Diane replied. “That’s what he was singing when I left him this morning.” Still totally unsure what to make of any of it, Diane pulled out her cell phone and dialed a number. “Carla? This is Diane.” … “Yeah, I’m at Monica’s. Get over here as fast as you can. You’ve got to see this!”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked over at her friend and nodded her approval. “Call Ruth too.”  
 
      
 
    A little while later, Steve had finished with the vacuum and was just about to start on Monica’s already spotless kitchen when someone knocked on the apartment door. “I’ll get it,” Steve called out. Monica and Diane were once again flabbergasted at what he was doing.  
 
      
 
    Steve pulled the front door open, and when he saw who it was, put a big smile on his face and said, “Hi Carla. I’m so glad you’re here. Monica and Diane are watching me clean. Come on in.”  
 
      
 
    Carla’s first instinct was to laugh when she saw Steve completely dressed up, but there was something about his attitude that made her stop and just stare for a moment. For some unknown reason, it looked like Steve was liking everything he was doing. She entered the apartment. “What did you do to him,” she asked Monica and Diane.  
 
      
 
    “We didn’t do anything,” Diane answered. “He’s been this way since I knocked on his door earlier this morning.”  
 
      
 
    Carla looked back at Steve who was now wiping down Monica’s counters and was humming to himself while he cleaned. “I’ve got to admit, the outfit he’s wearing is kind of cute on him.  
 
    He looks totally ridiculous in it of course, but it still looks cute on him.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it does,” Monica agreed. “He looks ridiculous, and not too bad…all at the same time.”  
 
      
 
    Carla looked around Monica’s apartment. “How long has he been at it? The place looks spotless.”  
 
      
 
    “It was spotless before he started,” Diane answered.   
 
      
 
    Monica looked a bit ashamed. “I can’t help it lately,” she replied.  
 
    “Not much of a challenge for him then,” Carla noted. “Or a punishment either.”  
 
      
 
    Monica just shrugged her shoulders. “Like I said, I can’t help it. I’m much more fanatical about it than I used to be.”  
 
      
 
    Carla smiled at her. “I understand.”  
 
      
 
    Diane was still watching Steve. “The way he’s acting, I think you’re right. This doesn’t seem like it’s much of a punishment for him at all.”  
 
      
 
    They all watched Steve again. He was still humming happily to himself and almost dancing as he cleaned the kitchen. “Yeah,” Monica finally agreed. “I don’t really understand it. I was so sure he wouldn’t like all this. Instead, it’s almost as if he loves it.”  
 
      
 
    “I think he does love it,” Carla decided.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, this is doing nothing at all to punish him,” Diane agreed. “Hey, I’ve got an idea, let’s look through the other clothes he brought with him and see if we can find something more interesting, or uncomfortable, for him to wear.”  
 
      
 
    Monica’s face seemed to brighten. “Good idea!”  
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, Diane lifted Steve’s suitcase onto the bed and started pulling clothes out of it so they could all see what he had packed. Carla immediately seized the gold shoes that Steve had once worn to the club in St. Thomas. “Oh God,” she exclaimed, “I love these.” She looked at them closely. “Too bad they’re not in my size.”  
 
      
 
    Monica pulled the gold dress out of the suitcase. “Looks like this goes with them. I guess we have our first outfit for him to show us.”  
 
      
 
    “Looks good to me,” Diane replied. Then she giggled. “I can’t wait…. Oh, let me get the camera from my purse. I want some pictures.”  
 
      
 
    Carla giggled. “Yeah, get some of the outfit he has on now too. It’s cute.”  
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Diane was snapping pictures of Steve cleaning, and Steve was striking pose after pose as if he loved it.  
 
      
 
    “There’s something wrong here,” Carla noted quietly.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, there is,” Monica agreed.  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Diane said to Steve, “time for another outfit.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh good!” Steve replied gladly. “What did you pick?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, definitely something wrong,” Monica muttered.  
 
      
 
    Diane snapped picture after picture of Steve in various outfits, while Steve smiled, and laughed, and posed, and cleaned. He was loving it. The girls were enjoying watching him, but they still couldn’t figure out why he suddenly seemed to be enjoying himself so much. Too much in fact.  
 
      
 
    Someone knocked on the door and once again Steve offered to see who it was. “Ruth!” the girls heard him exclaim happily as he opened the door. “Come on in. We’re having a great time today.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth followed Steve into the room and began glancing back and forth between Steve and the other women. Finally she had to ask. “What happened?”  
 
      
 
    “You tell us.” Carla replied.  
 
      
 
    “He’s been like this since I went to his place this morning.” Diane added. “You should have seen the outfit he had on when I got there.”  
 
      
 
    “It was cute,” Monica noted. “We have pictures.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth glanced around the small apartment. “It looks spotless. At least he’s doing a good job.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, he’s doing a good job alright, but it was this way when he got here,” Carla replied.  
 
      
 
    “Humph! Not much of a punishment then.”  
 
      
 
    “No, probably not,” Monica admitted. “I’m sorry! I just can’t help it. I like it clean! Okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Monica, that’s a good thing!” Diane said. “Don’t worry yourself about it. We’re just wondering about Steve in there. Okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” Monica apologized.  
 
      
 
    “Ha!” Ruth snorted. “If you want to punish him by making him clean something, send him over to my house someday. That’ll keep him busy. Between the kids and my husband, it stays a mess!”  
 
      
 
    Monica seemed to think about that for a moment. “I guess we could do that if you want.” “I truly wish we could!” Ruth replied. “But with the kids and my husband, I don’t want him anywhere near them!”  
 
      
 
    Diane jumped on the idea though. “I wouldn’t mind having him do my place for me.”  
 
      
 
    “What the hell,” Carla added, “I hate cleaning. He can do mine too for that matter.”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked at Diane and Carla, and smiled. “I guess he’s going to be busy then, isn’t he.”  
 
      
 
    The three women sat and watched Steve spraying polish on the furniture and then dusting. He was still humming to himself. His actions were anything but masculine and he seemed to be enjoying himself way too much. It was Carla who finally put it into words. “That’s not Steve.”  
 
      
 
    The others looked at her. “What do you mean?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve dated Steve too many times in the past. I know him pretty well. And that’s not him.”  
 
      
 
    “Of course it’s him,” Monica replied. “Who else can it be?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. But I’m telling you, that’s not him.”  
 
      
 
    The four women sat and watched Steve for a few more minutes. “So what happened to him?” Ruth finally asked.   
 
      
 
    The silence was long as they all sat and wondered. But finally it was Monica who spoke. “The Sorceress.” The others looked at her. “It has to be. She didn’t want me to punish Steve. She wants me to leave him alone. So somehow, she’s done this to him. Instead of punishing him, it’s almost like we’re rewarding him. He’s loving it! It has to be the Sorceress!”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe you’re right,” said Diane. “But how?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. How has she done everything else?”  
 
      
 
    The women all sat and pondered that for a few moments. Finally, Ruth got up to leave.  
 
    “Well, I’m out of here. I’ve got kids at home. Let me know what’s going on.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was late in the afternoon when Karen finally got back to her own apartment. She was still jubilant over the wonderful day she had just had, and it really had been a blast. She had gotten to clean Monica’s apartment, and not only that, she had gotten to model a lot of her new clothes. She couldn’t think of a better way to spend the day.  
 
      
 
    She knew she was supposed to return her body back to Steve again when she got home, but as she looked around the apartment, she realized that it really could use a good cleaning too. She hung all her clothes back up in the closet again and got down to cleaning.   
 
      
 
    Finally, the apartment was spotless. She logged into Steve’s computer and sent an email telling Susan about the magnificent day she had just had. By the time she was done, the sun was going down and it was getting late. She sighed. Susan had said that she had to return control back to Steve. There was no reason left to delay that. Oh well, there was always tomorrow. She smiled at that thought. She was going to get to do it all again at Diane’s apartment tomorrow, and then she was going to get to do Carla’s place on Monday night. She got undressed, laid down on the bed, closed her eyes and woke Steve up.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve rolled over and opened his eyes. The light in the room was dim. The sun must have been just coming up. He glanced at the clock next to his bed, then glanced at it again. Almost eight thirty? Then he looked closer…PM. He groaned, it wasn’t even fully light yet. His clock must be wrong. He got up and turned on his TV. The evening programs were on. Puzzled, he went and found his watch. It confirmed the time on his bedside clock. And his apartment was still getting darker. The sun was going down. He had slept through the entire day!   
 
      
 
    Then he remembered something else – Monica! He was supposed to clean her apartment and if he didn’t do whatever she said, she could ruin him. Panicked, he grabbed his phone and called her. “Monica! I’m so sorry. I know I was supposed to be there this morning to clean your place, but I just woke up now. I don’t know what happened! Please don’t do anything bad.”  
 
      
 
    Monica was completely puzzled. “Steve, what are you talking about? What do you mean you just woke up? You’ve been here all day!”  
 
      
 
    “I have?”  
 
      
 
    “Of course you have. We all saw you here, cleaning and posing for pictures – all day.”  
 
      
 
    “But I just now got out of bed. I’m not even dressed yet!”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie, you were here. Remember?”  
 
      
 
    “No…I don’t remember. How could I have been there if I just now got out of bed?” “Stevie, I don’t have a clue what you’re talking about. We’ll see you tomorrow at Diane’s place. Now goodnight!”   
 
      
 
    The phone connection clicking shut startled him. He had been at Monica’s all day? Tomorrow at Diane’s? He didn’t remember any of it. He realized that once again he had lost a lot of time. What was happening to him? Maybe what he needed was a good doctor. Losing time and not remembering could be a sign of something serious. Or had the witch been at work on him again. That was probably the more likely answer. What had she done to him now? All he knew for sure was that he was still a pawn in a very cruel game. And he had no way to solve that problem.  
 
      
 
    His stomach growled. He headed into his kitchen to make something to eat. As he looked around, he noticed how good his apartment looked, almost like it had just had a thorough cleaning. What had gone on all day?  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan smiled as she read every word of Karen’s email. Monica and her friends had tried to punish Steve, but they had unknowingly been faced with Karen instead. By Karen’s description, Monica and her friends didn’t know what had happened. They weren’t at all satisfied by their attempts to humiliate Steve.   
 
      
 
    Monica may have won the first round in the battle by making Steve wear panties, pantyhose, and now a bra under his clothes all the time, but that was only because Karen hadn’t been able to get her email in time. But Susan had definitely won this round. And Monica would soon find out that Karen couldn’t be punished – in any way. No matter what they asked her to do, Karen would love it.   
 
      
 
    Monica may not fully realize it yet, but she was now locked into a battle of wits…with the Sorceress!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 21.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Diane was too excited to sleep late so she was up and out of bed early. She really loved the games they were playing with Steve, and today Steve was supposed spend all day cleaning her apartment for her. She was expecting it to be fun and couldn’t wait. The only odd thing was how much he had seemed to enjoy it all at Monica’s place yesterday. But that didn’t matter, she loved the games anyway.  
 
      
 
    She looked around her apartment. It wasn’t as spotless as Monica’s apartment was, but still it was fairly neat and clean. There was no way she could ever let it be worse than it was. She had company coming over, and besides, she did have her pride. Actually though, the only one who was supposed to stop by was Monica. Ruth had her family to be with, and Carla was supposed to get Steve to do her place Monday night.   
 
      
 
    But despite that, since Steve was supposed to be coming by to clean, she still wandered around looking for some way to mess her apartment up a bit. She tried pulling out some pots and pans and leaving them out on the counter for him to put away, but they were already clean and it didn’t seem like much of a task for him. Finally, she decided that maybe she would get him to cook for her, then clean that up. That would work much better. She looked in her refrigerator. Luckily it hadn’t been too long since she had been grocery shopping, and she had plenty of food.  
 
      
 
    She walked back to her bedroom closet and opened the trunk that was in there – all her bondage toys she had collected. Yeah, it was going to be a fun day! At least she hoped it would be a fun day. She had mentioned once to Monica that she enjoyed a little bondage sometimes, and Monica had let her tie Steve a few times, but the others didn’t know. What would they think of her if they found out? When they found out, because as far as Diane was concerned, today with Steve could be a once in a lifetime opportunity that she just couldn’t pass up. She still worried about what the other women would think.   
 
      
 
    The waiting until Steve arrived seemed to drag by. She continually looked out the window, watching for him, hoping that he would be early, but looking back at the clock told her how silly she was. It wasn’t just early, it was way too early. But still, she watched and waited.  
 
      
 
     Finally, she saw his car drive up. She glanced at the clock again, he was early, but only by fifteen minutes. She watched as Steve got out of his car. She watched as he pulled his suitcase out of the back seat. She watched as he looked around to make sure there were no other cars coming before he crossed the parking lot. He was wearing another short skirt, this time with a light pink top and some kind of cork wedge shoes on his feet. She wondered briefly how he would look in that outfit with a wig. Could he possibly pass as a girl? Not a chance! It didn’t take much for her to see that. But still, watching him walk towards her apartment, the outfit did look kind of nice on him. Just like that flirty little red outfit he had worn the day before.   
 
      
 
    As she watched him heading for her apartment, she had to wonder if maybe he was moving more femininely than before. She wasn’t sure so she chalked that one up to her imagination. She went out to the balcony to greet him.  
 
      
 
    Steve noticed Diane coming out of her apartment and waved excitedly to her. Diane was struck again by how much he seemed to be enjoying this – when he should be hating it. She waited while he dragged his suitcase up the stairs.   
 
      
 
    “Hi Diane,” Steve said as he finally got to the upper level where her apartment was.   
 
      
 
    “Hey Steve,” she replied, looking him over critically. Yeah, it was kind of a cute outfit he was wearing. And his makeup looked somewhat acceptable. It all combined to make the whole outfit look somewhat good on him. He just needed a wig…or maybe not. As obvious as it was that he was a man wearing women’s clothes, there was the chance that the wig might make him look more like a girl, and that would take away too much of the humiliation he felt – or the humiliation he was supposed to be feeling, because once again it was all too obvious that he wasn’t feeling much humiliation at all. Why did he seem to be enjoying himself so much? He wasn’t supposed to be!  
 
      
 
    No matter, she had a few things in the trunk in her closet that should take care of that little problem.  
 
      
 
    As soon as Steve got through the door, he asked, “Would you like me to vacuum first, or dust?”  
 
      
 
    Diane just smiled as she led the way into her bedroom, crooking her finger for him to follow. She went straight to the trunk in her closet and opened it. Rummaging around, she pulled out a wide pink leather collar with a large D ring in the front. “This should go well with your top,” she said as she held it up for Steve to see.  
 
      
 
    Steve giggled, “Yeah, it’ll be perfect!”  
 
      
 
    Diane blinked in surprise. Had he just giggled? Once again she was struck by how much Steve seemed to be enjoying himself – and again she wondered why. She got behind Steve and fastened the collar around his neck with the D ring in front. Then she went back to her trunk and pulled out a small padlock. When she turned around, Steve was posing, trying to show off his new collar. Almost angrily, she snapped the lock shut so he couldn’t get the collar off – and all Steve did was to giggle again. Diane went back to her trunk and pulled out a pair of padded cuffs and locked them around his wrists. They were followed by a length of chain a little over two feet long that went from one cuff, through the D ring in his collar, then to the other wrist cuff. She padlocked the chain to the cuffs. Steve would now have to have one hand up against his throat to extend the other hand, and that hand could only extend part way out.   
 
      
 
    “That should make whatever you do today a little more difficult!” she told him decidedly. But again Steve was giggling as if he loved it. She watched as he pulled one hand out and then the other, over and over again. His attitude made Diane somewhat angry, so she went back to her chest and a minute later Steve’s ankles were joined by another chain that left him only a few inches for walking. Steve would have to shuffle around her apartment while he attempted to clean it.  
 
      
 
    “Now,” she said to him, finally feeling more in control, “go clean!”  
 
      
 
    But as Steve shuffled and tottered his way toward her living room, she could hear giggles escaping from him every few feet. She could only stare and wonder what was wrong with him. “Stop laughing!” she ordered. But that just brought a louder guffaw that Steve tried to stifle but couldn’t. The fact that he seemed to be loving it so much was definitely irritating her. Maybe trying to work for a while in the chains he was wearing would finally take the smile off his face. She could only hope.  
 
      
 
    But a little while later, she was sitting in her chair watching Steve trying to vacuum her rug, when she caught him laughing again. He would stretch one arm out, pushing the cleaner with it, then he would extend his other arm to grab it and pull it back. It looked like he was playing some kind of game with it. His laughter and the fact that he seemed to be enjoying his predicament so much was definitely getting to her.   
 
      
 
    She went back to the trunk in her closet. When she came back again, she held what she had gotten behind her back so Steve couldn’t see it. She grabbed the vacuum cleaner from him and turned it off. “Open wide!” she ordered. The look of puzzlement on Steve’s face was by far the most satisfying thing she had seen yet that morning. But Steve dutifully opened his mouth. “Wider!” she said as she brought the ball gag up to his lips and pushed. “Wider!” she had to order again. The ball gag was so big that Steve could barely get it through his teeth. Once the ball was in place, she quickly fastened and locked it behind his head. “There! Maybe now you won’t be laughing so much.”  
 
      
 
    Steve made a sound like he was trying to answer her, but the only thing that came out was a muffled humming sound. Steve’s eyes went wide. He tried to speak again and again only an odd little hum came out. Diane’s satisfaction was finally complete. “Now you can go back to work.”  
 
      
 
    Steve made another humming sound to answer, then more sounds as he turned around to start cleaning again. And Diane realized that he was laughing behind his gag. He was loving that too. What was wrong with him? Fuming, she went back to her chair to sit and watch him. He looked ridiculous…dressed as a girl, his hands chained to the collar at his throat, his lipsticked mouth stretched wide open by the ball gag, and his feet tethered so he only had a few inches for walking. And he was loving it! The more she tried to make him miserable, the more he seemed to like it.   
 
      
 
    The doorbell rang. That should be Monica she thought. But as she got up to get it, Steve switched off the vacuum cleaner and made sounds as if to say, “I’ll get it.” She watched as he quickly tried to shuffle his way toward her door. The doorbell rang a second time before he could get there to open it.   
 
      
 
    Monica blinked, and stared, and blinked again, and kept staring. Steve, dressed in another short skirt outfit, had his hands chained to a collar on his neck, and a big ball gag stuck in his mouth, and he was making all kinds of muffled noises as he rocked his head and half his body back and forth as if the entire affair was nothing but hilarious. And when he moved back so she could get in, she noticed that his ankles had been chained so closely together that he could hardly walk.   
 
      
 
    Her mouth stuck open and unable to take her eyes off of him, she entered the apartment. She stood still and watched as he closed the door behind her, then shuffled his way further into the apartment, still acting like he was having the best time in the world. Monica just stood there by the door, her mouth open, watching and wondering what was going on.   
 
      
 
    “Come on in, Monica,” Diane called from the living room where Steve was just then getting to the vacuum cleaner in the middle of the room.  
 
      
 
    Monica forced herself to move, but she still couldn’t take her eyes off of Steve. The vacuum suddenly kicked to life, and she watched as Steve attempted to vacuum, bound up as he was. It was nothing but bizarre! Everything she had seen since the door opened had been nothing but bizarre.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s go to the kitchen where we can talk,” Diane suggested over the noise of the vacuum.  
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t even nod. Still wide-eyed, she followed Diane into the kitchen. The noise was somewhat quieter. “You said you enjoyed a little bit of bondage sometimes,” Monica said, “but I didn’t expect the chains and stuff.”  
 
      
 
    Diane blushed. “Does it bother you too much? I can remove them. I just thought…well…I enjoy it. And since Steve here is kind of under our thumb, so to speak…. Well, I guess he’s supposed to be under our thumb. Although I’m not sure how much that is right now. Anyway, I just thought, why not.”  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Monica shook her head. “I just didn’t expect….”  
 
      
 
    Diane quickly placed her hand on Monica’s arm. “I’ll get rid of all the chains and stuff, real quick.”  
 
      
 
    “No!” Monica replied. “I mean, it’s okay as far as I’m concerned. If it’s something you enjoy then…well…I guess, why not. Besides, he’s supposed to be here to work for you today. I don’t care how you want him to do it. I guess that’s up to you.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re sure you don’t mind?”  
 
      
 
    “No. Like I said, it’s up to you today. It just surprised me, that’s all.”  
 
      
 
    Diane smiled shyly. “I was just trying to make him a little…less comfortable today. But so far….” She turned to watch Steve trying to vacuum again and shook her head. “It’s like yesterday. No matter what I do to him, he seems to love it. I just don’t understand.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t either,” Monica replied, “but I’m beginning to gain a healthy respect for this Sorceress woman…whoever she is.”  
 
      
 
    “Coffee?” Diane asked as she headed for the coffee pot.   
 
      
 
    “Please,” Monica replied as she took a seat at the table where she could still watch Steve.   
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Diane delivered a fresh cup of coffee to Monica, and sat down with her own cup. “How do you think she’s doing it?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    Monica had been mostly watching Steve trying to work and hadn’t paid much attention to Diane’s question. “Doing it? Who doing what?”  
 
      
 
    “I mean the Sorceress. How is she making him enjoy it so much?”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “I don’t know. But I’m not sure Steve actually knows what he’s doing.”  
 
      
 
    “Well I would think that much is obvious. He’s dressed as a girl, and cleaning my apartment while wearing chains, and he seems to be loving every bit of it. Of course he doesn’t know what he’s doing.”  
 
      
 
    “No,” Monica replied. “I don’t think Steve knows what he’s doing.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s what you just said.”  
 
      
 
    “No. He called me last night. Fairly late last night. And he thought he had missed coming to my place to clean yesterday. He didn’t seem to remember any of it. At least, he didn’t sound like he did. But I wouldn’t put it past him to try to make it look like he didn’t remember it, when he did remember it perfectly.”  
 
      
 
    “What for?”  
 
      
 
    “So we wouldn’t think he was really enjoying himself that much.”  
 
      
 
    Diane tried to take that in. “And what about the Sorceress?”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “I just don’t know. Maybe there is no Sorceress. Maybe it’s all just Steve trying to make us think there is.”  
 
      
 
    “Why would he do that?”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head again. “I have no idea. Maybe he just wants everyone to think there is, so he can use it as a lame excuse for what he likes doing.”  
 
      
 
    “You mean like dressing in drag all the time?”  
 
      
 
    Monica nodded. “Why not? It’s the best answer I can come up with right now.”  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “I just don’t know. I only went out with him the once, and that was a long time ago. But I’ve known him a little ever since then, and I never got the least little notion that he was like that.”  
 
      
 
    “Well look at him!” Monica countered. “What else are we supposed to think?”  
 
      
 
    Diane watched Steve for a few more moments and could only agree. Evidently, Steve really was that way…and it was only just now coming out. “I guess it’s just this deal with the Sorceress that has me so confused,” she finally said. “Why bother? He has to know that nobody in their right mind would ever believe it.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” Monica replied. “But I guess there are stranger things in this world than someone making up lame excuses for what they want to do.”  
 
      
 
    “So if he really does like all this so much, what do we do about it? We’re not punishing him at all. He’s…in heaven for heaven’s sake.”  
 
      
 
    Monica nodded. “I’m not sure what to do yet. I’ll have to think about it. But right now, since he seems to love it so much, I’m half inclined to try giving it to him…with both barrels. We’ll see how much he likes it then. And his stupid job be damned!”  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean? What do you want to do?”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “I’m really not sure yet. I haven’t had time to really figure it all out. Let me consider it for a while first.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Since Monica didn’t really trust Steve’s cooking, and Diane couldn’t seem to remember anyone mentioning that Steve could cook, Diane fixed lunch for herself and Monica, but they had Steve deliver it to the table. Awkwardly picking up the first plate, Steve, or rather Karen, held it in both hands, then bent over a little, with drool dripping out of her gagged mouth, she made the same noise over and over again with each quick shuffling step she took towards the table. “Uh, uh, uh, uh, uh, uh, uh, uh…” It was actually funny to her since she was trying to run and make train noises as she hurried. The gag in her mouth just didn’t let those noises come out properly – which was hilarious in itself. She delivered the plate in front of Monica. Then she stood up straight and made a bunch of noises through her gag like she was talking – all the while rolling her eyes, waving her arms around in the air, and cocking her body back and forth like she was animatedly saying something funny. She finally wiped the drool from her mouth with her arm, and shuffled back to the counter for the second plate, again pretending she was a train on a track and making the same noises. As far as she was concerned, it was hilarious! She delivered the second plate to Diane in exactly the same manner she had with Monica’s plate, including the funny animated talking afterwards. Then, extending her left hand, which brought her right hand up to her neck, she did her best to shuffle sideways back toward the living room while she waved with her extended hand. It was so funny! Karen was having a blast!  
 
      
 
    “You’re absolutely right,” Monica said, still watching Steve shuffle sideways away. “This isn’t working at all!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    By midafternoon, Diane couldn’t take anymore. She called Steve into her bedroom where she removed the gag and chains.  
 
      
 
    Steve, or rather Karen, laughed. “That was soooo much fun! Got any more things in there we can try?”  
 
      
 
    Diane was more than angry with Steve’s stupid crazy attitude towards it all. “No! Just get your things and get out of here.”  
 
      
 
    “But it’s early yet,” Steve complained. “I was having fun!”  
 
      
 
    “Get out!” Diane yelled as she pointed toward her door. For the first time all day, she saw Steve’s face look unhappy. Finally! But once again, his reaction was all wrong. She watched as Steve grabbed his purse and his suitcase, and dragged it out the door. What was wrong with that man? But the answer to that question was all too obvious. Everything!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    At nine o’clock that evening, Diane laid a pile of things on her bed. Stark naked, she sat on the bed next to the pile. She stuck the same gag that Steve had worn all day into her mouth and locked it behind her head. Bending at the waist, she grabbed the end of a chain that was fastened to the foot of her bed and wrapped it several times around her crossed ankles, locking it in place with one of several open padlocks she pulled at random from the pile on the bed. Picking up a bar from the pile of things next to her, she painfully spread her knees wide apart and attached the spreader bar, putting a lot of pressure on her bound ankles and forcing her knees wide apart so she would be unable to close them. The pink collar with the ring that Steve had worn all day went around her neck and was also locked in place so she wouldn’t be able to remove it. She locked padded wrist restraints onto each of her wrists. Instead of the short two foot chain that she had made Steve wear all day, she strung a longer four foot chain through the ring in the collar, then attached one end of the chain to her right wrist, still leaving her other arm free.   
 
      
 
    She rolled over and looked at the pile of keys on her night table. With a great deal of difficulty, she stretched and turned out the light, leaving her in darkness. She fished the free end of the chain that ran from her one arm and through her collar, around the top of her headboard, then she locked the end of it to the padded cuff on her free arm.   
 
      
 
    She was now thoroughly bound to her bed. She would be just able to reach the keys, but not without a great deal of difficulty. And if she wasn’t careful, she could knock them all down on the floor and never be able to reach them. As it was, she would have to try key after key to find the one to release the only arm she could reach with before she could unlock any of the other locks. Attempting to do any of it in the dark was impossible…and dangerous. She was stuck there for the night until the sun came up.   
 
      
 
    She felt alive. Bound as she was with her knees forced wide open, she felt vulnerable. She laid there dreaming of some man having his way with her. She dreamed it and writhed in agony and ecstasy all night long. It wasn’t just binding someone else up that she enjoyed so much. That was definitely fun. But what she really wanted was someone to do it to her. To control her. Someone to truly take charge of her…and let her know she was in their hands…and loved.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 22.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The sun was barely up Monday morning when Steve got out of bed. He had woken up late yesterday afternoon, somehow missing the entire day again. He had learned Saturday evening that he was supposed to go to Diane’s house on Sunday to clean for her. Had he? He honestly had no idea. He had been afraid last night to call and find out. If he had gone to Diane’s house yesterday to clean, he supposed he should be grateful that he had no memory of it at all. He should be grateful…but he wasn’t. He was losing a lot of days…or hours…or just plain time lately. And he had no idea what he was doing when it happened. It worried and scared him to no end.  
 
      
 
    And now he had to go to work today. Last Friday Monica had demanded that he not only wear the panties, but pantyhose and a bra as well. Did he still have to? He had no idea. After considering the issue, he finally decided to go with just the panties and pantyhose since they would be easier to hide. The damn bra was a nightmare.   
 
      
 
    He jumped into the shower, then got dressed, but after putting the panties and pantyhose on, his body reached for a bra and put that on as well, despite the fact that he didn’t want to wear the thing. But he just couldn’t find a way to stop himself from doing it. Once again the damn witch was making her demands known…whether he wanted to wear the stupid thing or not. After the bra was in place, he finished getting dressed, once again wearing a sport jacket to hide any telltale bra lines.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica went out of her way to bury herself in work. It was the best thing she could do to keep her mind off of Steve. But the subject of Steve came crashing in on her once again the moment her desk phone rang late that morning and Carla told her that she had just done a panty check on Steve, and he was wearing frilly yellow panties, pantyhose, and a bra. Monica thanked her for letting her know, then hung up.   
 
      
 
    But now the subject of Steve was firmly locked into her mind again, and she didn’t have a clue what to do about it. Whatever the Sorceress had done to him, as far as she could tell, there was no way she could get back at Steve at all for what he had done to her. If there really was a Sorceress, because she still wasn’t convinced that it wasn’t just Steve himself sending the emails to her and pretending. She still wouldn’t put that past him at all.  
 
      
 
    She had been rather shocked the day before when she went to Diane’s apartment and saw Steve in all that bondage stuff. She was glad Diane had never shown any sign of those things while she had stayed there for a few nights. Obviously, Diane was more into it than she thought. It was so bizarre! And yet even that wicked stuff hadn’t fazed Steve’s new personality at all. From everything she had seen, and everything Diane had told her, Steve had continued to absolutely love it – all day! Why? How had the Sorceress done that? It was…impossible! Was Steve really into the kinky bondage stuff too…along with the crossdressing stuff? She had no answers.   
 
      
 
    Tonight, Steve was supposed to go to Carla’s condo and clean for her. She knew that Carla was really looking forward to it. Carla claimed that her place was a mess and she really needed some major help with it. But Monica wondered if maybe there wasn’t more to it than that. Evidently Carla had dated Steve many times in the past.   
 
      
 
    So what should she do about Steve…and the Sorceress? If there was a Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    At the end of the day, Steve turned off his computer and headed out the door with everyone else. He was supposed to show up at Carla’s place in a little while, dressed appropriately…or inappropriately as far as he was concerned…and clean Carla’s place for her. According to Carla when she had checked his damn underwear earlier that morning, she had told him she was expecting him to wear the gold party dress and heels he had worn to the club in Saint Thomas. As much as Steve didn’t want to do it, he had no doubt that somehow, he would do it. Besides, what choice did he have? Show up dressed stupidly and clean her apartment, or let Monica send that written confession to the police so he could go to jail instead. No choice!  
 
      
 
    And as much as Steve would rather not know about it again, like evidently had happened at Monica’s apartment and Diane’s place too, he was also afraid of not knowing, and hoped that for once he would remember it. As far as he was concerned, it was a no-win situation. Just like his entire life lately.   
 
      
 
    On both Saturday and Sunday, he didn’t remember waking up and getting dressed, let alone going out to clean their apartments for them. Would he lose all track of everything as soon as he got home? He hoped not…while a small part of him hoped he would.  
 
      
 
    But when he got home, he found himself still fully in control. He threw a microwave dinner into the oven…and waited to lose control of himself. He ate his dinner, fully expecting to zone out into never-never land again. But once his dinner was finished, he was still fully in control. Breathing a big despondent sigh, he wandered into his bedroom to get dressed to go clean Carla’s apartment – in the stupid gold dress and heels. How…utterly stupid!  
 
      
 
    Once dressed and his face full of makeup, having no pockets, he threw his wallet and keys into one of his purses, and faced his apartment door. He had to go. He had no choice. Was it even dark yet? No, not yet. Not by a long shot. Who would be out there to see him? But what choice did he have? It was either go out and face the world like he was, in a dress that would only attract too much attention, or go to jail. Maybe jail would be the better option.   
 
      
 
    He reached out his hand and opened his door. Taking another big breath for courage, he headed for his car. The moment he closed his door and started walking, he noticed the people down in the parking lot. He didn’t want to see them, but his peripheral vision still found them. He did his best to ignore them and hope they would ignore him as he descended the stairs, but the loud wolf-whistle somehow let him know it wasn’t to be. He purposely looked only at the ground in front of him as he now half-ran towards his car. He had seen women hurrying the way he was, because it was the only way to really run with high heels like he was wearing. As he backed his car up and drove away, he could still see everyone looking at him. Yeah, jail was looking like a much better option just then. He started thinking seriously about moving to a new place. Maybe the South Pole.  
 
      
 
    Once he got to Carla’s condo, he parked the car. He was scared…and he was glad. For once he was fully in charge of himself again. He opened his car door and got out. He looked around and didn’t see anyone else. He looked up toward Carla’s window and saw her looking down at him. And that’s the last memory he had.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane had been right. There was no way around it. As nice as the clothes he was wearing were, and she really loved that gold dress, he still looked like a guy in a dress. She guessed that was the point. Such a pity. She had liked Steve. More than just a bit. They had dated many times, neither of them wanting anything permanent. Now, she’d never date him again. She briefly wondered who in their right mind ever would. Not her problem.  
 
      
 
    She saw him look up at her, then smile and wave before he started walking toward the door that led to the interior of the building. Almost sadly, Carla headed for her door to wait for him to get off the elevator.   
 
      
 
    She was standing in the outer hallway when she saw the elevator door open, and that bright flashy gold dress got off. But it was a beautiful dress that was being worn by a man. A man she used to like. Used to like!  Anyone who could do to Monica what he had done didn’t deserve her respect anymore. Not to mention his seeming new-found love of dressing in women’s clothes. She still didn’t understand that one. Maybe there really was some kind of Sorceress behind it all. She thought she had known Steve pretty well, but something like this was the last thing she would have ever expected.  
 
      
 
    “Hi Carla!” Steve’s excited voice called down the hallway as he got off the elevator.  
 
      
 
    Carla shook her head. It was hard to believe that was Steve. She still wasn’t sure she believed it herself.  
 
      
 
    Despite the way he was dressed, she put him straight to work. And there was a lot of work to be done. She didn’t like cleaning. She didn’t like doing laundry. She was a party girl. She’d much rather be going out somewhere and having fun. Consequently, her condo needed work. A lot of work! But just as she had seen at Monica’s place, and just as she had heard he had been at Diane’s apartment as well, she couldn’t help but notice how overly happy Steve seemed to be again as he started picking things up. Way too happy!   
 
      
 
    She chose a chair in her living room and sat to watch him. It was a few minutes later that she realized he was humming to himself as he worked. “What are you singing?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve, or rather Karen, smiled broadly at her. “It’s a real old show song called, “I enjoy being a girl. Do you know it?”  
 
      
 
    “I’ve…heard if it,” Carla replied. And then to her astonishment, Steve began humming the tune louder, and started dancing as he continued picking things up. “Why are you so happy?” she demanded angrily.  
 
      
 
    Karen was totally surprised by the question. “Who wouldn’t be? I love being a girl, and I love getting to clean. I love it, I love it, I love it…and I enjoy being a girl!” she sang out loud. She continued humming and dancing as she kept busy cleaning Carla’s apartment.  
 
      
 
    Carla shook her head and headed for her kitchen where she wouldn’t have to look at him…until he started cleaning there. As happy as he was, and as much as she loved that gold dress he was wearing, not to mention the shoes she’d kill for, she was too depressed seeing him that way.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was two and a half hours later when Carla finally put a stop to it. Her condo looked better than it had in years. A good portion of her laundry was done, and her kitchen was cleaner than at any time since she had moved in. She had gone in stages between watching Steve, and avoiding him. She enjoyed seeing him in that dress…and she hated it. But now that it was time to send him home, she couldn’t. And she knew why.  
 
      
 
    It was something she had considered in the back of her mind all day long. Something she knew she shouldn’t do, yet she couldn’t shake the thought of it. She had no doubt she’d hate herself for doing it, but she knew for a fact she’d hate herself more if she didn’t.  
 
      
 
    Steve was just finishing up and was getting ready to grab his purse and leave. He was still way too insanely happy…especially after spending the entire evening cleaning her place. It just wasn’t natural! He turned when she walked up behind him, that same stupid smile on his face and his eyes still too bright and happy.   
 
      
 
    “Can I do something else for you?” Karen asked all too hopefully.  
 
      
 
    That same un-Steve-like tone of voice. Carla didn’t understand it. Once again she ignored it.  
 
    She didn’t say a word. Instead, she grabbed him by the arm and pulled him into her bedroom.   
 
      
 
    Karen wasn’t sure what was going on. She had already cleaned Carla’s bedroom – thoroughly. She had made the bed with fresh sheets. Dusted, vacuumed, and put most of Carla’s things away. “Did I miss something?” she asked.   
 
      
 
    Carla didn’t answer. Instead, she suddenly turned and grabbed Steve’s face in her hands, and planted a strong kiss right on his lips. Her hands moved to the back of his head, pulling his head into hers. One hand moved down his neck, then around his back, hugging him to her as she continued to kiss him and force her body into his. She had never made love to a woman before, and this was a close as she ever wanted to get. But if she didn’t do this now, she’d never know what she wanted so desperately to know. And Steve had always been a pretty good lover in the past.   
 
      
 
    Karen was going crazy. What was happening? Carla was kissing her and doing everything possible to turn her on. And worse, her body was responding. It was Carla that was holding and kissing her, but she couldn’t get her mind off of Ellie. Ellie and the great love they had made in Saint Thomas. Ellie…. Thank God Susan had explained that there was nothing at all wrong with her liking women. Thank you God…and thank you Susan! She kissed Carla back, and let her hands explore Carla’s body. But Karen knew that Carla had made love many times to Steve. She would be expecting Steve to know what she liked. Karen of course knew all that, but that wasn’t her biggest problem. As Karen, she was a girl. A woman. And here was another woman trying to make love to her. She wanted the love making, but not the physical part of being a woman doing it. She hated the thought of it, but in order to truly enjoy it properly, she knew she was going to have to do something she’d rather not.  
 
      
 
    Steve woke up and realized he was kissing someone. Carla! He was standing in her bedroom and the two of them were locked in a loving embrace. He didn’t remember anything since he got out of the car, but this was certainly a great way to wake up. He moved his hand down Carla’s back. Pressing in just the places he knew she liked. And she in return was rubbing those places that she knew he liked. Waking up and making love to Carla. It just couldn’t get any better than that.  
 
      
 
    He felt Carla’s hand pulling down the zipper on the back of his dress. The odd feeling somehow hit something deep inside of him, and made his sexual excitement rage! His own hands starting to pull up Carla’s top. He couldn’t wait to get her naked. He couldn’t wait to get himself naked!  
 
      
 
    Carla pulled Steve’s dress off his shoulders and let it fall to the ground. She pulled away from him and pulled her top off that Steve had mostly already removed. Steve started massaging her breasts and it felt wonderful. She backed further away and quickly stripped naked. Steve was trying to pull his shoes off without unfastening them. “Leave them,” she told him. “Just pull your pantyhose and panties down. Leave the bra too.”   
 
      
 
    She was naked, he wasn’t, but she didn’t care. She was in a hurry and pulled him onto the freshly made bed with her, then helped push his hose and panties down herself. His penis was already full and hard. The blankets underneath them had been freshly and carefully put in place. Carla ignored all of it and concentrated solely on Steve, and making love.  
 
      
 
    Karen moved to the back of Steve’s mind and let him take charge. Just as she had done in Saint Thomas, she thrilled to the love making between Steve’s body and Carla’s. And just as she had done in Saint Thomas, she herself did her best to try to imagine everything that Carla would be feeling, because as a woman herself, Karen knew that those were the feelings she wanted to feel. And she craved them!  
 
      
 
    It was different. For as many times as Carla had been in bed with Steve, this time it was different. He was different. And it wasn’t the women’s underwear or the shoes he still had on. It was the things he was doing. Yes, it was definitely Steve’s body. She knew that body possibly better than she knew herself. But this time, Steve was different. His touch was different. The way he was going about things was different. He wasn’t being as quick and needy as he had always been before. It was almost more like he could sense her needs and the things she wanted to feel. And it was…wonderful!  
 
      
 
    Steve was making love to Carla again. But this time it was different. This time he continually got these little feelings floating into his brain. Do this. Don’t do that. Go slower. Prolong that. Rub here. Kiss her there. So many different things that he wouldn’t normally do. Fortunately, Carla seemed to be loving it, so he abandoned himself to those little suggested feelings, and let himself make love to her that way. It was certainly different. Almost more like what had happened with Ellie in Saint Thomas. It was different, and he was loving it!  
 
      
 
    It was over an hour later when the two of them finally rolled off of Carla’s bed. After that marathon session, the bed was a mess. Carla figured she’d have to have the bedspread cleaned. Maybe the blankets that were under it too. And for that matter, she was a mess herself. Naked, she sat back down and watched as Steve put his dress on. His makeup was a total loss, but she didn’t mention it.   
 
      
 
    When he was ready, she kissed him briefly one more time, then she whispered in his ear. “We’ll never do this again. Ever! Understand?”  
 
      
 
    Steve felt crushed. He had thought their lovemaking had been great. His reply was only a small sad nod.  
 
      
 
    Carla stayed in her room while he went out the door to go home. She had wanted to make love to him again to see if it really was Steve they had been dealing with. But now she had more questions than answers.   
 
      
 
    She had without a doubt made love to Steve. Only Steve would know to do some of the things that he had done. Only Steve had made love to her enough times to know all those things she enjoyed so much. So it was undoubtedly Steve she had made love to.  
 
      
 
    But there was another thing too. It was without a doubt one of the best love making sessions she had ever engaged in. It had been fantastic! And the reason it had been so good, was because even though Steve had known to do all those things that she loved, he had done other things too that he had never done before. He had…behaved differently, and done things that she never thought any man would be so careful to do.   
 
      
 
    She had no answer to her original question. Yes, it had been Steve making love to her. But at the same time, without a doubt, it wasn’t Steve at all.   
 
      
 
    And the saddest part was, she knew she’d never get in bed with him again – no matter what! Not anymore. Not since she now knew how cruel he could be. Not after what he had done to Monica. And especially not if he really did love waltzing around in women’s clothes. Never again. And she felt the loss…tragically.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 23.  
 
      
 
      
 
    On Tuesday morning, fresh from his shower, Steve faced his underwear drawer. He only gave a very brief thought about not wearing what Monica wanted him to. Sighing dejectedly, he grabbed a pair of panties, pantyhose, and a bra, and put them all on. He was getting used to wearing a jacket to work now. A few people had commented favorably on it. None of them knew the real reason he was wearing it.   
 
      
 
    He had made love to Carla again last night. And it had been wonderful! Mostly. He didn’t remember anything that happened from the time he arrived there until he suddenly woke up kissing her, but the lovemaking had without a doubt been wonderful. At least he had thought so. He had thought she had enjoyed it as much as he had. Actually, he had been fairly sure that she had enjoyed it more than he had. But in the end, she had kissed him off with a finality that left him no doubt as to him ever doing it again with her. She had said…never again.  
 
      
 
    What had happened to his life? His wonderful life that he had been working so hard to build for himself? All of it was suddenly gone. Or as good as gone. His life amounted now to nothing more than a bit of trash that was waiting to be thrown out with the rest of the garbage. All because of…that witch! Monica! And she had practically admitted she was a witch to his face.   
 
      
 
    He’d kill her if he could just figure out how. The only thing stopping him was her magic. She was just too powerful. Incredibly powerful! How the hell did you fight someone like that? Actually, there was only one answer that came to mind. A gun. As far as he could see, the only way out of the mess he was in, would be to shoot her. And then what? Would he get sent to jail for the rest of his life? Was it worth it? Just then, as far as he was concerned, it was worth it. Anything would be better than what he was living with now. Anything!  
 
      
 
    The only problem was, he didn’t own a gun. He had never even fired a gun. He didn’t know the first thing about them. But if kids could get their hands on one and accidentally shoot someone else, then why couldn’t he get one, or buy one, and figure out how to shoot – an evil witch!   
 
      
 
    Question – could he actually kill a witch with a gun? According to the history books, they used to burn witches. Oh how he’d like to do that to Monica! Oh how he’d like to burn her for the evil witch that she was. Oh how he’d like to get back at her for all the humiliation she had piled on him. He’d like to kill her for ruining his life…his perfect life. All gone now, for her evil amusement.   
 
      
 
    Gun, or burn the witch? Those were the choices he was considering as he drove to work. ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan stared at the computer screen on her desk. Her first client wasn’t due for another hour. She had things to do, but her mind was too preoccupied with the email she had gotten from Karen the night before. Evidently, the Carla woman had made love to Steve again – after he had cleaned her home. She knew from prior emails that Steve and Carla had gone out many times in the past, so they had a long history.  
 
      
 
    Susan didn’t mind that Karen had turned her body over to Steve once she realized what Carla was doing. Susan didn’t mind that at all. Nor did she mind the fact that Carla had told Steve afterwards that it was something that would never happen again. Instead, there were now several other things that worried Susan.  
 
      
 
    Karen had actually felt crushed, along with Steve, when Carla had told them never again. Karen had felt like she had done something wrong in the way she had manipulated what Steve had been doing while they were making love to Carla. And now Karen was feeling inadequate because of it. Not for Steve’s sake, but for her own. Once again, Susan was reminded that Karen was like a child. She didn’t have the years of experience that Steve had, despite their shared memories. Karen was a new creation. A personality that Susan had crafted from taking a few of Steve’s more latent memories, and then implanting false memory on top of false memory until she had created something much bigger. Karen was in all too many ways, nothing but false memories and experiences, none of which were based on actual experiences. For as much as Karen knew and was able to do, Karen needed time to grow and learn.  
 
      
 
    And then there was the other little problem Susan was facing. Her bigger problem. Would Monica finally realize she couldn’t win? Would Monica finally release Steve and not bother him again? As far as Susan was concerned, there was only one way she could possibly find out. She would have to ask Monica – directly. She would have to send Monica another email. She pulled her computer keyboard closer to her and got busy. Something…simple. Something…to the point.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica’s life was finally starting to feel normal again. Somewhat anyway. She still wanted to basically kill Steve, but she was now doing her best to put him out of her mind, along with everything he had done to her. A normal life. Trying to live a normal life. But the reality of it was that she was trying to emulate what she had always thought a normal life should be. Her life was anything but normal. Not since she had married her husband. And especially not since she was now a murderer. A normal life. A happy normal life. Her dream. She just wasn’t sure what a normal life was anymore.   
 
      
 
    But she had a new job now. A good job. One that paid a lot better than waitressing. She had a new home for herself too. As crummy as it was, it was still far better than what she had been living in before. Or at least, it used to be. Since what Steve had done to her, she still had nightmares every time she walked into her apartment. And leaving it every day to go to work felt like all too much of a relief. But it was still her home, and it was still better than where she had been living. Now she was only hoping that it would all soon start feeling like a normal happy home for her again. A safe haven for her. A place she could relax and feel good. She was hopeful she could feel that way again, but she was all too afraid she never would.   
 
      
 
    She had murdered her husband. She had murdered another living being. Did she deserve to feel happy and safe?  
 
      
 
    The door to the shipping department opened and she noticed Diane coming in. She smiled. Diane had become a good friend since she had gotten here. Diane might be a bit kinkier than she originally thought, but Monica certainly couldn’t hold that against her. Diane had proven herself many times now to be a good friend. Proven it! And that meant a lot to Monica.   
 
      
 
    She looked around. The shipping department where she worked was fairly large. She was one of five people who worked there. She and Diane did a lot of the small everyday stuff and wound up delivering small packages to people all over the building. There were three other guys who worked in the department, including her boss, who all handled the heavier stuff. Monica didn’t mind. They all got along well. Her boss had even been very sympathetic and understanding after her apartment had been trashed. That meant a lot to Monica too. And Mike upstairs had called her several times since that night asking how she was…not to mention asking her to go out with him again. He too appeared to be a good guy. So basically the new company she worked for was filled with good people. Except for Steve. One rotten egg, amid a company of good people. One very rotten egg.  
 
      
 
    “Lunch?”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked up and saw Diane standing in the little office doorway. She smiled. “Sure. Let me check my email first. She opened up her email. She often got company emails asking her to pick something up or to watch for a particular package. She and Diane did things like that all day long. It was something they had to stay on top of. But when she checked for new emails, she immediately saw one that brought all her anger and troubles crashing back.  
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?” Diane asked, noticing the sudden change in Monica’s face.  
 
      
 
    Monica pointed to the screen. “The Sorceress,” she said.  
 
      
 
    As Monica opened the email, Diane walked around so she could see as well.  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    I hope by now you realize that there is no way you can win against me. I hope you realize how futile anything you can possibly do to Steve would be. I have fixed him so that no matter what you try to do to him, he will only love it.   
 
      
 
    Will you please back away now and leave him to me? I am better prepared to take care of him, and I can assure you that I will more than adequately handle what needs to be done with him. So please do me the courtesy now of leaving him alone. Forget about him. I was there first. He’s mine to play with, not yours!  
 
      
 
    Thank you,  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica had been feeling somewhat good all morning – until now. Now she felt angry all over again. And no small measure of it was because the Sorceress had been right. As far as she could see, all her efforts to get back at Steve had been completely thwarted…somehow.   
 
      
 
    That is, if it really was the Sorceress doing it.  
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do?” Diane asked. “Say yes? Because as far as I can see, she’s really screwed him up. No matter what we did to him this weekend, he only wound up loving it more than ever.”  
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t answer. Instead she started a reply to the Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress? Ha! You’re not fooling me one bit Steve. I know it’s you. It’s always been you! This made up Sorceress scheme isn’t going to fool me at all. It’s all nothing but a lame excuse to make people feel sorry for you. Well I’m not buying it! So stop it!  
 
      
 
    And Steve, since you insist on trying to use this silly scheme against me, I expect you down here again after work tonight, and we’ll see just how much of a Sorceress you are then!  
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Because of the time difference Susan found Monica’s reply just before she herself went to lunch. A lunch that was somewhat ruined by the anger she now felt against Monica. She quickly wrote back.  
 
      
 
    I am not Steve! How can you possibly think such a silly thing? Now please leave him alone!  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica found the Sorceress’s latest email early in the afternoon. She had been fairly perturbed by her first email all during lunch, and she was even angrier about it now.   
 
      
 
    How can I think you’re Steve? I don’t think – I know! Only you yourself Steve could possibly put on such an act as you’ve been showing all of us these last few days. Only you yourself could know to do the things you’ve been doing. Now stop this lame excuse! If you like wearing women’s clothes and you love being humiliated that much, then just come out and say it. Stop pretending it’s someone else that’s doing it to you. And if you want that kind of humiliation, then trust me, I’m more than angry enough to give it to you.   
 
      
 
    And don’t forget. After work! We’ll all be here then.  
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan read Monica’s latest email and got even angrier. Of all the dumb stupid women in the world. What was it going to take to convince her?   
 
      
 
    Monica. What will it take to convince you that I’m not Steve?  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica read the latest email. So Steve was still trying to play his little games. She wrote back quickly.   
 
      
 
    If you’re not Steve, which I find it impossible to believe, then tell me who you really are! I’m not buying any of this Sorceress crap! I know it’s you Steve, so stop pretending.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan was becoming more irked with every email she read from Monica. The damn woman!  
 
      
 
    Monica. I will not tell you who I am. Steve will NEVER know who is doing this to him. NEVER! May I suggest you find some way to get Steve where you can see and watch him. Then email me again. I promise I’ll write back to you. That should convince you.   
 
      
 
    And Monica, I would very much prefer that Steve continues to know nothing at all about me. As far as I can tell, despite the difficulties between you and me, he still knows nothing about me. He does however firmly believe that you are a very powerful witch and that it’s all somehow you that’s done everything to him.   
 
      
 
    Steve can be a very vengeful person. He has never had a problem with being downright cruel. That is why I am punishing him. But you might want to consider, for your own safety, and if you want that small bit of protection to remain, then don’t let him know anything at all about me. Allow him to continue to believe that you are a witch. Believe me when I tell you that he truly is afraid of you. It’s why he continues to do whatever you want. It’s also why he hasn’t done anything more to try and strike back at you in an even worse way.  
 
      
 
    So please back away now and leave Steve to me to play with. I am far better equipped to handle him then you are. He is my puppet to play with from afar.   
 
      
 
    If you still aren’t convinced, then if it’s convenient for you, I can be free for about an hour at four o’clock your time. I will be more than willing to exchange emails with you then.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica read the Sorceress’s latest email. As she did, several things jumped out at her. First of all, this Sorceress was punishing him because he was cruel? Had Steve done something to her in the past…or more likely, fairly recently, since she was just now trying to get back at him? She remembered what Steve had done to her apartment, not to mention letting the air out of her tires. Yes, there was no doubt about it, Steve could be cruel. Very cruel!  
 
      
 
    And then there was the mention of another time zone. Was this Sorceress really that far away? Or was it just some way for the Sorceress to try to disguise that she was really much closer than she wanted anyone to think. That seemed much more likely. She would have to have some way of knowing what Steve was doing – if it wasn’t actually Steve himself.  
 
      
 
    Monica also noted that the Sorceress went out of her way to remind her that Steve still thought she was a powerful witch, while at the same time, the Sorceress didn’t want Steve to know it was her that was doing anything to him. Was the Sorceress that afraid of him, despite how much control she seemed to have over him? It didn’t make much sense, but it was all she could think.  
 
      
 
    And finally, Monica noted that the Sorceress seemed to think that Steve believing that she was a witch, was the only thing that was keeping Steve from striking back at her somehow. And after what Steve had already done, that was something that Monica firmly believed could happen.  
 
      
 
    As Monica wrote back, she realized one more thing. It was looking very likely that the Sorceress may not be Steve at all.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress, I will play your game. I will try to get free around four o’clock – my time! And I will try to find some way to also keep an eye on Steve to make sure it’s not him returning my emails.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    At three thirty that afternoon, Steve was working hard on a new part of the company’s latest project, when his phone rang. Noticing Monica’s number down in the shipping department, he almost didn’t answer it, but he was too afraid not to. “Hello?”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie!” Monica’s said sternly into the phone. “I want you at Ruth’s desk no later than three forty-five to help her this afternoon. Don’t even think about not being there. And don’t be late!” She immediately hung up the phone. Ruth had volunteered to keep Steve under her watchful eye for a little while.   
 
      
 
    Steve was immediately afraid again. What now? He glanced at the clock. Fifteen minutes until he had to be there. He looked at the material on his desk that he was working with. He didn’t want to stop what he was doing, but he dared not do exactly whatever Monica wanted. He was still reeling from the power of what she had done to him over the last few days…mostly because he didn’t know what had been done to him. But there was very little doubt that it had been very humiliating.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan checked her clock. It was exactly three o’clock her time. It would be four o’clock Monica’s time. She had her first email all prepared. She hit the send button.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was ten minutes after four before Monica could get a few minutes free to check her emails again. When she did, she wasn’t the least bit surprised to find an email from the Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica, I am here as I said I would be. Send me another email and I will answer it promptly.   
 
      
 
    Monica quickly typed back a reply.   
 
      
 
    Sorceress. Since you won’t tell me your name, at least tell me what city you live in.  
 
      
 
    It was less than two minutes before Monica got a reply. And seeing it, didn’t make her feel any better.   
 
      
 
    Monica. I won’t tell you where I live either. Only that it’s far from where you live.  
 
      
 
    Just that simple reply, even with no information, was enough to let Monica know she was dealing with someone other than Steve. Because she knew for a fact that Ruth was keeping Steve busy upstairs. Monica typed back.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress, what has Steve done to you in the past that is making you do this to him?  
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, Monica had her reply.  
 
      
 
    I won’t tell you exactly what was done to me, only that it was many cruel humiliating things, and one truly horrible crime that has left me hating him passionately ever since.   
 
      
 
    Now please, leave Steve alone and let me have him to myself.   
 
      
 
    Thank you,  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica read the reply. She didn’t write back. She had too many things to think about from the Sorceress’s latest email. Many cruel humiliating things? One truly horrible crime that has left her hating him passionately? Did she love him at one point? Does she still love him? Yeah, she had no doubt that Steve must have done something truly awful to her. She thought about what Steve had done to her apartment. No doubt that something awful that he had done to the Sorceress was something criminal as well.   
 
      
 
    She phoned up to Ruth’s desk to let her know that she could release Steve, but she got no answer. Ruth had said she had something to do and that she’d keep Steve busy for a while. No doubt they were working somewhere other than her desk. She tried Ruth’s cell phone instead.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth watched as Steve carefully laid out pads and pencils next to each seat at the long conference table. It was the second time she made him do it because the first time wasn’t the way she wanted it. Busy work. Her entire life.  
 
      
 
    She knew that Steve had no idea how much she hated him. No idea at all. Nobody in the company knew. But then, nobody in the company knew any of the things she knew. Nobody! Nobody knew the resentment and hatred she carried, day after day, for not just Steve, but the entire company. But they soon would know. Very soon…but not yet. There were just a few more missing pieces she wanted. But she would have them very soon.   
 
      
 
    She watched as Steve put the last pad and pencil in place, carefully lining them up the way she wanted. “Okay,” she told him. “Go to the kitchenette on this floor and bring back a tray full of water glasses. And you better make sure they’re all spotless clean or you’ll be washing and drying them yourself!”  
 
      
 
    Steve sighed. What the hell was she having him do? This was her job! But having little choice, he headed for the hallway and the kitchen on that floor.  
 
      
 
    Ruth watched him leave. Oh how she hated him. Oh how she hated this entire company! She had been hired the same day as Steve, with the same engineering credentials Steve had, to work in the same department, at the same job. But since she was a woman and he wasn’t, she was the one they kept coming to, to do the little stupid odd jobs. Jobs that they considered to be silly little female jobs that had nothing at all to do with what she had been hired to do. Ruth, someone’s birthday is coming up, can you arrange the party for us? Ruth, someone is retiring, we need you to order a cake and buy him a retirement gift. Ruth, we need someone to handle the fund-raiser for the department…and you’re so good at that kind of thing.   
 
      
 
    Steve got raises, and she got to plan parties. She knew for a fact that the few raises she did get were not nearly as much as the raises Steve got, and she had absolute proof as to why. It had nothing at all to do with her job. It was only because she was a woman and he wasn’t.   
 
      
 
    And then the decree had come down from the Human Relations department. Everyone was so “impressed” with the way she had handled so many of the little things, that she was being moved and reassigned – to handle those kinds of things for the entire company. She had an engineering degree, and she was planning birthday and retirement parties and setting up the board room for conference meetings! Oh how she hated the company.   
 
      
 
    She should have left, but she didn’t. She didn’t because at first she was pregnant and couldn’t, and now much later, she wanted to get back at them for the way they treated her. And now she was close. Very close. She was aching to release the proof that she had, but she couldn’t yet, because that proof was only one little thing among many other far more volatile things she had collected over the years. And now she was getting ready to throw it all at the company. It was enough that she hoped to bring the entire company to its knees! She was almost ready, but not yet. She was aware of one more little piece still in the making. One more illegal thing that the company was secretly doing. She would have it soon though, and then she planned on throwing it all in the company’s face at one time.  
 
      
 
    And then along came Monica. Monica and her little game of getting back at Steve. She still remembered Monica’s first phone call to her. Monica had said that Diane had suggested that she might be someone they could trust to keep quiet with a small situation…with Steve. Problems and situations around the company were the kind of things she had specialized in sticking her nose into the most. And since it particularly concerned Steve, how could she possibly resist?  
 
      
 
    The others were playing their amusing little games with Steve, games that Ruth had to admit, she truly did enjoy, but those games had led to an even bigger score. Monica had asked her to scan into the computer the confession that Steve had signed. And now not only Monica had a copy, but so did she. She had also gotten copies of every humiliating picture taken of Steve, including those that they had found on the internet. And all of it was tucked safely away in a special secret folder in her home computer where she kept all the secret dirt on the company. Steve’s little information would be one more little card she would be able to lay out on the table when the time came. One little card, but one big card leveled against the one man in the company she hated the most – all because he was a man, and she was a woman.  
 
      
 
    Soon now, very soon, she would release all that information she had collected over the years. And the company would pay heavily for what they had done to her. They would pay, and she would have her revenge on them all!  
 
      
 
    She saw Steve carefully struggling to carry the tray full of glasses without dropping any. The jerk. She was just betting that most of those glasses needed to be washed again.   
 
      
 
    Her cell phone rang. She answered it and listened to what Monica had to say. It was looking like the Sorceress was a very real person. How interesting. She wondered how she could possibly do the things to Steve that she had done. She didn’t believe in magic, but it sure seemed like that’s what was going on. “I’ll tell him,” she finally said into the phone before hanging up.  
 
      
 
    “Steve,” she said to get his attention. “Monica says don’t bother going down to meet us after work today. But you’re not getting out of here until this conference table is properly prepared! So let’s have a look at all those glasses!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Four women sat around in the small office inside the shipping department after work. Monica read them the emails that had been exchanged with the Sorceress all day. When she was done, it was Ruth who asked the question they had all been wondering the most. “How does she do it? How can she possibly have that much control over him?”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t ask me,” Monica replied. “I’ve been wondering that all afternoon.”   
 
      
 
    “You also said that you didn’t believe something she had said though,” Diane pointed out.  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” Carla asked.  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “I don’t know why she kept trying to suggest she’s in a different time zone. If she knows that much about what’s happening with him, then she has to be somewhere close. My bet, it’s somewhere close to where he lives, or here in the company.”  
 
      
 
    “In the company?” Ruth asked.  
 
      
 
    Monica shrugged. “That would be my best guess. But it’s just as likely that she could live somewhere close to him.”  
 
      
 
    “I think somewhere close to where he lives would be most likely,” Carla suggested. “It would make the most sense since most of what we’ve had him do wasn’t here at work.”  
 
      
 
    The others nodded.  
 
      
 
    “So are you giving in?” Ruth asked. “Leaving Steve alone and letting her have him? From what we’ve seen, she does seem to have it in for him.”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. “Yeah, she does.” She sighed and shook her head. “It’s just that…it was me that Steve violated. Or…you know, what he did to me when he destroyed my apartment. That was my home. It would be nice to feel the satisfaction of getting back at him for it, you know? I really just want to kill him for it.” She looked up guiltily and worriedly. “Not that I actually would, mind you. I just want to…”  
 
      
 
    “We know!” Ruth replied. “Believe me, we know.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s frustrating,” Carla added.  
 
      
 
    Monica rolled her eyes. “Tell me about it.”  
 
      
 
    “So what’s the verdict?” Diane asked. “Tell her we’re backing away, but maybe add that you want to be kept in the loop on everything she does to him?”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled at that. “I actually like that idea.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth wasn’t totally happy with the idea that hit her, but in this case, she could see where it might be a helpful suggestion. “Of course,” Ruth said, “you could still keep total control of Steve yourself and do whatever you think you want to do to him.”  
 
      
 
    “What would be the point?” Monica asked. “Whatever we tell him to do, he seems to love. No matter what!”  
 
      
 
    “That’s just it,” Ruth explained. “Get the Sorceress to remove all that control she has over him so that he feels just how horrible whatever you do to him will be.”  
 
    “Huh? How?”  
 
      
 
    “Play your trump card?”  
 
      
 
    “What? What are you talking about?”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until Susan’s last client of the day had left that she had a chance to check her email again. Monica hadn’t written back earlier, so she was now hoping that the darn woman had finally agreed to go away and leave Steve alone. She was happy to see an email from Monica waiting for her. She wasn’t happy when she read what was in it.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress. You think you’ve won? I don’t think so. Allowing you to punish Steve doesn’t satisfy my hunger for revenge against him at all. And I’m not giving that up! So I want you to fix whatever you did to him, and then back away – forever!  
 
      
 
    If you don’t do as I ask, let me tell you what I will do to Steve. I have in my possession a signed confession from Steve stating that he was the one who stole my property and did the damage to my home. And I have three other witnesses besides myself who all saw him sign it. I’ve attached a copy of it to this email so you can see it as well. If you don’t undo what you did to Steve and then back away, I’ll send this confession straight to the police. I have no doubt that they’ll arrest him immediately and put him straight into jail…where I’ll do my best to make sure he stays for a very long time.   
 
      
 
    If Steve is in jail, then neither of us will be able to play with him. I’m willing to go to that length to have my revenge on him. And I’m not backing down!   
 
      
 
    I want you to remove whatever you’ve done to Steve so he can’t be punished, and then back away! Completely! He’s not your plaything. When he wrecked my apartment and stole from me, he became mine, not yours. So fix him, then back off!   
 
      
 
    Kindly let me know when you’ve fixed Steve and complied with my wishes.  
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    Susan felt sick. The damn bitch probably would send that signed confession to the police. And truthfully, that’s what should be done. But Monica was right, in jail, she’d have very little chance to wreck her revenge on him the way she wanted.   
 
      
 
    She didn’t like it at all, but for now, she would have to comply with Monica’s wishes. To a point.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
    Steve wandered the aisles of the sporting goods store, looking at several things he was interested in. But none of them were the reason he had gone into the store. He really had only one goal in mind. He eventually made his way to the very back of the store – where they sold all the guns. He saw row after row of rifles on the wall, and a long glass counter showing the handguns locked inside.   
 
      
 
    The store clerk was quick to notice Steve looking at his display cases. “May I help you with anything?” he asked hopefully.  
 
      
 
    “Umm…. How hard is it to buy a gun?” Steve asked.  
 
      
 
    “Not very,” the man replied. “You just need to get a license to buy one. I’m taking it by your question that you don’t already have one.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “No. Not yet at least, but I’m thinking about it.”  
 
      
 
    “What kind of gun were you looking for?”  
 
      
 
    “I guess, a handgun of some sort. But you’ve got so many.”  
 
      
 
    “What would you be needing it for?”  
 
      
 
    “Protection! My protection!”  
 
      
 
    “Oh! I see. It sounds like you’re afraid of someone.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s putting it mildly.”  
 
      
 
    “And the police can’t help you?”  
 
      
 
    Steve let out a little laugh. “The police wouldn’t even believe me! Trust me.”  
 
      
 
    The store clerk nodded. “In that case, a handgun is a very valuable thing to have…should you need it.”  
 
      
 
    “Do they come with manuals on how to use it?” Steve asked. “I’ve never even shot one before.”  
 
      
 
    “May I recommend a good shooting range,” the clerk replied. “I can suggest several that would help you out with anything you need.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah! That’s a good idea,” Steve agreed.   
 
    “So what kind of gun should I get?” Steve asked.  
 
      
 
    “May I make a suggestion?” the clerk asked.  
 
      
 
    “That’s what I need,” Steve replied.  
 
      
 
    “Why not get some advice from the guys at the gun club. I can even give you the name of someone I think can help. Then come back and let me know what you’re interested in. We can fill out your application then. It should only take a few days to get it back again.”  
 
      
 
    Steve smiled. “That sounds like the perfect solution!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    As usual, it was late at night when Karen emailed Susan. She relayed what had gone on with Ruth, which was only something that Steve had been irked about so Karen hadn’t stepped in. But after that, she told in detail about Steve going out and searching for a gun…and actually phoning a guy at a gun club and making arrangements to meet him for advice after work the next day. And Karen made it perfectly clear that Steve had every intention of shooting Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan was up late at night. She had been waiting to hear from Karen. She didn’t want to do what Monica demanded, but for now she saw little choice. She would have Karen phone her as soon as she checked in, and then she would remove from Karen the programming that allowed her to protect Steve from any kind of punishment or humiliation. She would also have to have Karen stay way in the background for a long time, and not make herself known. But she would not remove Karen from Steve’s mind at all. Besides, that was something that she would have to do in person with Steve, and it would most likely take many sessions.  She had worked too hard to create Karen. And someday, Karen would again be useful to her. Just not…for the moment.  
 
      
 
    She finally saw Karen’s email come in. She was only waiting until Karen was there to quickly type a reply telling her to call the special number to Susan’s burner phone, but Karen’s email was longer than Susan expected, and far more troubling. A gun! Steve wanted to murder Monica – literally!  
 
      
 
    That changed everything!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 24.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Monica’s mind had been busy all night long trying to come up with ways to get her revenge against Steve, and not actually kill him like she had done with her husband. No, actual murder was out, for the rest of her life. No matter how justified she had been in murdering her husband, it was still something she couldn’t get over, and never would. She had taken someone’s life. Did she deserve to be free and not in prison? To this day she still wasn’t sure, but she was never going to let someone hurt her again. And Steve had hurt her – badly! And now she needed some way to get back at him. Some way to hurt him as much as he had hurt her…or worse. In fact, worse would be better.  
 
      
 
    “Morning Monica,” Diane said cheerily from her small desk as Monica walked into their little office.   
 
      
 
    “Morning, Diane,” Monica returned the greeting.  
 
      
 
    “Any news from the Sorceress yet?”  
 
      
 
    “I just got here!” Monica replied with a laugh. “Give me a chance.”  
 
      
 
    She put her purse down on the desk, pulled a mirror out to check her face and hair, then put them away again. Only then did she boot up the old computer that the company had given her. It was an old computer, but it was far better than Monica’s own computer. And the company’s internet was fast!   
 
      
 
    Once she got into her email program, it took her no time to spot the email from the Sorceress. “Got one,” she announced to Diane before she opened the email.   
 
      
 
    Diane hurried over to read over Monica’s shoulder, but what she read drained the blood from her face.  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    I was going to do as you asked and remove all of my control over Steve, but I learned something troubling last night that you need to know about. Steve went out last night and started looking into buying a gun – with the single purpose of shooting you! He has an appointment to meet with someone tonight at a gun range in your area for advice on the subject.   
 
      
 
    Because of that, I have put a small but temporary control in place over Steve to prevent him from actually harming you. But it is only a small measure.   
 
      
 
    Since you are the one who wants all the control, what do you want me to do? I will anxiously await your answer in the morning.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica’s first instinct was to get up from her desk, run to her car, and leave the city for good. Steve wanted to murder her, and she knew perfectly well that he was capable of doing it.   
 
      
 
    “My God!” Diane exclaimed. “What do we do?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” Monica replied. “Call the police? But we’ve got no proof that he’s intending on killing me. And if the police don’t have proof, they literally can’t do anything at all! Trust me. I know. Diane, he’ll kill me, and the police can’t stop him. It’s just like with my…” But she stopped herself right there. She had already said too much.  
 
      
 
    “Your what?” Diane asked, totally surprised by what Monica had already said.   
 
      
 
    But Monica couldn’t answer. In a rush, she got up from her desk and literally ran for the door. She wasn’t sure where to go. With tears of fear falling from her eyes, she finally ran to the ladies room, closed herself into a stall, and cried her eyes out.  
 
      
 
    Diane followed Monica through the halls. She saw her run into the ladies room. She saw her crying. Hesitantly, she followed her inside, but she went no further than the sinks. She listened as Monica cried inside one of the stalls. She let her be for a while. Five minutes later, she finally knocked softly on the stall door. “It’s just me, Monica,” Diane said softly. “I’m here if you want.”  
 
      
 
    “Go away!” Monica cried, the terror still very evident.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll wait out here instead,” Diane replied. “You just cry all you want.” She went back to the sinks to wait. A minute later, she heard Monica’s crying slow down to an occasional sniffle. The stall door finally opened and Monica came out. Diane quickly went to her and hugged her tightly. “Don’t worry,” she said. “We’ll figure it out. Whatever it is. We won’t let him get you…or me either. Because he could just as easily go after all of us.”  
 
      
 
    Monica’s started crying all over again.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “You going to be okay?” Monica’s boss asked, his voice full of concern. Monica was back at her desk, but the tears refused to stop.  
 
      
 
    “She’ll be fine…eventually,” Diane told him.   
 
      
 
    “Anything I can help with?” their boss asked.  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “Remember the break-in at her apartment? We just found out that someone may want to do something worse to her.”  
 
      
 
    “Who?” their boss asked quickly.  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “We’re not sure.”  
 
      
 
    “Call the police!” he suggested.  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head again. “We’ve got no real proof of anything. Just…something we heard.”  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t ask,” Diane told him. “I think it may be tied up somehow in her past. Maybe with her ex-husband or something. We’re not really sure.”  
 
      
 
    Their boss nodded. “Some guys just don’t know when to quit. Take it easy this morning if you need to…or as long as you want. Just keep me in the loop. You know I’ll be more than happy to help if you need it. We all will.”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. As to the problem being from her ex-husband, that was impossible, but she didn’t need to tell anyone why. “Thanks,” she replied. “I…appreciate it.”  
 
      
 
    Their boss nodded and walked out.   
 
      
 
    “So what do we do?” Diane asked. “The Sorceress said that whatever she had done to him will only last a few days.”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “I don’t know. I can’t even think right now.”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe we should get all the others together and talk to them. Like I said, he could just as easily come after me…or any of the rest of us.”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked at Diane with a very troubled look on her face. “Diane, we’ve got to warn them. We’ve got to tell them…and soon!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    They all met in Ruth’s small office upstairs, Ruth, Monica, Diane, and Carla. It was Diane who was able to relay the problem better to all of them. Monica was still too much of a mess.   
 
      
 
    “Damn!” Carla exclaimed. “Knowing him, he just might do it.”  
 
      
 
    “So what do we do?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you want to trust what this Sorceress says?” Ruth asked. “It could just as well be another attempt on her part to get you to back off with Steve.”  
 
      
 
    Monica considered it. “I…don’t really know,” she replied. “But I just can’t take the chance. I…can’t!”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded. “Okay. So the bottom line is that you’re going to trust this Sorceress woman…at least for now.”  
 
      
 
    Monica considered it for a minute, then nodded.  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “I don’t believe in magic. Not at all. It’s all smoke and mirrors. But I’ve got to tell you, I’ve never seen anything like she’s done to Steve. Never! So I really don’t know what to make of it. And until I figure it out, I have no choice but to watch with the rest of you until I know how she’s doing it.”  
 
      
 
    “So what do we do?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “If this Sorceress is as powerful as she seems to be, why don’t we ask for her opinion? Level with her. See what she suggests. Although my bet is that she’ll just try to claim Steve all for her own. But if that solves your problem, then so be it.”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked around at all of them, then nodded. “Any other ideas?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Nobody had any other suggestions.  
 
      
 
    “Monica,” Ruth said when nobody had any further suggestions. “Will you forward all the emails to me between you and the Sorceress? Maybe I can see something in them that you missed.”  
 
      
 
    Monica readily agreed. Ruth only wanted the emails as further information for her now growing file on Steve.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was early in the afternoon before Susan received an email from Monica.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    I don’t know what to do. None of us know what to do. And none of us have any way of knowing if this threat you warned us about is real or not. That’s part of our problem. That and the fact that Steve could just as easily go after any of us as he could just me.   
 
      
 
    As much as I’d like to dismiss this threat as something you’ve made up to manipulate things to your own advantage, because of circumstances in my past, I cannot – and I dare not! That, and I’ve already seen what Steve has done – to me.  
 
      
 
    For those reasons, I am at my wit’s end, and as much as I hate doing so, I am asking for your advice…no matter what the consequences between us.   
 
      
 
    Because of my past, I am a frightened woman now since your last email. I beg you to tell me just how real this threat is, even though it may mean handing full control of Steve over to you.  
 
      
 
    Thank you,  
 
      
 
    Monica  
 
      
 
    Susan read Monica’s email with great interest. But it was a troubling email. She couldn’t miss the note of desperation in it. She had to wonder about the circumstances in Monica’s past that she had alluded to – twice! Circumstances that evidently left her very frightened.   
 
      
 
    The biggest thing that Susan realized from Monica’s email, was that Monica was indeed very frightened of Steve now. Susan of course had no way of knowing, but if she had to place bets, she’d bet that Monica had a battered past. Most likely, a husband or lover. The proof was all over the words in the email.   
 
      
 
    As much as she wanted nothing more than to have full control over Steve, she couldn’t simply grab it this way. She was a trained psychologist. She couldn’t let Monica rot in such a troubled state. Since she had been so troubled in her own past, Susan had dedicated her life now to helping others. She simply couldn’t leave Monica like this – battle over Steve or not.  
 
      
 
    Preventing Steve from harming Monica was a simple affair, she had already done that in a brief phone call with Karen, telling her to stay in the background and let Steve do whatever he wanted, but don’t let him hurt anyone. But for selfish reasons, she had told Monica that what she had done to Steve would only last a few days. So now what should she do? She quickly wrote back to Monica.  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    Please give me some time to consider a course of action. You are safe from Steve for now. I will consider ways to make your safety from him permanent. For you and your friends as well.   
 
      
 
    As to the threat being real, it is so real that I will not take control of Steve away from you. At least not completely. I still have the ability to control him in certain ways. But for now I will do nothing else with him unless you request it. The important thing now, is to find a way to keep you all safe.  
 
      
 
    Please allow me time to think. In the meantime, will you consider telling me about the circumstances in your past that you mentioned? You didn’t say it, but I’m guessing they concerned a man. The more information I have, the more I can help.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica was alone when she read the Sorceress’s email. She was feeling better, but she was still troubled. The Sorceress had said they were safe for now? How would she know for sure? But then, how had she done so many incredible things to Steve already? As much as she didn’t want to, she had no choice at the moment but to trust what the Sorceress had to say. But she would still have felt better if there was some way she could get absolute proof.   
 
      
 
    The other little matter that the Sorceress had brought up, telling her about her past, that part was definitely out! Nobody would ever know – if she could help it.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    I have little choice but to trust your word for now. As much as I hunger for some kind of proof that Steve will never hurt me, or any of us, I know that such proof will be all but impossible.   
 
      
 
    As to my past, that is something I will not reveal.  
 
      
 
    I, and my friends, await your advice anxiously.  
 
      
 
    Thank you,  
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve couldn’t believe it when none of the women even phoned him all day. In fact, the one time he had seen Diane in the hallways, she had seemed to stop and quickly turn to go another direction the moment she spotted him. Was he done with them all? He could only hope. He knew better though. That Witch Monica was planning something. Something evil. And he had no doubt she’d spring it on him soon.  
 
      
 
    As he had made plans to do the night before, right after work he drove to the gun club. He met the man he was supposed to, and spent the next hour learning how to shoot a handgun.  
 
    Steve was surprised, it was total fun! The most fun he’d had in a while. He now had even more reason to buy himself a gun.   
 
      
 
    When he left the gun club, he went straight back to the sporting goods store where he filled out an application to buy a gun. Before he left, he put his money down on a sweet little model that the guy at the club had recommended. By the time he left, he knew that in just a few days, he’d have the means to protect himself…and get back at the witch once and for all – with total finality!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan struggled all night with what to do about Monica. What to do about Monica and Steve. And things were worse when she read the latest email from Karen explaining what Steve had done at the gun club, and then had actually gone and bought one. Even though it would be a few days before his gun permit came through, she was very glad she had programmed Karen to make sure he wouldn’t hurt anyone.   
 
      
 
    But now she had to figure out what to do about Monica. Things would have been so much easier if Monica had never entered the picture. But she was there, and now Susan had to deal with her – and her problem.   
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until she woke up Thursday morning that a germ of an idea finally came to her. She had named herself The Sorceress. Steve thought of Monica as a witch. For the past week, she and Monica had been locked in a battle over Steve. What if…the Witch and the Sorceress joined forces? What if they worked together? In fact, since Steve thought Monica was a witch, maybe they could even make that more real for him.   
 
      
 
    There was another possibility as well. She had noticed that Monica wasn’t the least bit afraid of humiliating Steve in similar ways to what she herself was doing. Perhaps….  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Since Susan was still struggling to get all her ideas sorted out, it was late morning by the time Monica received an email from her.  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    I have a proposal for you. But first, please rest assured that I have now “fixed” Steve so that he absolutely cannot physically harm anyone. Of course he doesn’t know that yet. I must also relay to you that he has applied for a gun permit which he expects to receive in a few days. He has already purchased a gun and will get it when the permit comes through. But as I said, other than shooting at targets for fun, he can no longer do anything else with it. As far as shooting someone, or hurting them by any other physical means, I have rendered him incapable. I realize this is difficult for you to swallow, but trust me that I have managed it. And Monica, the things I have now done to Steve for everyone’s protection have nothing at all to do with my proposal below. Steve can be all too cruel. Measures had to be taken.  
 
      
 
    Now for my proposal. You and I have been fighting against each other, not just for control over Steve, but for the right to punish him for things he has done. What I am proposing is that we stop fighting each other, and work together instead. I want to humiliate him as much as humanly possible for the things he’s done to me, and it seems that you have no problem going in a similar direction with him. Why don’t we join forces? We can even share ideas and perhaps improve on the ideas of each other.   
 
      
 
    Kindly let me know. But either way, trust me when I tell you that Steve has now been rendered incapable of physically harming any of you.  
 
      
 
    Thank you,  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress  
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t quite know what to make of The Sorceress’s proposal. How had she fixed him so he couldn’t harm anyone? But then, how had she been able to do any of the other impossible things to him? It left her completely baffled. As the Sorceress herself seemed to be pointing out, there was no way she could know that Steve was “safe” to be around. But did she dare trust in it? She had no doubt at all that she couldn’t. Perhaps she never would.   
 
      
 
    Then there was the question about joining forces with her. That would negate all the satisfaction she would get from punishing Steve herself. Or would it? She couldn’t be sure. Maybe, the Sorceress could help. She simply didn’t know enough.   
 
      
 
    She got up from her desk and went in search of Diane. She showed Diane the email and the two of them discussed it for a few minutes. As soon as they got a chance, they phoned Ruth and discussed it with her. Carla found out shortly afterwards.   
 
      
 
    After work, the four of them again occupied the small office shared by Diane and Monica down in the shipping department.   
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t trust anything that woman says,” Ruth offered as they discussed the situation. “And how do we know if Steve is buying a gun or not? We don’t! It could all be made up as far as I’m concerned.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s the problem, we don’t know,” Carla replied. “But I for one am completely confounded at the things we’ve actually seen her do. To be honest, I’m more afraid of her than I think I am of Steve.”  
 
      
 
    Monica and Diane grudgingly nodded their agreements.   
 
      
 
    “So what do we do?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” Carla replied. “It’s your party, Monica. You’re the one who started all this in the first place. I just went along for a fun ride. But then you know me, anything for a good party.” She smiled. “And some of this has really been a blast!”  
 
      
 
    When no one said anything for a moment, Ruth spoke up again. “I’ve already told you what I think, but now let me tell you what else I think. I think you should team up with her. Hell, she has done some really remarkable stuff. It makes my head spin trying to figure it out. After what Steve has done to you Monica, I just can’t see him getting away with it…not without some kind of retribution from us…I mean you Monica. You deserve to see him suffer. Heck, I want to see him suffer too. So for what it’s worth, let’s see what this Sorceress has in mind. I guess we can always say no later on.”  
 
      
 
    The four women looked at each other, realizing quickly that they were all in agreement. Monica pulled up her email program and wrote.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    I guess we have no choice but to hope Steve will not try to harm any of us. It’s either that or use the confession I have to put him into jail immediately, which I’m almost more inclined to do. The only reason I haven’t done that so far, is because it would bring to light what I and my friends have already done to him.  
 
      
 
    But I and my friends are now curious to find out what you have in mind if we work together. Please let us know how you wish to proceed.  
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    Monica and the others talked for a few more minutes, then began preparing to go home. Before they walked out, Monica saw another email from The Sorceress come in. “Wait everyone!” she said quickly. “We’ve got another email.”  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    Since the Witch and the Sorceress are teaming up, how would you like to be even more of a witch, at least in Steve’s eyes? In fact, if your friends are interested, we could create the image of a real coven for him to fear. Steve will have even more reason to fear you as a powerful witch, and my sorcery in the background will make everything happen.   
 
      
 
    Let me know if you’re interested.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    The four women looked at each other uncertainly. “Oh hell,” Carla breathed. “It sounds like a real party to me.”  
 
      
 
    Monica quickly typed back.  
 
      
 
    What do we have to do?  
 
      
 
    All four women were excited when they went home that night. The things that the Sorceress had suggested they might need to get were easy. Unfortunately, beyond gathering up a few simple items they might use if they wanted, the Sorceress had no other information for them. But somehow, they were all laughing over becoming real witches…at least to Steve.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 25.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Susan was up very late that night trying to figure out what to do. She’d had the germ of an idea to turn Monica and her friends into real witches – to Steve anyway. It wasn’t something intentional, but she realized that doing so would also add yet another layer of protection so that Steve would never know about her. All he would be focused on would be Monica and her friends.   
 
      
 
    Making Steve believe they were witches would be easy. The part she was having trouble with was what kind of spell they should put on Steve. She had several ideas for things she wanted to try on Steve in the future, but they were all things she was planning on doing without Monica. She supposed she could send Monica one or two ideas to choose from, but since it had been a while since Steve had really felt any kind of humiliation, she thought the coming weekend would be a good opportunity to start things off. But to do that, Monica and her friends would have to be ready fairly quickly, and even more importantly, Karen had to be programmed. There wasn’t time for Monica to make a decision about what to do or not.   
 
      
 
    Since she was hopeful that Monica would go along with what she had decided she wanted to do, when Karen emailed that night, she had Karen phone her again and Susan gave her some very strict instructions. What she asked Karen to do would be very difficult for her. The control she would have to exercise over Steve would be very difficult for her to manage. But Susan had confidence that Karen could pull it off. Karen had already proven herself more than adequate on a number of occasions. She finally told Karen to call her again just before Steve went to lunch the next day. It was the best she could arrange. With Karen set, she wrote a lengthy email to Monica.  
 
      
 
    Dear Monica,  
 
      
 
    If you’re interested, I have this idea I wanted to try on Steve. Since I haven’t had a chance to really punish him in some time now, I was hoping that you and your friends would be available to cast a spell on him before he goes home Friday night. Then of course, it would be up to you to find ways to see what happens.   
 
      
 
    If you are agreeable, I will need to know before your lunchtime since I will have much to handle on this end. If you have something else in mind, I will need to know that as soon as possible. I may or may not be in a position to make whatever you have in mind happen…at least not that quickly.   
 
      
 
    Here is my idea for our first trial spell….  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica got Susan’s email as soon as she got to work on Friday. By the time she had read halfway through it, Diane was reading over her shoulder.   
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” Diane exclaimed. “Is this for real?”  
 
      
 
    “It looks like it,” Monica replied, equally surprised.  
 
      
 
    “We’ve got to call the others right away.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, and maybe we better all meet for lunch.”  
 
      
 
    “Good idea!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve was feeling more confident by the minute. Nobody had demanded to see what kind of underwear he was wearing for several days now. In fact, several times the women had all seemed to go out of their way to avoid him. Feeling happy and more in control of himself than he had in some time, he wondered if he could get away with removing his stupid bra at lunchtime and go without. The pantyhose could go too for that matter. They were hot and still felt strange against his legs. He quickly made up his mind to do just that.  
 
      
 
    Shortly before lunch, he was thinking about the gun he was about to buy. Hopefully his permit for it would be in the next day. He had plans to take it straight to the gun range and try it out.   
 
      
 
    He wondered if it might be advisable after that to let Monica know he had the gun, and that he wasn’t afraid to use it! The damn witch! He couldn’t think of any woman who deserved to be shot more than Monica. Who would ever believe that witches actually existed? He didn’t…until now. But once he had his gun, if she even thought of crossing him the wrong way – pow! Right in the heart! Scratch one mean old witch.  
 
      
 
    As Steve daydreamed about having his gun, he never realized when he zoned out a little further as Karen put him gently to sleep and took over. As Susan had asked, she took Steve’s cell phone and called Susan. A minute later, a very unmasculine giggle escaped from Steve’s cubicle as Karen learned that the game was on. Karen couldn’t wait for Steve to discover what was about to happen to him.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie….” Monica’s singsong voice came over his phone line shortly after lunch.  
 
      
 
    Steve nearly threw up. He had just finally removed the bra and pantyhose he had been wearing. “What do you want?” he asked cautiously.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie, I want lots of things. I want my ring that you stole replaced for one thing.”  
 
      
 
    “Fine! I’ll buy you a new one this weekend.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie. I appreciate that. And you will buy me a new one, but I’m not sure you’ll want to do it this weekend. Or maybe you will. I haven’t decided yet. In fact, that might just be fun.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was immediately worried that she had some new humiliation in store for him. “What are you planning on doing to me this time?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie, that would be too easy. I think it would be much more fun if you figure that out on your own.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t like these games you’re playing with me!” He came close to warning her that he was buying a gun. Shooting her with it was becoming more of a possibility – soon!  
 
      
 
    “Tough!” Monica replied. “Because we’re just getting started. Just make sure you get your pantied ass down here after work today, or there’ll be hell to pay! Got that? Don’t you dare disappoint me!”  
 
      
 
    “Tonight? But it’s Friday?”  
 
      
 
    “Good for you. You noticed. No wonder you make so much money. Now I just hope you’re smart enough to show up after work. Or else…trust me, you’ll really wish you were. I’m still just dying to give that signed confession of yours to the police!”  
 
      
 
    Steve said nothing. He was fuming inside.  
 
      
 
    “Stevie…do you hear me? Do you understand?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” he mumbled angrily.  
 
      
 
    “Good. Oh, and Stevie, I know Diane and I have been pretty busy all day. Have any of the other girls bothered to check your underwear this morning? I haven’t heard from them. Hmm?”  
 
      
 
    The line went dead. Steve started angrily at his computer, then raced for the elevator and his car where he had left the bra and pantyhose he had just taken off. It was a good thing the witch couldn’t hear the angry cursing that was running through his head…or the thoughts about shooting her sometime this weekend – just as soon as he got his gun!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t exactly hurry down to the shipping department after work. In fact, he did everything possible to delay it. But he knew that going was inevitable. He got in the elevator and headed downstairs. As he stepped off the elevator, he saw Carla and Ruth just going through the doors to the shipping department. As he opened the doors himself and walked through, he was just in time to hear Carla and Diane telling the head guy in shipping that they were all taking Monica out to the club that night. And that it was time for her to start trying to live a little.   
 
      
 
    Carla turned and saw Steve coming in. “And here’s Steve,” she said. “We’re all going to make sure Monica gets everything she needs.”  
 
      
 
    The head of shipping grinned. “Good! She’s been pretty troubled these last few days.” He looked to Steve and seemed to nod approvingly.  
 
      
 
    Carla linked her arm through Steve’s and dragged him back toward Diane and Monica’s shoebox of an office. “We’re here,” Carla announced the moment she saw Monica behind her desk.  
 
      
 
    “The guys haven’t left yet though,” Diane said quietly. “We need to give them a few minutes. Steve, why don’t you get comfortable in my chair over there. None of us are going anywhere for a while.” And then she giggled. Steve took her giggling as a very bad sign.  
 
      
 
    Five minutes later, Monica and Diane’s boss poked his head into the office to let them know he was leaving. He was just in time to hear Carla describing her new dress she was planning on wearing that night. Not wanting to get into that kind of discussion with the women, he quickly said, “We’re leaving, make sure you lock up when you’re done.” He grinned at  
 
    Monica. “And for heaven’s sake, try to have a good time tonight. Okay?”  
 
      
 
    Monica grinned. “Trust me. I plan to.”  
 
      
 
    Diane watched him leaving, and a few moments later, she watched as all the men left the shipping department. She followed them to the door and locked it. “We’re alone,” she told the others as soon as she got back to their office.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay ladies,” Monica said, “you all know what to do. Diane, make Steve here comfortable. She handed Carla a box that she picked up off her desk. “Ruth, you take these,” she said as she handed Ruth a stack of papers. She turned to Steve. “Don’t you dare give Diane any trouble!”  
 
    “Oh don’t worry, he won’t,” Diane said with a small giggle.   
 
      
 
    Monica nodded and walked out.  
 
      
 
    “What’s happening?” Steve asked nervously.  
 
      
 
    “You’re getting undressed down to your pretty undies,” Diane told him. “Right now!”  
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Steve was again sitting in Diane’s chair, only this time he was only wearing his panties, pantyhose, and his bra. His bigger concern though was all the packing tape Diane was wrapping tightly around his wrists that were now pulled together behind the chair.   
 
      
 
    “Now you just stay there and stay out of trouble,” Diane told him as she threw the tape on her desk and walked out.   
 
      
 
    Steve had no idea what the women were planning, but he knew it couldn’t be good. All his questions about it so far had gone unanswered. As he waited in the chair, his thoughts turned towards the gun he was going to get tomorrow. The gun – he would shoot Monica with…and maybe the other witches too!  
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Carla and Diane came back to get him. “Okay Stevie,” Carla said to him. “Get up and come with us.”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t want to go anywhere – except home. But when Diane walked up to him and pulled up on his arms, he forced himself to push out of the chair, struggling a bit to get his bound arms over the back of it. Then with Carla holding one arm and Diane the other, they led him into the big room where Steve now saw a large space prepared. A large space where a big star with a circle around it was now drawn in chalk on the floor. Candles were set at each of the five points of the star.   
 
      
 
    Diane and Carla led Steve to the middle of the star. “Down on your knees!” Diane ordered.  
 
      
 
    Steve had little choice since both Diane and Carla were pushing him down. But once on his knees, Diane moved quickly and started binding his ankles together with more tape, then she bound his wrists to his ankles. “That should keep you out of trouble,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “What’s going on?” Steve demanded again.  
 
      
 
    But instead of getting an answer, he watched as Monica walked right up to him, reached out, and pulled a hair from his head. “Ouch!” he cried as Monica turned and left the middle of the circle. Steve soon found himself alone in the middle of the star on the floor.   
 
    “Ladies,” Monica said, “I think we’re ready. Diane, will you get the lights please?” She looked directly at Steve. “I recommend you stay inside the pentagram…for your own safety.”  
 
      
 
    His own safety? Steve would have felt much more safe outside the damn pentagram. Like maybe several states away from the thing.  
 
      
 
    The lights dimmed, and suddenly Carla struck a match and lit one of the candles next to him. Steve saw Monica smile evilly at him before she lit the candle at the top of the star. All five candles were soon lit and each of the women spread out around him with Monica staying at the point at the top of the star. Steve’s fear had him drenched with sweat. He noticed now that each of the women were holding a piece of paper in their hands.   
 
      
 
    Somewhere very deep inside of Steve, Karen was laughing. The women were really making it look good! She just hoped she was up to the task and wouldn’t let them down. There were a lot of things she was going to hate doing, but since she knew Steve would be very embarrassed by every bit of it, she couldn’t wait to get started.  
 
      
 
    Monica looked around at the other women. “Are we ready?” She saw them all nod. “Then let us begin.” She looked down at the paper in her hand and started reading out loud. All four women read it aloud together.  
 
      
 
    Demons of the earth and sky, hear us now our sacred cry.  
 
      
 
    Grant our plea thy powers lend, harken now this spell to send.  
 
      
 
    Upon this man this curse descend, until three suns shall rise again.  
 
      
 
    As man’s best friend this soul shall be, a mix of man and dog decree.  
 
      
 
    Parts of one and some the other, jumbled up and tossed asunder.  
 
      
 
    Cursed to live by newfound rule, show the world just who’s the fool.  
 
      
 
    Demons hear us, lend thy power. Grant our wish, this sacred hour.  
 
      
 
    The women stopped and Steve looked around fearfully. Was something supposed to happen? He saw Monica reach down and pick up a coffee cup and something else. She held them aloft – he realized she had the hair she had pulled from his head.   
 
      
 
    “The token,” Monica proclaimed to everyone. She then dropped the hair into the cup in her hands and pretended to drink it all down. “Ahhh…” she sighed when she was finished. She set the cup and the hair down on the floor and picked up the paper with the spell on it again.   
 
    Once again all the women read through the spell, but this time, as soon as they got to the end, they started reading from the start one more time.   
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t feel any different as he listened to the women reading the spell through for a third time. He didn’t feel any different, and he hoped he wouldn’t. Actually, he was hoping that whatever magic they were trying to do wouldn’t work. He pulled yet again on the tape binding his hands and ankles. Crazy women. Not women – witches! Real…live…witches! And it was obvious that Monica was their ringleader. The main witch! Well, she wouldn’t be the main witch much longer. Once he got his gun, she’d be a very dead witch instead.  
 
      
 
    The women finished the third time through the spell, then they each bent down and blew out the candles. Diane quickly snuffed out the last candle then raced to get the lights. She giggled as she ran.  
 
      
 
    Steve’s eyes nervously watched all the women.   
 
      
 
    “I guess that’s it?” Ruth asked Monica.  
 
      
 
    “As far as I know, we’re done,” Monica replied. She faced Steve. “How do you feel? Any different?”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t feel any different at all. Just scared…and very angry. “N…arf!” Steve’s mind suddenly went crazy. He had just tried to say “no,” but instead it had come out as a bark. “Arf!” he said again, trying to get the word out. “Arf. Arf! Arf!” No matter how hard he tried to say something intelligent, his words came out as some kind of high pitched dog bark. And the more he tried talking, the more like real barks those words sounded. “Arf!” he tried one more time, amazement written all over his face.   
 
      
 
    The women were all laughing. “Um…I’d say it worked,” Carla said.  
 
      
 
    He sounds like one of those yappy little dogs,” Diane noted.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t all men?” Ruth asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve was hyperventilating. What had happened? How could it possibly happen? The only sounds he could make were to bark like a dog…and a little dog at that. He tried to ask how long it was going to last, but the moment he opened his mouth and tried to say something, he barked instead. He couldn’t even ask questions!  
 
      
 
    “Diane,” Monica said, “why don’t you cut our little puppy loose and help him get dressed. I’ll start cleaning the floor.” She turned to Carla. “And I guess we’ll see you at the club later?” “Is Mike still picking you up tonight?” Carla asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I finally relented and agreed to go out with him. But every time I think about it, I’m still seeing what happened to my apartment after our last date.”  
 
      
 
    Carla looked down at Steve on the floor. “Hopefully, we won’t have to worry about that again. See you at the club later?” she asked Steve? Steve looked up at her like she was crazy.  
 
      
 
    “You better be there,” Monica told him. “We’re all expecting our little puppy man to show up tonight. We want to have fun!” With a laugh, she walked off to find some cleaning supplies to clean the chalk off of the floor.  
 
      
 
    “Come on puppy Stevie,” Diane said as she used a blade to cut the tape that was binding him. A moment later, he was free. He started to get to his feet, but Diane pushed him back down. “No, you can crawl back to the office instead.”  
 
      
 
    As Steve finally drove off toward home a short while later, his main thoughts were about how he could manage to get a gun tomorrow – if he couldn’t talk. And for that matter, how long was this…curse…supposed to last? He vaguely remembered something in that spell the witches had chanted about three suns rising. Did that mean until Monday morning? That was as close as he could figure. He tried to shout a string of angry curses, but all that came out were more barks. He tried to scream in frustration, and barked again. It was impossible! He would be forced to remain silent until next Monday…or whenever the miserable curse finally wore off. At least he hoped it would wear off.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    On his way home, he did like he usually did and pulled into the drive-thru of a fast food restaurant along the way, but as he was sitting in line waiting his turn to order, he realized he couldn’t order. How could he tell them what he wanted if he couldn’t speak? Frustrated, he pulled out of the line and headed toward home.   
 
      
 
    He was still hungry though, and as he passed a supermarket along the way he decided to pull in. Hopefully, he wouldn’t have any need to say anything if he just bought himself something to eat there.   
 
      
 
    Inside, he picked up a small shopping basket he could carry and headed for the aisles. What should he buy? What did he want for dinner? But as he wandered the aisles, nothing really stood out as something he wanted to eat. He almost didn’t turn down the pet food aisle. In fact, he was planning on passing it by, but his body just seemed to carry him there. He soon found himself looking over all the dog food choices, and narrowing his search to the canned dog food. Inside he was screaming no, no, no! He dared not try to say it out loud for fear he would only bark. He watched in fear as he body picked out a dozen different cans of dog food and put them in his basket.   
 
      
 
    “No!” he shouted. Except it came out as, “Arf!” He quickly looked around, very embarrassed. Had anyone seen him? There was a woman at the end of the aisle who was looking at him with a very surprised look on her face. Not half as surprised as he was though.   
 
      
 
    His body started heading for the end of the aisle, but Steve was further horrified to see it stop and start looking through all the different dog toys. He nearly shouted no again, but stopped himself just in time. He tried hard to prevent himself from selecting a cute gray squirrel toy and putting it in his basket, but he didn’t seem to have any control over his body once again. How was the witch doing it to him? How? Fortunately, he didn’t have to say anything at all when he paid for it all, and he was soon back in his car and heading home.   
 
      
 
    Once inside his apartment, he wanted to throw all the dog food away, but instead his body somehow seemed to be in charge again. He watched as his hands took every can of dog food and found a place for them on his kitchen shelves. He watched as his hands pulled out two large bowels. He watched as his hands filled one bowl with water and then set it on the floor. With his horror growing, he watched as his hands found the can opener, opened the dog food, and dumped it out into the other bowl. Yuck! It looked bad and smelled even worse. He wouldn’t have to eat that, would he? But all too soon, he found himself on his hands and knees, with his head sticking into the bowl of dog food, and his mouth grabbing a big bite of it. He was mentally screaming, and there was nothing he could do about it.  
 
      
 
    Karen hated the thought of eating the dog food. It looked, smelled, and now tasted horrible. Just horrible! But all the discomfort was overshadowed by Steve’s reaction inside her head. He was hating it even more than she was…and he could do nothing at all about it. As bad as the food was, Karen was having nothing but fun with Steve. And she intended for that fun to continue for the rest of the weekend. Monica had pretty much ordered that Steve show up at the club later that night. Karen couldn’t wait for that. She wondered what fun things the girls had planned for Steve. Something really fun and humiliating she hoped.  
 
      
 
    Over and over again, Karen took big bites of the dog food, chewed it up rather voraciously, and swallowed it. All to the raging horror of Steve, somewhere in the back of her mind. His raging was like sweet music to Karen. So nice. It was what she had been created to do to him. Occasionally, she moved to the water bowl and lapped up a good amount of water, then it was back to the dog food until it was finished. And through it all, Steve never stopped trying to break free – which Karen had made quite sure he couldn’t.   
 
      
 
    Once their dinner was done, Karen got up from all fours and picked the food bowl up, leaving the water bowl still on the floor. She found the grey squirrel toy they had bought at the supermarket and removed the packaging. Then, laughing to herself, she threw it across the room. In a flash she was down on all fours racing after it – while Steve was practically crying inside her head. She kept hearing him wanting to yell no, no, no. But he didn’t have any power to make any sound at all. She had control of everything. She grabbed the squirrel with her mouth. It was nice and soft – and furry. Steve was hating it. Karen actually thought the squirrel was really cute. A nice cuddly toy. She took it from her mouth, threw it across the floor, and chased it again. What fun. And poor Steve, locked up inside her head, could do nothing but go along for the ride. She grabbed the squirrel again with her mouth and it squeaked. Karen was overjoyed. She chewed and squeaked it again as Steve inside her was faced with yet a new horror. Steve wanted nothing more than for it to end. Karen wanted it to never end.  
 
      
 
    Karen played for a while, occasionally going back to the water bowl for a drink. But eventually she pulled one of the sofa cushions off with her teeth and curled up on top of it. She let most of the control go back to Steve, just watching to make sure he wouldn’t be able to do anything from the list of things Susan had given her that he shouldn’t.   
 
      
 
    Steve was glad for the rest. But why couldn’t he be able to lay down in his own bed? Or even just sit in a chair like a normal person? Because he wasn’t a normal person, that’s why. It was actually about ten minutes before he discovered that he had control of his body again. The witch was leaving him alone – finally! He tried to say something, and only barked again. Damn! But being in control again was a huge help. He got to his feet, put the sofa cushion back, and headed to the bathroom. At least he wasn’t forced to go around naked outside and pee up against a tree or something.   
 
      
 
    His little break didn’t last long though as he remembered, unfortunately, that Monica had demanded he go to the club. He’d much rather not go, but he was simply too afraid of her magic. How did she do it? It was impossible! But he had just been subjected directly to one of her foul black spells. He had firsthand knowledge of how real her magic was. Impossible? It seemed nothing was impossible for that witch!  
 
      
 
    Karen really would have liked to wear the gold dress and shoes out again. They were made for partying. But this was not the time for things like that. According to Susan, she had to let Steve wear his regular men’s clothes this time. She hoped she’d get the chance to wear the gold dress sometime in the future. She allowed Steve to pick out everything they would wear, except the underwear he already had on. She didn’t allow him to remove any of that. A little while later, Steve faced his door again. He was in complete control of his body still. Well, mostly, he still couldn’t say anything without barking instead. He didn’t want to go to the club, but he had no choice. Praying everything would be alright, he opened his door and walked out.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was Diane who first noticed Steve in the club. He was trying to stay by himself, away from everyone else. She looked around. Monica and Mike were dancing together. She didn’t see Carla just then, but once they had arrived, Carla had quickly found several guys she had dated before. Diane wasn’t that lucky. She headed for Steve.   
 
      
 
    Steve saw Diane heading toward him. He didn’t know where the other women were and didn’t care. He was there, now he just wanted to go home – before he would have to open his mouth.   
 
      
 
    “Hi Stevie,” Diane said with a mischievous smile on her face.   
 
      
 
    Steve tried to growl at her, and was surprised that he managed it so well.  
 
      
 
    “Now, now,” Diane said to him. “You’ve brought this on yourself. So don’t go getting angry at anyone else.”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t exactly see things that way.   
 
      
 
    “Are you having fun yet?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t answer.  
 
      
 
    “I said, are you having fun?” Diane demanded.  
 
      
 
    Steve again didn’t answer.  
 
      
 
    “Speak!”  
 
      
 
    Less than a second later, Steve found himself issuing a rather blatant bark at her command to speak, which surprised him totally.  
 
      
 
    It was clear that it surprised Diane too. She laughed. “Come on,” Diane said as she dragged him by the arm. “Dance with me.” As she dragged him toward the dance floor, she said, “I guess most guys are worried about winding up with a real dog of a woman. And now look what I’m stuck with tonight.”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t appreciate the humor at all.   
 
      
 
    The dance floor was packed, as always, which was part of the fun. Who wants to party at someplace that’s practically dead? The minute Diane hit the dance floor, she started dancing. Steve joined her. He had actually dated Diane once when he had been a bit on the desperate side. But there was just something about her that had kept him from asking her out again. It wasn’t that she was that bad looking, she wasn’t…exactly. She just wasn’t what he would call, pretty. She also wasn’t nearly as well built as the women he usually liked. But none of that was his main reason for not dating her anymore. It was just something else. Something about her personality maybe. His bottom line, she just wasn’t his type. And now that she was a witch…or becoming a witch…or something…she was really not his type!  
 
      
 
    Diane laughed, let loose, and enjoyed herself. She didn’t get the guys like Carla always did. But tonight she was dancing with Steve, one of the better looking guys she had ever been out with…as long as you didn’t consider the fact that he was wearing panties, pantyhose, and a bra under his clothes. And also if you didn’t consider that he wouldn’t be able to say anything without barking like a dog. But if you ignored all that, to all appearances, she was out with one of the best looking guys in the club. Now if he would just keep his mouth shut for a while so she could pretend he was like any other guy and enjoy herself.   
 
      
 
    Carla spotted Diane dancing with Steve. She was surprised. She was also surprised at how much Diane appeared to be having fun with him. But then, Steve was a great looking guy. Flaky and full of problems, but he looked great! When the song ended and they stopped dancing for a moment, she grabbed both the guys she had been dancing with and dragged them over to Diane and Steve who were now dancing to the next song. As Carla started dancing next to them, she leaned over to Diane and shouted above the music, “How’s it going?”  
 
      
 
    “Great!” Diane returned happily.   
 
      
 
    “Well, have fun,” Carla shouted back.  
 
      
 
    But before she could leave, Diane quickly got Carla’s attention. “Carla!” she shouted.  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “Watch this!” She leaned in toward Steve and shouted, “Speak!”  
 
      
 
    Steve was totally surprised when his body immediately issued a rather loud bark. He saw Diane and Carla laugh, and as he moved his eyes further around, he saw several others around him laughing too.  
 
      
 
    “Speak!” shouted Carla. And once again Steve involuntarily barked, causing even more laughter.  
 
      
 
    “You sound just like my dog at home,” one of the women near him said over the music.  
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t dancing anymore like the rest of them, he was just looking nervously for a way out of there.   
 
      
 
    “Come on Stevie,” Carla shouted. “Say something so everyone can hear you.”  
 
      
 
    Steve stood there frightened and shook his head.  
 
      
 
    “Say something!” Carla demanded again.  
 
      
 
    Steve again shook his head.  
 
      
 
    “Speak!” Diane shouted. And once again Steve let out a loud involuntary bark, to the laughter of everyone around him.  
 
      
 
    “What’s with the barking tonight?” one of the guys who was with Carla asked.  
 
      
 
    But Steve wasn’t going to answer for anything.  
 
      
 
    “Steve! Answer him!” Carla yelled.  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head.  
 
      
 
    “I said answer him. Tell him.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was frightened and didn’t want to do it. He shook his head again.  
 
      
 
    “Tell him or you’ll wish you had!” Carla threatened.  
 
      
 
    Weakly, Steve barked. The guy who had asked the question blinked. “What’s that supposed to mean?”  
 
      
 
    Under Carla’s demanding gaze, Steve weakly barked again.  
 
      
 
    The guy shook his head. “So you’re only going to bark tonight?”  
 
      
 
    Steve shrugged. But he was surprised when a woman on his other side grabbed his arm and said, “Bark for me.”  
 
      
 
    A bit bolder than he had before, Steve barked. To his surprise, the woman laughed, put her arms around him and kissed him.  
 
      
 
    “Hey!” Diane cried. “He’s mine tonight!”  
 
      
 
    The woman smiled and turned loose of Steve.   
 
      
 
    “Is that all you’re going to say tonight?” Another woman leaned in and asked. “You’re just going to bark to everything?”  
 
      
 
    Steve nodded, smiled, then barked.  
 
      
 
    “Cool,” the woman laughed as she continued dancing.   
 
      
 
    Carla leaned toward Diane. “Have you seen Monica yet?”  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “Not for a while now,” she yelled back.  
 
      
 
    “I think she’s over on the other side of the dance floor. You’ve got to show her.”  
 
      
 
    Diane nodded. She grabbed Steve and began pulling him through the crowd towards the other side of the room. It took her a while to find Monica. She was dancing with Mike. She pulled Steve along with her right up to Monica and shouted, “Hey Monica, watch this.” Then she turned to Steve and shouted, “Speak!” Steve of course immediately barked.  
 
      
 
    Monica laughed. Mike stared like he couldn’t believe it. “What the hell are you doing?” he asked Steve.  
 
      
 
    “Answer him!’ Diane shouted at Steve when it looked like he wasn’t going to answer. Steve meekly shrugged and barked again.  
 
      
 
    Mike was lost. “What kind of game is he playing?” he asked Diane.  
 
      
 
    “He’s only going to bark tonight like a dog. No talking,” she shouted back over the music.  
 
      
 
    Mike shook his head. Steve had obviously lost it. “What, is this a bet of some kind?”  
 
      
 
    Steve immediately nodded happily…and was chagrinned to find that his tongue was out and he was suddenly panting happily. He saw Diane and Monica both start laughing.  
 
      
 
    Diane grabbed Steve’s arm again. “Come on dog boy, let’s get a drink.”  
 
      
 
    Once they got near the bar, Diane would have had Steve get her a drink, but in his present condition, he’d never be able to order one. “Beer for you?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve nodded.   
 
      
 
    Diane put a wicked smile on her face. “Don’t nod, tell me.”  
 
      
 
    Steve rolled his eyes and barked.  
 
      
 
    “Much better. Right back,” she told him. Five minutes later, she was back and handed him a bottle of beer to drink. He tried to put it to his mouth to take a sip, but it was as if his arm wouldn’t work right for a moment. It actually took him several seconds for him to be able to pull the glass of beer up to his mouth. But once he got it there, his tongue kept sticking out of his mouth, trying to get into the tiny neck of the bottle. For the life of him, Steve couldn’t drink the beer at all.   
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?” Diane asked, noticing Steve seemed to have a problem of some kind.   
 
      
 
    But Steve had no way to tell her what the problem was. Evidently, whatever curse they had put on him, wasn’t going to let him drink any beer. Which didn’t make much sense to him because he had always heard that dogs loved beer.  
 
      
 
    Inside Steve’s head, Karen was laughing. It had taken her a moment to figure out how she wanted to handle things with Steve as far as drinking went. Susan had given her a list of things to either keep Steve from doing, or things he should do instead, and drinking from any kind of glass or cup was definitely out. She was going to have to force him to drink from a bowl on the floor instead. But they were out in public just then. Through Steve’s eyes and memories, she had seen dogs drinking out of glasses and things that their owners had given them, but they didn’t drink like humans, they used their tongues to lap at the liquids. So once she figured that out, all Karen had to do was to try to get at the beer through the tiny neck of the glass bottle – with her tongue. Like a dog. Totally frustrating and embarrassing for Steve, and totally funny to Karen.  
 
      
 
    Diane noticed a place at one of the tables with seats opening up. “Come on Fido,” she said as she grabbed his arm. “Let’s sit for a minute.”  
 
      
 
    Diane sat down in the long seat, and the pulled Steve in to sit right next to her. She sipped at her mixed drink, while Steve stared at the bottle of beer he had set on the table in front of him. He picked it up again and tried to drink from it, but once again his tongue kept trying to get into the thin neck of the bottle so he couldn’t get anything out.   
 
      
 
    Diane watched him closely as he did it. He was trying to get is tongue into the bottle. She wondered…. “Here,” she said. “Try a sip of mine.” She handed over her mixed drink to him. Steve looked skeptically at the glass and brought it to his lips. But his arm only brought it part way to his mouth. A moment later, he found himself leaning over the glass, with his tongue going in and out into the liquid, trying to lap the drink up like a dog. The moment he realized what he was doing, he pulled back and stopped. He set the drink on the table and motioned with his hand like he was saying “No thanks.”   
 
      
 
    Diane was laughing. “God!” she exclaimed. “You’ve even got to drink like a dog. This is just too good!” Steve had quite a different opinion on the matter.  
 
      
 
    A minute later, Monica and Mike joined them. Mike quickly left though to get himself and Monica a drink. The minute he was gone, Diane said, “Monica, you’ve got to see this.” She handed Steve his bottle of beer. “Drink!” she ordered.   
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head and set the beer back on the table.   
 
      
 
    “I said drink!” she ordered more sternly.  
 
      
 
    Steve gave Diane a nasty look, but he brought the bottle to his mouth and tried to drink, and once again his tongue wouldn’t let him.  
 
      
 
    “What’s he doing?” Monica asked like he was nothing but crazy.   
 
      
 
    “Not watch this,” Diane told her. She took beer bottle from Steve and handed him her glass instead. “Drink!” she ordered again.  
 
      
 
    Once again, Steve bent over the glass and started lapping up the liquid with his tongue.   
 
      
 
    Monica stared for a moment, finally realizing what was going on. She broke out in peals of laughter. “Oh, this is just too much!” She completely ignored the nasty look she got from Steve where he was thinking seriously about getting his gun and then killing her.  
 
      
 
    When Mike came back, Steve tried his best to stay out of the conversation, but he soon realized that their conversation was becoming a game to get him to say things…or bark. But to Mike, it soon became a game to try to get Steve to say something without barking, as if to try to make him lose some kind of bet. Steve would have done anything to not bark! But being incapable of it just then only made Mike more determined…and frustrated.  
 
      
 
    “Come on dog-boy,” Diane finally said. “I came here to dance. Steve was grateful, and very relieved.  
 
      
 
    They danced for a little while more, Diane thoroughly enjoying herself, but before long, certain thoughts started dominating her mind. She finally looked around. On the crowded dance floor she didn’t see either Carla or Monica. She stopped dancing and grabbed Steve’s arm. “Come on,” she shouted over the music. “Let’s get out of here.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was only too happy to comply. He let her drag him all the way outside where the cooler air and lack of noise were both something physical to get accustomed too.   
 
      
 
    Still holding Steve’s arm, Diane looked around. She didn’t see anyone she knew. Especially not Monica or Carla. She leaned in close and hugged Steve, then she reached up and kissed him on the lips, which surprised Steve to no end. “Can we go back to your place?” she asked, her eyes full of hope.  
 
      
 
    Totally surprised now, Steve tried to say yes, except that he barked instead. Rolling his eyes while Diane laughed, he nodded. She wanted to go home with him? What next?  
 
      
 
    “I’ll meet you there!” Diane laughed happily as she literally ran for her car. Steve, not quite knowing what to expect, especially with a witch, moved much more slowly. Cursed to only be able to bark like a dog and not speak had prevented him from going to get his gun. As far as he could tell, he now couldn’t get it until Monday sometime. But first thing after work on  
 
    Monday….  
 
      
 
    Diane was already parked in front of his apartment by the time he got there. The moment he pulled into his parking place, she was out of the car and waiting for him. Not saying…or barking…a word, he led her straight up to his apartment.   
 
      
 
    “I need your bathroom,” she said as soon as she got inside. Steve merely pointed, but she was already heading in that direction. When she came out, he went in. When he came out again, he found her in the kitchen. She turned to him and held up the empty dog food can he had left on his counter. She giggled. “Your dinner?”  
 
      
 
    Steve immediately got angry and growled.   
 
      
 
    Diane only laughed again. “And I see you had plenty of water to drink too,” she said, pointing at the water bowl in the middle of his kitchen floor.   
 
      
 
    Steve growled again.  
 
      
 
    Diane walked up to him and put her arms around his neck. “Shh…” she said softly. “Then she leaned up and kissed his lips again. “Please,” she pleaded in a soft whisper. “Please make love to me.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was totally surprised. This witch wanted him to make love to her? After what she had done to him? But as she hugged him tightly and pressed her body into his, he felt his own body starting to respond.   
 
      
 
    She looked up at him again. “Carla told me that you had sex with her last week, and she said you were better than you’ve ever been before. Way better.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was totally surprised, only because Carla had officially dumped him as soon as they had finished.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t get to go to bed with many guys,” Diane continued. “I guess I just don’t have the sexy body a lot of them do. But I’m asking…no, I’m begging…please? Please do to me what you did with Carla.”  
 
      
 
    Steve realized she was actually giving him a choice. But after what she…and the other witches…had just done to him, did he really want to do that? But there was suddenly something very powerful inside of him that seemed to push him to do as Diane wanted. He held her close to him again, and kissed her passionately.  
 
      
 
    After the sex Steve had had with Carla, when she had told him never again, Karen had thought she had done something very wrong. She thought she had somehow failed. Now Diane was telling her that Carla had told her that it had been far better than any sex Carla had had with Steve before. Karen, not that deep inside of Steve, not only felt very elated, but very relieved. And because of what Diane had said, she hovered closer to the surface than ever, helping Steve make love to Diane.   
 
      
 
    Diane was going insane, lying naked on Steve’s bed, while Steve did little things all over her body, bringing her pleasure such as she had never known. It was better than she had ever had, but it wasn’t what she truly wanted – deep down. Finally realizing that, and deciding to take the chance of a lifetime, she stopped him – completely.   
 
      
 
    Steve tried to say, “What?” but it only came out as another bark…making Diane giggle.   
 
      
 
    Diane looked into Steve’s eyes. “If I…want to try something,” she said hesitantly, “will you hurt me?”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s first inclination was to say yes, but he found his head shaking, telling her no, he wouldn’t. He wasn’t sure if it was himself agreeing to it, or more interference from the witch…the real witch – Monica.   
 
      
 
    Diane considered that, then sighed. “Wait here,” she said softly. Quickly, she ran to her bag she had left in his living room. From it, she pulled a small length of rope she had taken from her car. She went back to Steve in the bedroom.  
 
      
 
    Steve saw the rope, and rolled his eyes. Bondage? But he couldn’t speak to ask any questions. He watched as she took the rope and tied one end of it to his headboard. It wasn’t a very long rope. It was actually fairly short. After one end was secure, she went to work tying a knot in the other end. Steve was somewhat amazed at how fast she did it. It seemed like it took her two seconds to create some kind of knot with two loops in it. Realizing she wanted to tie him up with it, he wanted to balk. He wanted to say no. But somehow, his hands came up of their own accord, waiting for her to slip the loops of her knot over them…securing him to his own bed.  
 
      
 
    “No,” Diane whispered quickly. She looked at him for a moment to try to find the courage. “If I let you tie me, will you release me when were done? Don’t keep me like this too long?” Steve blinked. She wanted to be the one tied up? He pointed at her, trying to ask the question with his gesture.  
 
      
 
    Diane was breathing faster. “I want to feel helpless. I want to feel someone big and strong like you taking full advantage of me. Please?”  
 
      
 
    With Karen helping to guide Steve, between Steve’s two conscious minds, they were able to answer all of Diane’s wishes – fully.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 26.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Oh Steeeeevieee,” Monica’s voice came over the phone line Saturday morning.  
 
      
 
    Just the sound of Monica’s voice made Steve feel sick. And that was on top of how sick the dog food he had eaten for breakfast had made him. So far, he had spent the entire morning naked and crawling around on the floor – with the exception of standing up to get his dogfood breakfast and sitting down on the toilet a couple of times – why he hadn’t been able to stand up for that, he didn’t have a clue. Since Diane had left last night, he hadn’t been able to put any clothes on his body, and with only very few exceptions, he hadn’t been able to get to his feet. He had even slept on one of the sofa cushions all night that he had pulled off of the sofa with his teeth. Between bouts of playing with his squirrel dog toy, he had spent a lot of time thinking about his evening with Diane last night. It had been – pretty darn amazing…despite all his problems. And Diane only wanted to be kept helpless while he was free to do anything he wanted with her. But the only things he had done to her, was to make love to her. First softly, then increasingly stronger.   
 
      
 
    “Stevie? Are you there? You could at least say hi so I know you’re listening.”  
 
      
 
    Steve barked. The damn witch.  
 
      
 
    “Good boy!” Monica crooned as if she was talking to a puppy. “I hope you had a good time at the club last night. I know I did. I just talked to Diane, and she said she had told you to go home. I really wish she had asked me about that first. But it’s okay. As long as it was one of us that said you could leave, then I’m happy.   
 
      
 
    “I hope you got a good night’s sleep last night, because Carla, Diane, and me have all decided this morning that you should really go shopping with us. And, uh, Stevie, when I say shopping, I’m intending on you replacing that diamond ring of mine that you stole. Of course though, we’ll probably go to some other stores as well. Won’t that be fun? … Stevie? … I said won’t that be fun? … Answer me!”  
 
      
 
    Steve barked.  
 
      
 
    “That’s a good boy. I expect an answer when I ask a question. Remember that please. Anyway, we’re all coming to your place about eleven o’clock or so to pick you up. And Stevie, I’m thinking that besides some pretty panties, I’d kind of like to see you wearing your pretty garter belt and stockings again. Be a good puppy for me please?” With a laugh, she hung up.  
 
      
 
    The damn witch. He couldn’t even tell her that he hadn’t been able to get dressed at all that morning. Well, if she came around later to pick him up, at least he wouldn’t be able to go anywhere if he was still naked. A moment later though, his body was doing things without his approval again as he found himself getting up and getting into the shower. He was relieved – and he wasn’t.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Throw the squirrel, chase the squirrel. Over and over he found himself chasing after the stupid toy squirrel, only to pick it up in his mouth, chew on it a bit to try to make it squeak – he wasn’t always successful – shake it in his mouth a bit, then throw it again…and of course, chase after it again. Steve’s knees were starting to kill him, and he should never have decided to wear a nice pair of slacks.   
 
      
 
    The doorbell ringing brought him a reprieve, but not from the stupid squirrel as he found himself answering the door with the damn thing still in his mouth. Of course, the shocked looks from all three women at his door was something of a plus as far as he was concerned. Unfortunately, the women didn’t go away.  
 
      
 
    “Why Stevie,” Monica said. “You didn’t tell me you had some new toys.”  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Carla reached out and took it from his mouth and squeezed it. It squeaked. “High tech toys too,” she said. All three women laughed. Carla threw the toy, and Steve found himself excitedly bounding after it – on all fours again. By the time he got to it, all the women were inside and the door was closed behind them. They all laughed as he grabbed the stupid furry thing in his mouth and took it straight back to Carla, who threw it again for him.   
 
      
 
    Steve fetched the darn thing three times before Diane called them all from his kitchen. “Hey ladies. Come look at this.” A moment later, she was pointing out two empty cans of dog food on the counter, and two bowls in the middle of his kitchen floor, one of them empty where the dog food had been, and the other one still half full of water. The peals of laughter from the women was nothing but total embarrassment to Steve.   
 
      
 
    “At least he’s eating well,” Monica said as she examined one of the empty dogfood cans. “I think!” Which only brought more laughter from the women.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, ladies,” Monica finally said. “If we keep playing with the dog here, we’ll never get our shopping done. And I want a new ring!” She turned and left the kitchen, heading for the bedroom. “Come along everyone.”   
 
      
 
    Monica and Carla led the way, but before leaving the kitchen, Diane quickly grabbed Steve. She whispered, “They don’t have to know about last night. Okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie! Come!” Monica’s voice commanded. Steve took off after her, still on his hands and knees of course.  
 
      
 
    In the living room, Monica looked down at him. “How do we get you to stand up like a man…like a real person?”  
 
      
 
    Steve had no idea, he wanted to know that part too. But amazingly, as soon as Monica requested it, he found himself getting to his feet. He was more surprised by it than the women were.  
 
      
 
    “Okay ladies. Let’s check his underwear.” Carla went over to Steve and unfastened his pants. Panties, and garter belt – check. No fishnets today.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Monica said. “How about his bra?”  
 
      
 
    Carla checked that too. “The bra’s there too.”  
 
      
 
    “Very good puppy Stevie,” Monica crooned evilly. “I guess we’re ready then,” she said as she started to turn toward the door.  
 
      
 
    “Not quite!” Carla interrupted.  
 
      
 
    She started digging into her purse. “I figured that since our friend Stevie here likes lingerie so much…and since he’s enjoying being a dog so much as well, then…well…I stopped on the way here and got him…this!” He held up a bright pink dog collar. The sight of it brought laughter and exclamations from all the women. A minute later, Steve’s neck was “decorated” with the new bright pink collar. From the back it wasn’t noticeable under the collar of the shirt he was wearing, but from the front, it couldn’t be missed.  
 
      
 
    “Perfect!” Monica declared.  
 
      
 
    “I love it!” Diane added. “Good one Carla!”  
 
      
 
    “I just thought it seemed…appropriate,” Carla replied.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    They took Carla’s car since it was the nicest of the three women’s cars. Along the way they passed the store where Steve had bought his gun. His gun…it was in there, along with the permit for him to buy it. All he needed was the ability to go and get it. Soon now. Very soon. And then these damn witches would never bother him again! He’d make sure of it!  
 
      
 
    Carla drove them to the city’s new outdoor mall. She tried to park her car as close to the big jewelry store as she could, but being Saturday, there were a lot of people around and no close parking spaces. Once out of the car, it was a long walk to the store – for Steve. He didn’t get the impression that any of the women minded at all. They were all enjoying being out and shopping. Steve, on the other hand, kept seeing all too many people looking at the bright pink dog collar he was wearing.   
 
      
 
    Before entering the jewelry store, Monica linked her arm in Steve’s and said, “Okay dog boy, play your cards right in here and just buy me whatever I pick out, and no one should even notice if you don’t say anything. Give me the least little trouble though, and I’ll have you playing fetch right in the middle of the store. Got that?”  
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t happy about it, but he nodded.  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “Didn’t I tell you that when I ask you something I expect an answer?”  
 
      
 
    Hating it, Steve let out a small bark.  
 
      
 
    “Very good,” Monica replied. “Now don’t worry, I’m not going to be greedy. I just want something comparable to what I had.”  
 
      
 
    Steve felt somewhat better, except he didn’t know what she had before. He didn’t get much time to think about that as Monica dragged him into the store.  
 
      
 
    “How big was your other ring?” Carla asked.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, it was a beautiful round diamond. One quarter caret. Really pretty.”  
 
      
 
    “One quarter? That’s all?”  
 
      
 
    “Hey, that ring cost us almost eight hundred dollars when it was new. I figure it’s probably worth almost a thousand now. If I need it, a thousand dollars could keep me going for quite a while.”  
 
      
 
    Carla shook her head. “Girl, you’re aiming your sights too low!”  
 
      
 
    Steve was glad. Eight hundred to a thousand dollars for a diamond ring didn’t sound too bad. He figured he could live just fine with that. Besides, after he shot her, he could always get it back and return it to the store for a refund. That thought pleased him a lot.  
 
      
 
    It took no time for all three women to find the engagement rings, and only two seconds more for a store employee to offer to help. Since Monica still had her arm linked though Steve’s, he realized that the store employee probably thought he and Monica were getting married. Well, he would buy her a new engagement ring, but he wasn’t marrying her. She was a witch for heaven’s sake!   
 
      
 
    Diamond ring after diamond ring was pulled out and discussed by all three women. Steve had no problem staying quiet! He was happy that they were starting with the rings that were under a thousand dollars, but that didn’t last long as Carla kept pushing Monica to get something nicer. Steve didn’t know how many rings Monica had tried on her finger, but by the time they left the store, Steve hadn’t had to open his mouth to bark even once, and his credit card had been charged with another twenty-five hundred dollars. The damn witch! She was going to drive him broke! He really couldn’t wait to kill her and get that ring back now.  
 
      
 
    After the jewelry store, Monica kept the ring on her finger and her arm linked through Steve’s as they walked the busy sidewalk in front of the stores. Steve wanted to go straight home. Unfortunately, it was obvious that the women had other ideas.   
 
      
 
    Diane, walking next to Carla and behind Monica and Steve, kept a close watch on Monica. With that new engagement ring on her finger and her arm holding onto Steve that way, she felt jealous. Why couldn’t they leave Steve all to her? And why couldn’t Steve be truly interested in her? After making love the night before, Diane had too many fantasies running through her mind.  
 
      
 
    They stopped for lunch at a small restaurant with outside tables. Since Steve couldn’t order, Monica ordered for him and bought him his lunch. She figured it was only right since he had just bought her a new engagement ring that was worth far more than the ring she had lost. They carried their lunches to the tables outside and sat down. The women started eating and talking. Steve could literally do nothing more than sit there and look at his lunch. For some reason, his arms refused to come up from his lap. He had a pretty good idea of what it would take for him to be able to eat something or drink something, and he wasn’t going to go there if he could help it.  
 
      
 
    Diane noticed Steve not eating first. She leaned over toward him. “Can’t eat this way?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve nodded.   
 
      
 
    “Thought so,” she replied quietly. “Here, let me help.” She got up from her seat, and to Steve’s horror, started breaking apart his sandwich into small bite sized bits. Then she placed his entire plate down on the ground. She removed the lid and straw from his drink and set it down on the ground next to his plate. “There,” she said. “All set of our good little doggie.”  
 
      
 
    Steve suddenly hated her. Well, he had hated her before, but after the night before, he didn’t hate her as much as the others…until now. And now all the other women were laughing loudly. As much as he didn’t want to do it, he quickly found himself down on the ground on all fours, with his head in the plate of food, eating it like a dog. Oh how he hated his life, and oh how much more he hated those witches. Soon now. Soon he would have his gun, and he was going to make very good use of it!   
 
      
 
    Steve ate his lunch in angry silence, while the women laughed and way too many people pointed and laughed along with them. He was very glad as soon as lunch was over and Monica told him to get to his feet again. Before that, he hadn’t been able to. But now that lunch was over, the women seemed to have more shopping on their minds. And the first store they dragged Steve into was another lingerie store. But the thing Steve was even less happy with, was that the only reason they seemed to be in there was to buy him more lingerie. Not stuff for them, the real women, but for him. And he couldn’t open his mouth to protest at all!  
 
      
 
    Not being able to have any say in the matter, the women eventually picked out three lacy matching bra and panty sets. Three new fancy garter belts, and half a dozen pairs of stocking to go with those garter belts, including one more pair of fishnets – since the women had all noted that he seemed to be very fond of them before. Steve’s credit card took another hit for things he absolutely didn’t want to buy. Oh how he was going to get back at these women. All of them!  
 
      
 
    They went into several more stores after that. The women bought a few small things for themselves. Steve was very glad they didn’t make him buy anything more for himself. Finally, they headed home.   
 
      
 
    Once out of the car, Monica grabbed Steve to talk. “Thank you for buying me a new ring. I hadn’t intended on getting one this expensive, but I finally figured you owed me that much…at least! Especially after you robbed me and trashed my entire apartment. But don’t think that I won’t still send that confession of yours to the police. All this was today was for me to get my ring back. That’s all. So you’re still not off the hook. Understand?” When Steve made no reply, she said again, “Understand?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was forced to bark outside in his own parking lot. He really hoped nobody that was around heard him.  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Monica finally said. “We’re leaving you now. If that spell worked like it’s supposed to, then you should be back to normal again on Monday morning. On Monday, make sure you wear one of your new bra and panty sets. And don’t forget one of your new garter belts and stockings too. We want to see something different for a change. Got that?”  
 
      
 
    Steve barked, knowing he wasn’t going to have a choice.   
 
      
 
    “Good,” Monica replied. “Bye now, Puppy Steve. Enjoy the rest of your weekend.” She laughed as she headed off towards her car.   
 
      
 
    Carla had already pulled out of the parking space and was leaving. Only Diane was left. She walked up to Steve. “I’ll be back in a little while,” she said. “Expect me.” Then she too headed for her car.  
 
      
 
    Steve had no idea why Diane was coming back, but he wondered if she was going to bring some of her rope.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was almost an hour and a half later when Steve heard someone knocking on his door. He didn’t want to answer it, but he found himself crawling quickly towards his door anyway, and barking before he reached up and opened the door. Diane was there, along with a large suitcase.  
 
      
 
    “Hi Steve,” Diane said as she dragged her suitcase into his apartment. “Since the others aren’t coming back, I thought I’d spend the night.”  
 
      
 
    Diane’s first order of business was to immediately strip all of Steve’s clothes off of him, with the exception of the pink dog collar that Carla had bought him. “Much better!” she declared as soon as he was naked. She leaned over him and spoke softly. “I can be both dominant and submissive. Take your pick. Last night you took care of me – very well I might add. Thank you very much for that. Trust me, it was…epic. But for the rest of the weekend, since you’re sort of…indisposed, I thought I’d return the favor and be the dominant one instead.” She set her hand on her large suitcase. “And I brought a few things with me for us to have fun with.”  
 
      
 
    Fun? Steve had no idea what she had in her suitcase, but he was guessing he wasn’t going to like it.  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t know what was in the suitcase, but Karen thought she did. Karen had a very good idea since she was the one who had “enjoyed” cleaning Diane’s apartment, and she was the one who had seen some of the bondage things that Diane had.   
 
      
 
    But the suitcase remained unopened. Diane played fetch with him with the squirrel. She watched TV with her feet up on the couch while he remained down on the floor. At dinner time she herself filled his food bowl with dogfood and his water bowl with water. She did everything possible to treat him like nothing but a real dog…until later that night. The suitcase got opened, and Diane began having fun with all the different toys she had brought with her. The moment Steve was securely bound the first way, Diane stripped off all her clothes. With Steve naked, she had fun arousing him, and had even more fun forcing him to get her aroused too. But she didn’t let it go further than that. Then it was time to switch to some of her other toys. Diane spent the entire evening, until late into the night, binding Steve in many different ways and with many different devices. Sometimes they made love, Diane crashing over the top multiple times. Other times the bondage was nothing more than foreplay. But Diane kept it going for a very long time.   
 
      
 
    Finally, in the wee hours of the morning, she pulled everything off of Steve but his pink collar. She tied a length of rope to the collar, tugged firmly once and issued the command, “Come!”  
 
      
 
    Steve found himself being led along on her makeshift leash, not to the bedroom, but to his apartment door. To his horror, she opened it and dragged him all the way outside. She kept forcing him to follow her all the way downstairs, then down and around to the side of the building.   
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Diane finally said, “Do your business. Be a good dog and go potty for me now.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was totally aghast and mortified. Go potty? Outside? Like a dog? But even though he didn’t want to do it, he found himself no longer in control of his body again as he started sniffing around the bushes before he lifted his leg and peed on them. Steve wanted to die. “Good boy!” Diane’s voice crooned.   
 
      
 
    She led him back upstairs to his apartment. She left the rope attached to his collar and took him straight into the bedroom where she secured it to the foot of his bed. Then she attached one of her spreader bars to his ankles, holding his legs far apart. Even though to Diane he appeared to be stuck on his hands and knees, she had him lay down and she attached a pair of padded handcuffs to his hands and around the spreader bar so he was bent in half. He now couldn’t get up, and it would be impossible for him to untie the end of the rope from the bed or his collar.   
 
      
 
    Feeling much more secure and safe, she laid down in his bed and went to sleep.  
 
      
 
    The next morning, Diane started all over again, treating Steve like a dog, and letting him “enjoy” all the fun it could bring – to her. She didn’t leave him to go home until late into the evening. By that time, Steve couldn’t count the number of times or the many different ways they had made love. He only knew he didn’t want to have any kind of sex for a very…long…time. Diane had been insatiable, and he was exhausted.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 27.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hello?” Just being able to say that one simple word Monday morning was a tremendous relief to Steve. He didn’t know how the witches had accomplished it, but that curse of theirs had kept him behaving partially as a dog, and partially as a man all weekend – and much of the time it had been totally like a dog! Especially while Diane had been there. He still couldn’t get over that, not to mention all the kinky bondage gear she had. He never had any idea! She was…really wacked out! But there was no doubt that her stay had also been one of the most epic love making events in history. The woman just didn’t quit!  
 
      
 
    Once his shower had been taken, he faced his underwear drawer. He didn’t even hesitate as he selected one of his new bra and panty sets and a lacy garter belt and stockings to go with it. The damn witches had told him he had to wear them, and they were just too powerful to defy.   
 
      
 
    Who would have ever believed they were witches? And who would have ever believed how powerful their magic could be? Not him. Not anymore. The things they kept doing to him absolutely defied belief! And the part that worried him just as much, was the future, because obviously they didn’t act like they were done tormenting him yet.  
 
      
 
    But tonight…. Tonight after work, he was finally going to get his gun. The gun he should have been able to get last Friday. And once he had that gun… Pow! Pow! Pow! Pow! Monica, Carla, Diane, and Ruth! Four dead witches coming right up! He was going to save the world from their evil. Unfortunately, he realized that since he’d rather avoid prison, it would be better if he found some way to kill them without anyone knowing about it. Which was a pity, because he was going to be a hero, and nobody would ever know. Unless he just shot them all the first time they started messing with him again – which was not only what he had planned on doing, but was also most likely what he was going to do.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan had been on pins and needles all weekend. She hadn’t heard a single word from Karen. What had happened? She had spent a good bit of time putting together her recommendations for Monica’s little witches spell ceremony. Had something gone wrong with it? What had been the results? Had Steve somehow overpowered Karen? Had he harmed those women?   
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until Susan got up out of bed on Monday morning that she found an all too brief message from Karen.   
 
      
 
    Fantastic weekend. Total blast. Completely exhausted. More tonight. We need to be careful though. Steve is more determined than ever to get that gun that he bought, and he’s bound and determined to shoot Monica and the rest of the women too!   
 
      
 
    That was all Susan got, but she felt very relieved. She couldn’t wait now to hear the details. But the part about Steve being so determined to shoot Monica was very troubling. Karen would stop him of course. There was no question there. But what if somehow Karen couldn’t stop him? As unlikely as it seemed, there were no absolute guarantees in this at all. Susan knew she was going to have to hope for the best.   
 
      
 
    So what had gone on all weekend that had Karen so exhausted and kept her from contacting her? Having no answers from Karen, and knowing that most likely it could be later in the day or even later that evening before she heard from Karen, Susan did the next best thing, she emailed Monica and asked how things went.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was the middle of the morning by the time Monica got Susan’s email. She immediately wrote back:  
 
      
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    It all went great! I don’t know how you did it, but we were all totally amazed by the results – especially poor Steve. How do you do it? How can you do what everyone knows is impossible? What other things can you do to him?  
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan got Monica’s email a short while later. She wrote back:  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    What I have done to gain control over Steve is complicated beyond measure. Everything I do with him on my end is very complex and takes a lot of time, thought, and effort. I’m sorry, but I won’t tell you more. Please just be aware that there are some things I can do with him, and many things I cannot. As much as it seems otherwise, my powers are still very limited.   
 
      
 
    This last weekend was my idea to give you some kind of demonstration of what I can manage. If we’re sharing Steve, then it’s now your turn. What would you like to do? If you need me to do something on my end, please just be aware that I can’t make things happen immediately. It usually takes me a day and sometimes more before I can set these spells in place on Steve.   
 
      
 
    So how shall we play with him next?  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Just before lunch, Monica showed Diane the Sorceress’s latest email. They decided they should meet with all the women and discuss it after work…right after they had Steve show them what frillies he was wearing that day.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve “endured” two different underwear checks in the morning – from Carla and later Ruth, who was more concerned with finally seeing the underwear she had been told about since she hadn’t been there when Steve had bought it. Later in the afternoon, Steve had to endure underwear checks again from Carla and Diane. And after work, he found himself down in the shipping department, lowering his pants in front of all four women, while Diane took more embarrassing pictures of him. But the entire time he was doing it, he had only one thing on his mind – getting his gun so he could kill them all.   
 
      
 
    Steve’s latest humiliation in the shipping department didn’t last long however, and he was soon in his car heading straight to the sporting goods store. He was very much afraid that somehow Monica’s magic would prevent him from getting the gun. But he went into the store with no problem. He picked up his gun permit with no problem. And he walked out of the store with his new gun and plenty of ammunition with no problems at all.   
 
      
 
    He went straight to the gun club to try out his new toy. Two boxes of ammunition later, he was in love with his new gun. As far as he was concerned, it worked like a dream…a dream of killing witches.   
 
      
 
    That night, after Steve fell asleep, Karen was up and typing a lengthy email to Susan, describing in detail her entire weekend. She also took particular care telling Susan that Steve now had his gun and that he was more determined to kill all four women than ever.   
 
      
 
    After sending the email, Karen anxiously waited for an answer from Susan, telling her what to do about Steve. It was nearly half an hour before she finally got something back.  
 
      
 
    Karen,  
 
      
 
    I need to think about this situation more. Are you sure you’re up to preventing Steve from hurting anyone, especially if he has that gun? Please call me if you have even the slightest doubts.   
 
      
 
    Karen was sure she would have no problem controlling Steve. She had proved it many times in the past. She just didn’t like guns. They made her nervous.  
 
      
 
    She wrote back:  
 
      
 
    Susan,  
 
      
 
    I’m sure I can control him with no trouble. I just don’t like guns. Even when Steve is doing the shooting, I’m still afraid of them.  
 
      
 
    Karen.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The next morning, when Steve left for work, he was wearing another of his new bra and panty sets, another of his new garter belts and stockings, and his new gun was hidden under his sport jacket.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    All night long Susan considered the implications of Steve having a gun now, especially in light of how determined he seemed to be about actually killing Monica and her friends…and that included Diane who evidently had spent a rather unbelievable time with Steve for much of the past weekend. But even knowing that Karen felt she was completely up to the task of controlling Steve, Susan was still very worried. Something could still go wrong.   
 
      
 
    She absolutely felt she had to warn Monica and her friends about Steve. She opened her email program, and was surprised to see a return email in her box from Monica. But it was earlier in the day where they were than where Susan lived.   
 
      
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    We discussed what to do next with Steve last night, but couldn’t come to any conclusions. We do have another question though that hopefully you will be able to answer. Evidently, it was something you did to Steve that night he first took me out and I discovered what underwear he was wearing – and evidently he really did have no knowledge of it. Like everything else you’ve shown us so far, it’s rather unbelievable, but now we know it must be true. Since then, we’ve all noticed that except for this past weekend, you’ve attacked Steve by trying to make him more feminine, or as Diane says, more of a sissy.   
 
      
 
    I’m afraid that I too have pushed Steve in this direction, mostly because I thought he was really interested in those things and I had wanted to use those inclinations to punish him. I now realize that I was wrong in that assumption. But still, we have all enjoyed teasing Steve with his new underwear and other things like that, and it still seems a perfectly logical direction for us to continue.   
 
      
 
    Our question is this, is there a reason why you seem to prefer that direction for punishing Steve?  
 
      
 
    We wanted to ask and make sure before we reached any conclusions as to our next course of action here.  
 
      
 
    Thank you,  
 
      
 
    Witch Monica and her coven.  
 
      
 
    Witch Monica…and her coven? Susan actually laughed out loud. Still, it was nearly as apt as she herself using the Sorceress. Witch Monica…and her coven. Her mind could just picture all the women standing around a witch’s pentagram, lit only by candlelight. They would all be dressed in black, perhaps with pointed black hats on their heads. She could just see poor Steve tied up in the middle of their pentagram while they chanted spells and curses around him. It was so…so….  
 
      
 
    She went no further as an idea struck her. She needed to get ready for work. She would be late if she didn’t. But she didn’t move as she tried to picture something…tried to figure out exactly what she was considering…and tried to figure out if she really was considering it. Mulling all too many things over in her mind, she forced herself to get ready for work, but her mind never stopped working.   
 
      
 
    If they actually did what she was considering, she felt it stood a good chance of preventing Steve from ever actually trying to harm anyone ever again. It would be difficult. It would be dangerous beyond belief. But in the state she was somewhat sure Steve had to be in just then, she was also fairly sure that it really might work. If…the witches went along with it. And she wouldn’t blame any of them for saying no. The danger factor was…unthinkable.   
 
      
 
    She waited until she got to work before she emailed Monica back. She waited, because she wanted to be absolutely sure she really wanted to even suggest such an idea to them. But in the end, she did sent her email:  
 
      
 
    Witch Monica…and dear friends,  
 
      
 
    I can answer your question, but I also bring very troubling news, and an even more troubling suggestion.  
 
      
 
    First of all, to answer your question, I have gone this direction because for as long as I have known him, Steve has always been too full of himself. He has always been too proud of his masculinity, and he honestly believes himself to be God’s gift to women. All women! He has always used that masculinity to his advantage, and I’m afraid, to the disadvantage of many others.  
 
      
 
    There is another reason I have gone this direction with him as well. It is simply much easier to force him to humiliate himself this way than trying to make him do other things. More on that I cannot say. I’m sorry. Simply trust me that it is so. But in this direction, I believe we can do very powerful things with Steve. And trust me, you don’t know how much it thrills me every time I can take Steve down a peg or two.  
 
      
 
    Now, I’m afraid I have some disturbing and troubling news. I found out late last night that Steve did go and get his gun. And worse, he is intending on shooting not just you Monica, but all of your “witch” friends as well. Please rest assured that I have taken firm steps to make sure he can harm no one! But as confident as I am of the measures I have put in place, I know there are no absolutes in life. For this reason, I would like you all to be extra careful. I do not wish to see any of you come to harm, especially not from the hands of a degenerate like Steve.  
 
      
 
    If you are interested, I have come up with a further plan to deal with Steve and his gun. But please consider it carefully. It is a dangerous plan for you no matter how you look at it. But if it works, I believe we have a very good chance of completely preventing Steve from ever trying to pick up another weapon to use against someone again, or from ever trying to physically harm anyone in any way – ever! I will detail my suggestions below. If you are interested, then please remember that it will take me at least another day to arrange my end of things.   
 
      
 
    Either way, as I said before, I AM fairly confident in the safety measures I have already taken with Steve. He may carry his gun, but as to using it, hopefully he should find that to be nearly impossible. I would simply feel better about things if we took this further step – to make sure he knows he can never do such a thing again.  
 
      
 
    Susan followed with a lengthy description of what she wanted to do, including reiterating all of her concerns.  
 
      
 
     ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica read all of the Sorceress’s lengthy email. And it scared her. If someone as obviously powerful as the Sorceress was concerned about Steve, then Monica felt she had a good reason to be concerned, if not downright scared as well.   
 
      
 
    It was nearly half an hour before she found Diane and could show her the email. At Diane’s suggestion, Monica called Ruth. “Ruth, I’m sending you an email from the Sorceress. Can you call Carla, and can we meet in your office right away. This is important. Deadly important!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve was feeling better and more confident with each passing hour. He had his gun hidden in his desk drawer for now, but he wasn’t planning on keeping it there. With the boost in his confidence, he managed to concentrate on his work better than he had in days.   
 
      
 
    None of the witches had bothered him even once yet that morning. Of course, he had stayed at his desk working all morning, but that didn’t always stop any of them from stopping by and demanding to see what panties he had on that day.   
 
      
 
    Just knowing that his gun was close by, ready for him to grab and use it at a moment’s notice, kept him confident and made him feel stronger and more in control than any time in the last few weeks.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica read the Sorceress’s email out loud – all of it. Including exactly what the Sorceress had suggested they do.   
 
      
 
    “We knew he had bought the gun. Now we know he’s got it,” Ruth noted.  
 
      
 
    “But it’s the fact that he actually wants to shoot and kill all of us that has me worried,” Carla exclaimed.  
 
      
 
    “And me downright scared,” Monica added.  
 
      
 
    “Me too,” Diane agreed.   
 
      
 
    “We’ve been playing games with someone who’s very dangerous,” Monica said to them. “Much more so than any of us thought. And I already knew he could be dangerous. Look what he did to my apartment!”  
 
      
 
    “Okay ladies,” Ruth said. “As of right now, we need to suspend all his underwear checks. At least until we get this all sorted out.” There were nods of agreement among all of them.  
 
      
 
    “And what about the Sorceress’s suggestion?” Carla asked. “What do you all think? She says she’s confident that what she’s done will be good enough to protect us. What do you think?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “I’m not sure what to think. I only know I’ve seen her do some truly impossible things…and for the life of me I can’t figure out how.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s for sure!” Diane agreed. “And like Carla said, she does seem pretty sure that whatever she did to him will keep him from hurting us. But at the same time, she was still worried about it. I’m not sure what to think, except that now I’m worried about it too.”  
 
      
 
    “I hate to say it,” Monica said, “but as strange as it seems, the Sorceress hasn’t yet done anything to steer us wrong.”  
 
      
 
    “It is possible though that this could be something she’s doing to…get rid of us all – permanently!” Carla suggested.  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “I doubt it. As Monica says, believe it or not, she’s been pretty straight with us so far. And I have a feeling this Sorceress is a pretty smart cookie. I don’t know what kind of job she has, if she has a job, but she seems to be pretty smart. I’m wondering if maybe we shouldn’t listen to her.”  
 
      
 
    “Really?” Monica asked skeptically. “Did you read that? Did you see what she wants us to do? What she wants me to do? Because it would be more dangerous to me than anyone else!”  
 
      
 
    “Of course I read it. I read it thoroughly before you all got here,” Ruth replied. “But I also read the precautions she suggested we take. And I think if we do like she says, then maybe it just might work. You’ve got to admit, no matter what, it’s going to make one hell of an impression on him. And I think the Sorceress could just be right. Do that to him, and there a good chance he’ll never try to hurt anyone ever again – with or without the Sorceress’s magic.”  
 
      
 
    The room was quiet for a few moments as the women all considered that. “You really think so?” Carla asked.  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded. “Yes. I do.”  
 
      
 
    “So you want us to…and me to…do all that?”  
 
      
 
    Again Ruth nodded. “I think it might actually work.”  
 
      
 
    Monica nodded. “As much as I hate to agree, I think it might work too. If nothing else, it should scare the hell out of him. I’m just not sure if it will scare him more than me.”  
 
      
 
    Carla put her hand on Monica’s shoulder. “You can do it Monica. You’re strong. Tough! And one hell of a powerful witch!”  
 
      
 
    After a moment, her comment actually brought laughter from all of the women.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve got the call from Diane shortly before he went to lunch. There would be no need for him to come down to the shipping department after work that day. They were much too busy. Steve was very happy about that. Now if he could just keep them from bothering him with any more panty checks for the rest of the day.  
 
      
 
    He looked at his desk drawer where his gun was hidden. It was almost a pity. He could have shot them all tonight after work and then been done with them all forever. But soon now. He was sure of it. Very, very soon.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan got the email from Monica just before she went to lunch. It was on. The women were actually going to try it. Susan took a deep breath. She had a lot to figure out between now and later tonight. A lot!   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Late that night, after Steve had gone to bed, Karen was on the phone with Susan. It was a long and instructional phone call. A call that planted things deep into Karen’s mind. But even longer was the time Susan spent planting things into Steve’s half of their shared brain. Because the things she planted into Steven were far more critical than the simple things that Karen would have to know.  
 
      
 
    An hour and a half later, Susan hung up the phone. She had done everything she could. She had even come up with a new spell for the witches to chant and had emailed it to Monica. Now it would all be up to Witch Monica…and her coven.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 28.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Would this be the day? Would this be the day that he finally killed all those witches and got out from under their power for good? Those were the thoughts that filled his mind before he even got out of bed Wednesday morning. The witches had been too busy to do their idiotic panty check on him last night after work. Would they make up for it tonight? If so, he had definite plans to commit murder before he went home…if the police didn’t haul him off to prison afterwards.  
 
      
 
    When he got out of bed, the first thing he did was to pick up his gun, caress it, aim it, and pretend to fire it. Pow! One after another, his mind pictured him shooting each of those evil witches. He was going to save the world from them. The world might not understand, but he would know. Even if he didn’t get away with it, prison would be preferable to being the play-toy of evil beings like that. Pow! Pow! Pow! Pow!  
 
      
 
    When he got dressed that morning, he put on the last of the matching bra and panty sets that he had been forced to buy last weekend – when the witches had cursed him to act like a damn dog! The last of the panty sets, for the last day the witches would live! There was something symbolic about that to Steve. For once, he almost didn’t mind what underwear he was forced to wear.   
 
      
 
    Once again, he hid his gun under his sport jacket when he left his apartment to go to work. Just having the gun close by added to his confidence.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was the middle of the morning. Monica again checked her email for things she had to do, and when she did, she saw another email from the Sorceress:  
 
      
 
    Monica,  
 
      
 
    I’ve done everything I can on my end. Now it’s up to you and your friends. I’ve also made certain that Steve will have his gun with him, so please be extra careful.   
 
      
 
    Below is a spell I came up with that you can use or modify as you like. As before, the words don’t have anything at all to do with what I’ve already done to Steve. They’re all for effect, but I think they should make quite an impression.   
 
      
 
    Please let me know if you are going through with this tonight. And afterwards, please email me and let me know how it went.   
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica read the email, along with the weird spell the Sorceress suggested they all chant. There was no laughter or even humorous thoughts on Monica’s mind. This was all too serious…and far too dangerous.   
 
      
 
    Diane walked into the office. “Any word from the Sorceress?”  
 
      
 
    Monica pointed at her computer. “She’s done her part and wants to know if we’re still going through with it.”  
 
      
 
    “Are you?”  
 
      
 
    Monica stopped to consider it for a moment, but she had known the answer to that one already. “Yeah,” she said. “I’m ready.”  
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to check and make sure we can use the room tonight?”  
 
      
 
    “If you can do that, I’d appreciate it. And maybe you should check with the other girls first to make sure they’re going to be here.” She paused a moment. “I’d do it all myself, but I’m not exactly feeling…that enthused about things right now.”  
 
      
 
    Diane understood. This was going to be frightening for all of them, and much more so for Monica. “No problem,” Diane replied.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Throughout the day, Steve noted that none of the witches had demanded to see his underwear yet. In fact, he hadn’t run into any of them all day. But then, he hadn’t had much reason to leave his desk. Would he get to kill the witches tonight? Or were they going to be too busy for him again? He couldn’t wait to kill them, and at the same time, it would be a big relief if he didn’t have to. Despite how much he was looking forward to being rid of them, he still would be happy if he didn’t have to…yet.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was late in the afternoon when Monica stared at her phone. Diane stood by her side. “Ready?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    Monica paused to collect herself. In a way, this simple phone call would be the start of it all. After another moment, she picked up the phone and dialed. She forced herself to sound like she usually did when she called him. “Oh Steeeeeviiiiee.”  
 
      
 
    Steve nearly died when he heard Monica’s voice. But his next thoughts were of the gun he had in his desk drawer. “Yeah?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “We missed you last night,” Monica told him. “I’m soooo sorry we were too busy last night. But you know how these things go sometimes.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…yeah,” he replied unhappily.  
 
      
 
    “But don’t forget to come down tonight!” Monica told him. “We’re all dying to see what pretty underwear you have to show us. And I mean all of us!”  
 
      
 
    Dying to see his underwear? They’d be dying all right. Literally!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The work day ended, and Steve continued to sit at his desk. He had worn his sport jacket all day. He had worn it to work many times now. But just then, he was feeling more than a bit hot. But removing his jacket was something he wasn’t going to do. His gun was still in his desk drawer, right below his hands. Soon now. Very soon. He was just waiting to give more people time to leave the building. If there was no one around at all, maybe there was a chance he’d be able to get away with it completely. He just wasn’t sure how long Monica was going to let him get away with not going down there. So he stayed at his desk, and waited.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Where is that shit?” Carla muttered. “I’ve got other things to do tonight!”  
 
      
 
    “Going somewhere?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    “No. But waiting around like this is still wasting my time.”  
 
      
 
    “I didn’t see him come down earlier and leave,” Diane told her. “So he’s got to still be here.”  
 
      
 
    “So why the hell isn’t he here yet?”  
 
      
 
    Monica, waiting in front of the elevator doors with Carla and Diane, said nothing.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The building was unusually quiet. Many of the lights had been turned down or off. Steve rode down in the elevator, his hand almost constantly caressing the handle of the gun stuck in his belt and hidden under his jacket. He was ready for this. He was ready to rid the world of the witches. He was ready to rid himself of the witches. He was ready to finally get out from under their magic – for good! And it looked like he had waited long enough so that most of the people in the building had already left. Maybe…just maybe, he could get away with this. But either way, it was going to end tonight!  
 
      
 
    The elevator arrived at the bottom floor and the doors started to open.   
 
      
 
    All three women watched the elevator intently, knowing that it was just reaching their floor. Monica, forced herself to take the lead. The elevator doors had just opened barely wide enough for her to get through when she rushed him. Diane and Carla were so close behind she could literally feel them touching her. Steve never stood a chance. The three of them pushed him up against the back of the elevator, holding his arms wide, while Diane slapped a pair of handcuffs on one of his wrists.  They quickly twisted him around and a moment later, both of his hands were cuffed behind his back. Only then did they search him for weapons. They found the gun almost immediately. They pulled him out of the elevator, and right there in the empty hallway, searched him for any other weapons and removed the contents of all his pockets.  
 
      
 
    Steve struggled, but they had simply been on him too fast. And there were three of them to just the one of him. “What is this!” he demanded. “Let me go!”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked at the gun in her hand and shook her head. “In your dreams,” she said, the anger in her growing now that she saw how very real the threat of his gun had been. Just seeing the gun fueled her anger. Knowing that Steve had intended on killing her raised it that much more. And just thinking about the things Steve had done to her in the past made it even worse. Not being able to control herself, she brought the gun around and slapped him in the face with it. She hadn’t even thought about hitting him with the gun. It had simply been in her hand. If her hand had been empty, it would have been an angry slap. Now, as Steve reeled backwards from the blow, she saw the bruised cut she had put on his face just under his cheek bone. So be it! She wanted to do far worse to him.  
 
      
 
    “You were going to kill me!” she screamed at him. “You were going to kill all of us! You weren’t going to just commit some petty crime. You weren’t going to commit rape. You weren’t going to do anything else. You were going to kill me!”   
 
      
 
    Diane and Carla held tightly onto Steve. He fought to break free, but with his hands cuffed behind his back, he had little chance. Carla and Diane had been prepared for Steve, but they hadn’t been prepared for Monica’s rage.   
 
      
 
    Monica looked straight into Steve’s eyes. She saw him struggle against Diane and Carla, but they held him firm. “I’m tired of being a victim,” she spat at him. “I’m tired of being on the receiving end of all the abuse! I’ve had an entire lifetime of it. Well I’m not going to put up with it anymore. I refuse to be a victim anymore. I’ve had enough!”  
 
      
 
    “How about me?” Steve yelled back. “How about all the abuse you’ve been heaping on me? Don’t you think that’s enough?”  
 
      
 
    “Enough?” Monica screamed back. “After what you did to me? It’s never enough. Never!” She paused only a moment before adding. “And now you’ve come to kill me?” She looked at the gun in her hand. She was tempted to use it on him. She forced herself to calm down. “Bring him,” she said as she walked back toward the shipping department.   
 
      
 
    “You got him!” Ruth said with great relief as they entered the large area where she had just finished drawing the witch’s pentagram on the floor. “What happened to his face?”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t ask!” Monica replied sullenly.   
 
      
 
    “Did he give you any trouble?” Ruth asked Carla quietly.  
 
      
 
    “Not too much,” Carla replied. “Monica though is more than a little upset.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth examined the still bleeding cut on Steve’s face. “I can see that.”  
 
      
 
    “Put him in the middle,” Monica said, her voice still full of anger and hatred.  
 
      
 
    Diane and Carla started pushing Steve toward the pentagram on the floor, but Steve was too afraid and tried to fight back. His struggles didn’t last long however as he soon found Monica pointing his gun right in his face. “Get in there, and get down on your knees,” she threatened. It still took some struggling from Carla and Diane to get him there, and then even more to get him pushed down to his knees. “Stay!” Monica said as she again pointed the gun right at his face, and kept it there.   
 
      
 
    Carla held him tightly, while Diane ran off. She was back again a moment later with the things she had set off to the side. She quickly wrapped a length of chain around Steve’s ankles, then she ran the end of it through his handcuffed wrists before securing the chain with a padlock.   
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do?” Steve yelled as he struggled and tested his bonds. He wasn’t going anywhere, and he knew it.   
 
      
 
    Monica ignored his question and walked away, heading for their small office. “Let me know when everything is ready,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do?” Steve yelled as he saw Ruth, Carla, and Diane placing candles around the pentagram. None of them answered him. “What are you going to do to me?” he yelled again. Still no answers. He watched as Ruth placed a cup near the head of the star. He recognized the same cup they had used in their last ceremony. “What do you want with me?” he yelled one more time.   
 
      
 
    “Shut up, Steve,” Ruth told him. “We’re all more than a little upset at you right now.”  
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” he yelled again. But once again, he got ignored.  
 
      
 
    The three women looked around. “I think we’re ready,” Carla decided.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll get Monica,” Diane told them. She headed off toward their tiny office.  
 
      
 
    Steve’s nervousness had reached new heights. He was chained so he couldn’t move, and sitting in the middle of a witch’s pentagram, and they were about to do…something to him. What, he had no idea. He only knew he was afraid. The lights suddenly dimmed and he saw Monica walk to the head of the star. He saw her look at him, then head straight for him and stop in front of him. “What are you going to do?” he demanded as she looked down at him.  
 
      
 
    But instead of answering him, Monica reached out and plucked a rather long hair from his head. “Ah,” she said as she examined it. “A nice fresh token.” She took it back out of the circle and placed it in the cup. But then she looked back at him and approached him again. With the rim of the cup, she scooped up some of the blood from his face. “Blood,” she said. “It makes everything work so much better.” She turned again and left him. The moment she was out of the circle, the women started lighting all the candles.   
 
      
 
    Steve was breathless with worry. He had no idea what they were going to do to him. He only knew he wasn’t going to like it. “D…don’t!” he pleaded. “Whatever you’re going to do…don’t. Please don’t.” But as before, he was ignored.  
 
      
 
    Ruth passed each of the women a piece of paper with the spell they would all read and returned to her place at the edge of the circle.   
 
      
 
    “What’s that say?” Steve asked. “What’s it say?” But again he was ignored.  
 
      
 
    “Are we ready?” Monica asked from the head of the star. She saw the nods from all around. Monica took a big breath to calm her nerves. “Then let’s begin.” She looked down at the paper in in her hands and began to read out loud. All the women immediately joined her.  
 
      
 
    For our own safety, this spell we send.  
 
    This dire curse, his soul to rend.  
 
    From ancient powers we call it down. And place it on the one we’ve bound.  
 
      
 
    No gun nor knife, no weapon or fire. Shall he so touch with intentions dire.  
 
    Should he attempt such deed so foul.  
 
    He’ll find instead this fate he’ll howl.  
 
      
 
    The gun or knife or weapon wielded.  
 
    Shall find instead, his manhood unshielded.  
 
    He will instead attempt to destroy.  
 
    That part of him that brings him joy.  
 
      
 
    Upon his own self the weapon shall turn.  
 
    And wreak the damage the lesson learned.  
 
    His only way out, his saving grace.  
 
    To drop the weapon, and never replace.  
 
      
 
    For our own safety, this spell we send.  
 
    This dire curse, his soul to rend.  
 
    From ancient powers we call it down. And place it on the one we’ve bound.  
 
      
 
    At the end of the spell, Monica reached down and picked up the cup. She pulled the hair from his head out of it and held it up. “The token,” she said as she showed it to all the women. “Mixed with not just water, but his own blood. Doubly bound…forever now!” Her final words had the ring of pure evil. She placed the hair back into the cup, and putting it to her lips, actually drank the whole thing instead of just pretending to like she was supposed to. “Ah,” she breathed as she finished and wiped her lips. She stared down at Steve for a moment, then turned back to her paper again.   
 
      
 
    The spell was read by all of them two more times, at the end of which, they all quickly blew out the candles.   
 
      
 
    “It is done,” Monica breathed quietly. “The beast, has been bound.”  
 
      
 
    Carla blinked. Monica was really playing things up tonight. That hadn’t been in the script that the Sorceress had sent. Neither had the bits with his blood.  
 
      
 
    Diane hurried off to turn the lights on. A moment later, the room was fully lit, but nobody was moving…other than herself. She walked back to the circle. The easy part was over. It was now time for the dangerous part. She prayed that the Sorceress really could work some kind of magic, because otherwise, they could all soon be dead.  
 
      
 
    “Unbind him,” Monica ordered as soon as Diane got back.  
 
      
 
    “What did you do?” Steve yelled yet again. “What did you do to me?”  
 
      
 
    “You heard the spell,” Monica finally replied. “You heard the general intent.”  
 
      
 
    “The what? What the hell did you do to me?”  
 
      
 
    Monica only shook her head as Diane unlocked the chains and removed them from Steve. A few moments later, he was completely unbound, but he remained on his knees. “Get up!” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    “What did you do to me?” Steve demanded as he got to his feet.  
 
      
 
    But instead of answering, Monica picked up the gun that she had left on the floor near the head of the star. She walked over to him in the middle of the circle. “Take this,” she said with more than a hint of distain in her voice.   
 
      
 
    Steve looked at his gun. Could he just take it? Would they let him? She was just handing it to him. He chanced reaching his hand out, and was surprised when she relinquished control of the gun over to him.  
 
      
 
    “Now shoot me!” Monica ordered.  
 
      
 
    “What?” Steve couldn’t believe she would say that.  
 
      
 
    “I said shoot me!” Monica ordered more sternly.  
 
      
 
    But that’s just what Steve wanted to do. It was what he had come down to the shipping department to do in the first place. But he didn’t raise the gun yet. He knew there had to be some kind of catch to it all.  
 
      
 
    “Shoot me!” Monica demanded again, angry now. When he didn’t move, she walked right up to him, grabbed his hand holding the gun, and raised it to her chest. She stood there looking him straight in the eyes, with the gun still held against her chest. “Now shoot me, damn you.” But still Steve hesitated. “Do you think I’m afraid to die?” Monica asked. “Believe me, I’m not. Not anymore. Not after some of the things I’ve done in my life. I no longer know if I deserve to live or die. So go ahead and shoot me, because I really don’t care.” She stood there, staring him in the eyes, daring him.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t care? She wanted him to kill her? She had done some bad things in her life? Well that part he could easily believe. She had to be talking about being a witch. But shooting and killing her was why he was there in the first place. His face turned into an angry sneer. He held the gun more firmly and braced himself to fire it. And he willed himself to pull the trigger.  
 
      
 
    Karen was struggling as hard as she could against Steve. Steve was trying to pull the trigger. He was trying to actually kill Monica. It was all she could do to fight him, but she didn’t allow his finger to put even an ounce more pressure on the trigger than what he already had.   
 
      
 
    Steve’s tried as hard as he could to pull the trigger. He tried, but he couldn’t. Something was stopping him. Something was fighting him…from the inside! He just couldn’t tell what. His hand began to shake from the effort, his whole arm began to shake. But he still couldn’t manage to pull the trigger. And then he noticed something else. Something odd. Something that completely distracted him. His other hand had just unfastened his belt, and was now trying to unfasten his pants. “No!” he cried as he looked down, trying to figure out what was going on.   
 
      
 
    It had taken nearly everything Karen had to stop Steve, and not let him know she resided in his head. It became even harder for her to unbuckle his belt at the same time. But now that he was distracted, it all became much easier for her. Since he wasn’t trying to shoot Monica anymore, she pulled their finger away from the trigger. With that bit of safety in place she now used their gun hand as well as their free hand to unfasten his pants fully and push them down.  
 
      
 
    “W…what’s happening to me?” Steve shouted in total disbelief. He tried to stop himself from pulling his pants down, but he had no control over either of his hands. All too soon, his pants were down to his knees, exposing the lacy garter belt and stockings he was wearing.  
 
    “W…what’s going on?” he stammered as he fought to regain control of his body.   
 
      
 
    Karen was much more firmly in control now, and Steve had no chance at all. With her left hand, she pushed her panties down and out of the way, exposing Steve’s manhood that Karen would much rather do without. With that same free hand, she grabbed Steve’s penis and pulled it straight out…and held it there.   
 
      
 
    “No! No!” Steve shouted as he realized his gun hand was now coming up and his finger was back on the trigger. “No! Don’t!’ he shouted in total panic as the barrel of the gun touched the very base of his organ. “No!” he shouted. “No!” He fought it as hard as he could, but all he felt was the gun barrel pressing harder and harder. His hand now shook as he tried to fight what he was afraid would be inevitable. He could now hear the shocked gasps of the women…except for Monica.   
 
      
 
    “No!” Diane shouted in total alarm.  
 
      
 
    Diane’s plea was the key Karen had been waiting for. If she hadn’t heard that one word from one of the women, she would have gone ahead with the plan anyway, but hearing it, only made it that much better. This was the part that Karen really didn’t want to do. This was the part that she was so afraid of. This was the part the she knew…would hurt. Bad! Moving quickly, she suddenly raised the gun, and brought the handle of it down as hard as she could, right on their shared male sex organ. Steve’s penis and balls erupted in pain. As bad as it hurt though, she had to keep doing it. Again she hit herself with the gun handle as hard as she could. The pain got worse, much worse. The third time she did it, Steve sank to his knees in pain. But Karen wasn’t stopping. The gun came up and it struck over and over again…as Karen tried her best to send messages through to Steve’s pain clouded brain.  
 
      
 
    Steve was in major pain. His own gun was attacking him, and he couldn’t stop it. Something in the middle of it all hit his mind. Something he had heard in the witch’s chant. Drop the gun. It was his only way out. The only way he could end it. With seemingly ease, he tried to get his hand to release the weapon, and he was surprised when the thing fell out of his hand and bounced onto the floor. Glad to be finally rid of it and the never ending pain it was giving him, he writhed on the floor in agony.   
 
      
 
    “And that...” Monica said, “is only a sample of what will happen any time you try to attack anyone ever again. And most likely, next time, it will be much worse.” Her voice held nothing but vehemence, and Steve didn’t miss that at all.  
 
      
 
    The shock of what had just happened had gripped all the women. The thought would soon hit every one of them, but it hit Ruth first. The power of the Sorceress was indeed amazing. Truly, undeniably, amazing.   
 
      
 
    “Get him out of here,” Monica said just before she slowly walked back to her desk. Inwardly, she herself was going crazy. Had she really held the gun to her own chest and ordered him to pull the trigger? Yeah, she had. But that was only because she really didn’t know if she deserved to live or die. Despite the abuse and the circumstances, she had killed her husband. She herself was a murder. Steve wanted to kill her…to kill all of them, but she had actually killed someone. Murdered him! Her own husband! And then, afterwards, to stand there so close and watch as the power of the Sorceress took over and Steve literally attacked himself so…brutally! It had been…awful…horrible…unbelievable…and all too satisfying. How did the Sorceress do it? She had no idea.   
 
      
 
    She sat down at her desk and pulled out the center drawer. There, right where she had put them, were all the bullets she had taken from Steve’s gun. The Sorceress had suggested she unload the gun where he couldn’t see – just in case! She had never been in that great danger, but the gun being unloaded never once made a difference to her. As far as she had been able to react to the whole thing, it was as if all those bullets had still been there. She closed the drawer again. She didn’t want to see them. She would ask Diane to get rid of them when they left for the night. Now, she just wanted to sit and recover. The Sorceress. How powerful was she?   
 
      
 
    Ruth and Carla were getting their things together to leave. Diane knelt over Steve’s still writhing body. “You had to go and try to kill us,” she said quietly. “Even me! And I thought that maybe after last weekend you might like me. You might want to spend more time with me.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re a witch!” Steve replied angrily. “A damn witch!”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe I am, maybe I’m…” but she didn’t finish. Steve thinking that she was a witch like Monica was to her benefit. For her own safety, Steve had to keep thinking that, no matter how false it actually was. “Damn you!” Diane finally said. “I liked you. I really liked you! Now get out of here…and take that damn gun with you!” She walked off to find something to clean the floor with. It wouldn’t do to leave their pentagram where everyone could see it when they came into work tomorrow.   
 
      
 
    Inside of Steve’s head, Karen was resting…sort of. She was more than a bit overcome with pain just then, but she knew she would survive – she hoped. She didn’t know what damage she had done to their shared body, but it had to be done. She really hoped just then that the damage was minimal and that the pain would go away – quickly! She hurt!   
 
      
 
    Steve forced himself to his knees. He forced himself to his feet, although he couldn’t manage to stand up straight. Still in the center of the witch’s circle, he pulled his pants up and painfully fastened them. He saw the gun on the floor and picked it up. Useless. Totally useless.   
 
      
 
    He had failed. He hadn’t managed to kill any of them. They had known in advance that he was coming for them, and they had taken him by surprise. And now? Now he knew that he could never do anything to hurt any of them again. Ever! Somehow they had again placed some kind of weird magic spell on him. Only this time, anytime he tried to hurt any of them…he guessed any time he tried to hurt anyone at all…he would only wind up hurting himself instead.   
 
      
 
    Feeling lower and more depressed than ever, he shuffled his way out the door and headed for his car. He didn’t drive home. He headed instead straight to the sporting goods store where he had bought the gun and returned it, getting only half of his money back for it. The clerk had been alarmed when he walked in and saw the way Steve looked, but Steve refused to say anything about what had happened to him. Who would believe him? Nobody believed that magic really existed. Nobody…except him.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan sat breathlessly waiting for an email to tell her how things went. The moment she saw one come in from Monica, she opened it.   
 
      
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    It’s done. It worked. More tomorrow.  
 
      
 
    Monica.  
 
      
 
    That was it? Susan expected more. Much more. But at least it was over now and Monica had said it had worked. So what exactly had gone on?   
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until several hours later that she got an email from Karen detailing everything that had happened. Susan was very concerned about the pain Karen was in and the fact that Steve’s penis and balls were now swollen up to twice their normal size, but she had expected something of the sort. If it hadn’t been painful, the lesson would have never sank in. And evidently, this lesson was one that Steve had finally learned. According to Karen, he had returned the gun to the store, and he was feeling lower and more defeated than at any time in his entire life.   
 
      
 
    A lesson very well learned.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 29.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Pain. Aching pain. Deep, deep aching pain. Steve had gotten very little sleep all night. In fact, he was grateful for what sleep he had managed. He forced himself out of bed and went to the bathroom, where once again he found himself sitting down to pee. That happened every once in a while, and he had no idea why. More of that witch’s magic he was sure. Yet it only happened once in a while. Why? Not caring, he tenderly touched his aching penis and balls. He had kept an ice bag on them for a long time last night, but today they were still swollen horribly. And they ached something fierce!  
 
      
 
    He was tempted to take the day off from work, but he finally decided that being miserable at home was no worse than being miserable at work. Moving far slower than normal, he began getting ready for the day.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica stared at her face in the mirror. Witchcraft. She had dreamed about it all night long. Mostly horrible nightmares. But the power of it was undeniable. She had seen that for herself. Just how powerful was the Sorceress?   
 
      
 
    She forced herself away from the mirror and grabbed her purse to head out for work. She was going to contact the Sorceress again today, but not for anything she was sure the Sorceress wanted to hear from her. She was going to contact the Sorceress for personal reasons.   
 
      
 
    One way or another, despite how hard she had tried otherwise, she had wound up being a victim most of her life. She was tired of that. She was through being a victim. It was why she had shot and killed her husband. But that hadn’t stopped her from becoming a victim again.   
 
      
 
    She wanted what the Sorceress had. She wanted that power for herself. And she was willing to do anything to get it. With that kind of power, she would never be a victim again. And in case she was, she would have options available to her other than killing. She wanted to be a sorceress herself…or a witch. Witch Monica. She wanted the respect. She wanted the power. She wanted…to stop feeling guilty.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane slammed her brakes. She had almost hit another car! Her thoughts were way too distracted. All night long she had thought about that ceremony and what they had done to Steve. She was still thinking about it.  
 
      
 
    She was mostly bothered because she really liked Steve. Yes, he was a major jerk. Yes, he absolutely deserved every bit of the punishments that were thrown at him. But that didn’t stop her from still liking him. She had tried with him last weekend. She had really tried hard. She had spent all weekend having fun with him…and making love with him – over and over again. And Carla had been more than right, he was a dream in bed. According to Carla, far better than he used to be.  
 
      
 
    But she wasn’t as pretty as the other women. She wasn’t as sexy. She was built like a stick. Skinny and no curves at all. Well, hardly. Not enough to count. Men didn’t usually come anywhere near her. And she wanted a man. Lately, one man in particular. Maybe he was a jerk. Maybe he couldn’t be trusted. But that didn’t stop her from wanting him…especially in bed.   
 
      
 
    She had thought that maybe, just maybe, she could get him to like her little kinks. Maybe he would truly enjoy them. But evidently not. He had turned out like all the other men in her life…or not in her life, because she mostly only got to look at them all from afar. Mostly. It was only the really desperate ones that she threw herself at, and only because she herself was so desperate for someone to make love to her. Until Steve.   
 
      
 
    But Steve had brought a gun to work yesterday. Steve had come to work with the intention of killing her. Even after last weekend. Steve claimed she was a witch.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Steve! What the hell happened to you?” Mr. Carter exclaimed as he happened to catch a glimpse of the way Steve looked.  
 
      
 
    How could Steve tell him? How could he say that he was a victim of witchcraft? How could he explain that he had beat himself up? Literally! “Um…someone attacked me last night,” he finally replied.   
 
      
 
    “My God!” Mr. Carter breathed. “Your face is all bruised and it looks like you got cut too. And you’re all bent over.”  
 
      
 
    “Um…yeah, well, they kind of got me in a bad place…you know where…and it still aches like the devil.”  
 
      
 
    “What did the police say?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…I didn’t bother calling them. Someone showed up to help me, and whoever it was ran off.”  
 
      
 
    “What was it all about?”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “I’m not really sure,” he lied. “Maybe they were going to rob me. I don’t know.”  
 
      
 
    “You were lucky!” Mr. Carter said. “I’m just surprised you didn’t stay home today.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shrugged. “I thought about it, but I decided to come in anyway.”  
 
      
 
    Mr. Carter nodded with a smile on his face. Yeah, Steve was doing well lately. He was even dressing a bit better by wearing a jacket every day. Obviously he was looking for a raise, or maybe a promotion. Looking for a chance to move up in the company. And at the rate he was going, he just might get it. Maybe soon.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    First let me tell you that everything went very well last night. Carla, Diane, and myself were waiting to grab Steve the moment the elevator doors opened last night, and we gave him no chance at all. But seeing and holding the gun he intended on using against us made it all too real.   
 
      
 
    I’ll only tell you that the ceremony went very well last night, but it was the results afterwards that we were all rather surprised by. I stood in front of Steve and brought the gun in his hand up to my chest myself, and ordered him to kill me. But instead, he wound up pulling his pants down and nearly shot his own cock off. Fortunately however, he started beating himself over and over with the handle of the gun. Rather viciously I’m afraid. It was frightening. And for me, very satisfying.   
 
      
 
    But that’s not the reason I’m writing to you today. I have a request. A big one. And I beg you to consider it for me.  
 
      
 
    I’ve been a victim all my life. Despite being a rather bold and headstrong girl, I’ve still been the victim of abuse – rather blatant painful abuse that has landed me in the hospital a number of times. And because of it, I killed my husband. The police never even brought charges against me since the abuse from him was so thoroughly documented in their own files. But it didn’t stop me from feeling guilty about it anyway.   
 
      
 
    After that, I spent years trying to support myself, going from waitress job to waitress job, until now. For the first time in my life I’ve got a halfway decent job, and an apartment of my own – a home that was destroyed by our friend Steve. I still don’t feel comfortable there anymore. But I’m trying. Since I can’t afford to move, I have no choice.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    What I want. What I’m begging. Is for you to teach me what you do. I want the power you have so I won’t be a victim anymore. I want that kind of power so I won’t have to resort to murder again. I want…what you have.   
 
      
 
    I am willing to go anywhere and do absolutely anything to get it. Please, please consider teaching me. I am desperate. Beyond desperate.   
 
      
 
    Sincerely,  
 
      
 
    Witch Monica.  
 
      
 
    Susan read the email, then turned away from her computer. She felt sad. She would help Monica if she could, but she had no way to do that. She wasn’t a sorceress. There was no magic. It was all…fake. Pretend. It was all done…for fun. Her personal fun. And to help satisfy her thirst for revenge against that one single damn man!  
 
      
 
    But Monica had far more serious issues to deal with than she ever had. She had actually been forced to kill her own husband…after being abused enough to send her to the hospital over and over again. Why hadn’t she simply divorced the man? But Susan could probably guess. The man himself probably kept her from leaving him. And most likely, he made sure of it with his brutality.   
 
      
 
    She had no answers for Monica. She would wait before she emailed back to consider how she should answer.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth picked up her phone. “Hello?”  
 
      
 
    “Ruth,” the company president’s personal secretary said over the phone. “They need the conference room again this afternoon.”  
 
      
 
    “No problem,” Ruth replied, although as usual, inwardly she was very perturbed. She was doing menial work when she shouldn’t be. “What time?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “About four,” the secretary replied. “Oh, and he asked that you put the good Scotch out for them as well.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Ruth replied, knowing that sometimes the company president requested it. “How many will there be?”  
 
      
 
    “Seven today,” the secretary replied.  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Ruth told her. “I’ll take care of it.”  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Ruth.”  
 
      
 
    Another meeting…and the Scotch. She remembered the information she had gotten the last time she put the Scotch out.   
 
      
 
    At three o’clock, Ruth checked the conference room to make sure it was clean and everything was in its place. It was. She kept it that way. At three-forty-five she was back with two bottles of what she was sure was very expensive Scotch, and seven freshly cleaned glasses. From the sideboard in the room she picked up the ice bucket and carried it out. In the small kitchenette on that floor, she filled the ice bucket and carried it back to the room. The room was still empty as she expected it to be. Before setting the ice bucket down, with a great deal of difficulty, she removed the bottom from the bucket. The insulated bucket had plenty of space between the inner container and the outer sides. She flipped a small switch and replaced the bottom on the bucket again. She checked the room one more time, and walked out. She would clean it all up after their meeting.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Dear Monica,  
 
      
 
    I truly wish there was some way I could help you, but I’m afraid I cannot. What you seek…what you think exists, in reality, doesn’t.   
 
      
 
    Remember the old adage about magic being only that which we don’t understand? I’m afraid that is the case here. The magic you are looking for doesn’t exist – in the way you think it does. And what I do with Steve isn’t anything you can use to help you later in life. My power over Steve came about because of a rather unexpected circumstance. One that he himself is not even aware of.   
 
      
 
    I am truly grateful that everything went well last night. I can tell you that Steve was in major pain last night and most likely remains so today. I can also tell you that he is feeling more defeated than he ever has before. So what you did last night had a very major impact on him. Hopefully, he will no longer be any kind of threat to you or the others at all. It is also possible that he may even be more compliant since he knows he has no way to ever strike back.  
 
      
 
    Once again, I’m sorry I can’t help you more with what you seek, but as I said, it is something that doesn’t actually exist. If I could be there with you, I would do everything in my power to help your emotional state – and much of what I do in my life is to help people with problems. But I am not there, and even then, helping you would be a long and lengthy process. If you like, I can recommend some very good psychologists in your area to talk with you. That is what you need. That is what you should be looking into.   
 
      
 
    Steve is hurting both physically and emotionally right now. Most likely, he’s hurting very badly both ways. Perhaps it would be good to go easy on him for a few days, at least until next week, before you do anything more with him.  
 
      
 
    Once again, you don’t know how sorry I am,  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica read the email with growing sadness. Basically, the Sorceress was refusing to teach her at all. The Sorceress only wanted to keep all the magic for herself. Well, she had thought about that possibility. She had thought about it, and had decided on a course of action just in case. Starting today, she was going to start reading everything she could about witchcraft. She was going to find a way to learn about magic. Somehow, she was going to become a witch – for real! The Sorceress wasn’t going to be the only one with that kind of power.  
 
      
 
    She turned back to her email and began a reply to the Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    I was afraid you would reject me. But let it be known, I’ve seen what your power can do. There must be some way in this world for a person to learn how to do that. You will not be the only one. I am going to study witchcraft any and every way I can. I will be – Witch Monica. And nobody will mess with me again!  
 
      
 
    And as for going easy on Steve? After seeing him with that gun last night, and knowing he had it with the sole intention of killing me, I have no intention of going easy on him at all. I want nothing more than to grind him into the ground under my heels. He deserves to be punished any, and every way I can!  
 
      
 
    Witch Monica.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan read Monica’s email with growing concern. The woman needed help! But she was also certain that in the mental state Monica seemed to be in, that she couldn’t be helped – until she settled down some. Susan could only hope that Monica would seek the psychological counseling she really needed at that point.  
 
      
 
    And as for grinding Steve into the ground? Hadn’t she dreamed of doing just that for years? That much, she fully understood. She only felt sorry for – Karen. Her own creation. In a way, her child. Her only child.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Late that night, Ruth sat at her desk at home, working. All the kids were in bed and her husband was watching TV. But her husband fully knew what she was doing. She had shared it all with him…along with her vehemence for the company she worked for, and especially for one particular employee of that company. Her husband however, had no knowledge at all of the “witch” work she had been engaged in against that one employee.   
 
      
 
    Her husband was one of those rare gems that fully supported whatever she wanted to do. And after finding out about some of the materials she had collected over time, he more than supported what she intended on doing. It would be to the advantage of their entire family. Quite possibly, their grandkids as well.  
 
      
 
    With the headphones on her ears, she began transcribing the recording she had secretly made of the meeting in the board room that afternoon. Most meetings she had recorded were a complete waste of her time. But not all of them. And she had recordings of times she had dropped off the ice bucket in the company president’s office as well.   
 
      
 
    She listened and typed as the men in the recording talked. She recognized the voice of the company president, two of the company vice-presidents, and the company’s Director of Development and Research. The other three men she didn’t know, but she had heard their voices before. She found it interesting that not once in any of the recordings she had of them, had anyone mentioned any of their names. Never. Very curious. But that all paled in significance to the things that were always discussed every time they were there.  
 
      
 
    She stopped typing and stared straight ahead, listening more intently than ever. She wound up listening to the entire recording before she went back to begin transcribing it again.   
 
      
 
    Pay dirt! Pay dirt that was going to be her pay day!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    On Friday morning, Steve woke up feeling a little better. Yesterday, the damn witches had only called him down at the end of the day to see his stupid underwear, and that had been the only time he had seen any of them. But when he had his pants down, Monica had come over, stuck her damn hand right into his panties, and pulled his aching dick out. She pulled on the thing and squeezed hard, bringing him much more pain and nearly driving him to his knees.  
 
      
 
    “I’d like very much to just rip this stupid thing right off,” she had said with all too much vehemence. Then she had let go of him and told him to get out of there. He was glad. He’d had more than enough of those four witches to last a lifetime. Two lifetimes!  
 
      
 
    When he got dressed that day, he actually felt the absence of the gun he’d had. Oh well, it was something he was sure he would never have been able to hold again. When he left for work, he prayed that the witches would just leave him alone again. Forever!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Instead of working on the idiotic things she should have been doing, Ruth was researching something else instead. She finally narrowed her choices down to one very obvious choice. She picked up her phone and called. Five minutes later, she had an appointment for the following Monday to talk with someone at the most prestigious legal company in the city.   
 
      
 
    She was nervous about what she was doing. In fact, she was afraid. Not just for herself, but for her family. And she had proof as to why she should be very afraid.   
 
      
 
    Texts had been flying between herself, Monica, Carla, and Diane, since yesterday afternoon, discussing what they should do next to Steve. But today, her mind didn’t want to concentrate on what those women wanted, she could only think about what she wanted instead. Something that she wouldn’t share with the others for anything in the world. Soon now. Very soon. They were going to find themselves with one less “witch” for their ceremonies.  
 
      
 
    She picked up her phone and called her supervisor, telling him that she was taking off next Monday for personal business.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Oh Steeeevieee,” Monica’s voice came over Steve’s phone late in the day.  
 
      
 
    Steve suddenly felt sick.   
 
      
 
    “Stevie? Are you there?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” he replied. “I’m here.”  
 
      
 
    “Good! I just wanted to make sure you didn’t get out of here tonight without stopping in to see us downstairs…to wish us all a good weekend.”  
 
      
 
    Yeah right! He didn’t buy that one at all. “Yeah,” he replied sullenly. “Whatever.”  
 
      
 
    “Good, Stevie. We’ll be waiting.”  
 
      
 
    Steve hung up his phone. The damn witches. At least they had left him alone all day again…until now.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Shortly after the business day ended, Steve somewhat angrily pushed open the doors to the shipping department and walked in.   
 
      
 
    “Hey Steve,” one of the guys there said politely. “Monica and Diane are back in their office. Another big night coming up?”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “I hope not. I just want to go home and go to bed.”  
 
      
 
    The guy laughed. “Have a good one. With that, he headed out, followed quickly by the other two guys that worked there. Steve continued back towards Monica’s office.  
 
      
 
    “Hi there Stevie,” Monica said brightly as he walked in. “You’re earlier than usual. You’ll have to wait a few minutes until Carla and Ruth get here.”  
 
      
 
    Steve said nothing. He just stood there and kept a close eye on both Monica and Diane. Especially on Monica. He did notice though that Diane was watching him closer than Monica was.  
 
      
 
    A minute later, Carla breezed in. “Hello everyone,” she called brightly as she hurried into the tiny office. “I see Steve here can’t wait this time, can he?” She laughed. “Where’s Ruth?”  
 
      
 
    “We’re still waiting,” Diane told her.  
 
      
 
    Carla nodded. “I saw her earlier today. She seemed very…bothered by something.” A noise from outside the office made her turn and look. “Here she is.”  
 
      
 
    “Sorry I’m late,” Ruth said as she moved into the crowded office, noticing that everyone, including Steve was already there.   
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” Monica replied. “Steve was just earlier this time.”  
 
      
 
    “He can’t wait to show us his underwear today,” Carla added with a laugh.  
 
      
 
    Ruth looked surprised, wondering if it was true or if Carla was only joking. Joking, she decided. “Well, let’s get on with it,” she said. “I’ve got kids at home and a husband that needs to be fed.”  
 
      
 
    “Stevie,” Monica said. “You know the drill by now. Let’s see them.”  
 
      
 
    Once again, Steve lowered his pants to show them the panties, garter belt and stockings. “And your pretty bra?”  
 
      
 
    He unbuttoned his shirt and opened it enough so they could see it. “Can I go now?” he asked as he started buttoning his shirt again.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Stevie,” Monica replied with a hint of mischief in her voice. “It’s Friday. Party night.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t feel much like partying,” Steve replied. “I’m still hurting. I just want to go home!”  
 
      
 
    Monica got up from her seat and walked over to him. “Hold still!” she ordered. She reached out and plucked another hair from his head. “Look what I have,” she said with a mischievous smile as she showed it to all the other women. “Another token.” She headed back to her seat behind her desk and sat down.   
 
      
 
    She looked at him for a moment before she spoke. “Stevie, Stevie, Stevie. I don’t care if you want to go home. In fact. I want you to go home. I just don’t want you to stay there.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at her, just knowing that he wasn’t going to like what he was about to hear.  
 
      
 
    Monica continued to smile that mischievous smile of hers. “I know you know how I can control you sometimes…so that I can make you do anything I want, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s nervousness went up.  
 
      
 
    “And I know you don’t like it when I do that to you.”  
 
      
 
    Steve still said nothing, but she had his complete attention.  
 
      
 
    “Well, Stevie, you have your choice tonight. Isn’t that fun?”  
 
      
 
    “Ch…choice?”  
 
      
 
    “Of course!” Monica replied. “Tonight, you get a choice. It’s Friday. Party night. Carla, Diane, and I have been going to the club nearly every Friday lately.” She looked over at Ruth. “Poor Ruth bows out each week, but I guess we can forgive her since she’s lucky enough to have a family to take care of.” She looked back to Steve. “You used to go to the club every week too,” Monica said. “Or so I understand. In fact, you were there just last week. Didn’t you enjoy that? Of course you did. We all saw how much fun you had…barking all night long like a dog!”  
 
      
 
    Steve was very nervous, but he couldn’t help the angry look on his face just remembering last weekend.  
 
      
 
    “So we all thought,” Monica continued, “that since we’re going back to the club tonight, then you should really go too. And Stevie, this time, we all decided that you’ve just got to wear that gorgeous gold party dress you have.”  
 
      
 
    Steve’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head.  
 
      
 
    “And don’t forget the shoes that go with it!” Carla added. “Damn, I’d still like to know where you got them.”  
 
      
 
    “Saint Thomas,” Steve replied sullenly. “At the hotel.”  
 
      
 
    “See how good that trip turned out,” Monica said. “You came away with a killer dress and those shoes. I agree with Carla, I’d love to have a pair too.”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe we should plan a trip to the islands,” Carla suggested.  
 
      
 
    “Good idea,” Monica replied. “And Stevie here can pay for it for us.”   
 
      
 
    “Please! I’m nearly broke!” Steve said quickly.  
 
      
 
    Monica laughed. “Join the club!” She suddenly turned very serious. “We can talk about vacations some other time. But we still have business to discuss for tonight. Now Stevie, like we said, we want to see you at the club in that gorgeous gold party dress tonight. But here’s the part where I said you’d have a choice. You either spend all night trying to dance with the men and trying to pick one up. Or I take over and make you do it. But be warned. If I have to make you do it, I’ll fix it so you not only go home with a man, but you go to bed with him too! Possibly for the entire weekend!” She stopped to consider something. “But maybe that’s something you’d like. Maybe that’s something you’d really like to do. I didn’t consider that before.  But either way, you either throw yourself at all the men tonight, or we make you do it. And trust me, if I have to make you do it, you’ll really regret it. So the choice is yours Stevie boy…or girl. You either throw yourself at the men tonight…”  
 
      
 
    “And kiss some of them!” Diane threw in.  
 
      
 
    Monica nodded. “Of course. We want to see you being very affectionate. So you either do it yourself, or spend the weekend having wild passionate sex with some man that I pick out for you!” She suddenly looked contrite. “Oh, is that little weenie of yours still hurting? Tough! I don’t care! You be at that club by nine o’clock at the latest! And if you’re good, if I don’t take over and make you go home with someone, then you can leave at twelve.” The smile she leveled at him was totally evil. “The choice is yours Stevie. See you later tonight.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked around at all the women in the room. What they wanted him to do was unthinkable. But if he didn’t…. Instead of answering, he turned and walked out.   
 
      
 
    What was he going to do? He didn’t dare do it. He’d be the laughing stock of the whole world! But he didn’t dare not do it. And one other thing crossed his mind. While he had been in there, Monica had taken another hair from his head. Another token. Another ingredient for her to work yet more magic on him. He shuddered at the thought. It looked like he was going to spend another night in that gold dress. And this time, he would be wearing it around people he somewhat knew. People he had met at the club before.   
 
      
 
    He had one other final thought as he headed out to his car. Was Mike going to be at the club this week too? Mike had dated Monica several times now. If Mike was there, his life was basically over. But wasn’t it already?  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 30.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The witch’s magic was already hard at work on him. Of that, Steve had no doubt at all. As he was getting dressed, he caught himself softly humming, “I enjoy being a girl.” He’d never do that! And then he somehow found himself going through all his silly underwear and picking out the most sexy things he had. Ugh! He wanted to leave the house without any makeup too, but that was also not to be. Just like it had been in Saint Thomas, the witch had prevented him from leaving, and had made his back itch in the worst way until he gave in and put the damn makeup on himself. And he had to do it himself. She didn’t just take over and do it for him…or to him, he had to do it himself. And when he tried to leave after that, he still couldn’t get out the door. She had forced him to go back and paint his fingernails! The damn witch.   
 
      
 
    So now he was dressed to the nines…for a woman. Sexy underwear with the dumb breast forms. Shiny gold party dress. Uncomfortable gold high heels strapped to his feet. Makeup. Red nail polish. His purse slung over his neck and shoulder. And he was going to try going out the door again. He really hoped he couldn’t. He didn’t want to leave his apartment at all. It was already after nine o’clock. He hadn’t planned on having to paint his damn fingernails. The witch was going to be so mad at him. He opened his door praying he couldn’t go, and had no trouble at all walking out. Ugh!   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Karen was more excited than she could ever remember. She was all girl again tonight…at least on the inside. And for once, she was completely dressed on the outside to match too. And to make matters even better, she was on her way to the club to have fun – and hopefully, pick up a man! And the best part of all of it, was how absolutely embarrassed and humiliated Steve was feeling just then. Deliciously, wonderfully, humiliated. She had dreams of finally kissing a man, as Steve walked out of his apartment and locked the door behind him.   
 
      
 
    She had had to “force” Steve to dress properly. He hadn’t wanted to at all. He had been actually planning on going out wearing the dress and the heels and that was it. How absurd. How totally wrong. So she had…helped him along the way. There was no way she was going to go out looking for a man and not be dressed properly. No…way!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    How foolish can a man feel? How stupid can a man feel? Steve supposed that he was finding out just then. He felt immensely foolish – and stupid! Just walking down to his car was humiliating. He did his best to ignore the people he noticed in the parking lot who were all looking at him. How can a sparkly gold party dress and heels not call attention to someone? He had no doubt that everyone that lived in the apartments around him now had a very wrong opinion about him. He wondered how much worse the opinions of those who saw him at the club tonight would be. He didn’t even want to think about that. Basically, in a little while, he figured he’d probably never be able to hold his head up in public again. If he could even do that now.  
 
      
 
    The club was fully alive when he got there. The music was roaring and the light show was in full force. And of course, the place was jam packed. He looked around and didn’t see any of the witches from where he was standing, but that didn’t mean they weren’t there. In the sea of bodies it was hard to tell who was there and who wasn’t. Could he just get away with standing where he was for a few minutes and then going home? It was a very interesting thought. Not to mention a hopeful one. In fact, he was just thinking about leaving when someone tapped him on the shoulder.  
 
      
 
    “There you are!” Diane said as soon as he turned around. “I’ve been watching for you. You’re late!”  
 
      
 
    “As if you didn’t already know that!” Steve returned angrily. “Since it was you that stopped me from leaving on time.”  
 
      
 
    Diane had no idea what he was talking about. “I stopped you? Not me.”  
 
      
 
    “Monica then,” Steve said. “She wouldn’t let me leave.”  
 
      
 
    “Why not?”  
 
      
 
    “It was one thing after another. Makeup. Nail polish. Do you know how long that stuff takes to dry?”  
 
      
 
    Diane laughed. “Poor baby.” Her face turned more serious. “Monica won’t let me dance with you tonight, so you’re on your own. Just remember what you have to do. And we’ll all be watching you…all night!” She turned and walked away to find Monica. She had mixed feelings about Monica not wanting her to dance with Steve tonight. But after him showing up with a gun to kill her, she didn’t feel that bad about it. Besides, she wasn’t sure how much she wanted to dance with a guy – in a dress!   
 
      
 
    Steve watched the people dancing. Having fun. Having fun wasn’t on the menu for him at all, only intense humiliation. He was watching everyone else, and he had no doubt that all three witches were watching him too. So what was he going to do? He still wanted to go home. He had no illusions though about how far he’d get if he tried it. He knew all too well what those witches were capable of doing. Frightening things!   
 
      
 
    And now they wanted him to totally humiliate himself by picking up a man…or several men. And then throw himself at them. Ugh! He couldn’t think of anything more disgusting in the entire world. But if he didn’t… Trouble! Most likely worse trouble than ever before. As much as the thought of it turned his stomach, he had no choice. No choice at all.  
 
      
 
    So how was he supposed to go about doing it? He had absolutely no clue. What did the women do? That answer was somewhat easy. They danced. Forcing his feet to move, he headed for the dance floor. A man in a bright gold party dress. How…ridiculous! Just like he felt.  
 
      
 
    The problem with most clubs like that one for the women, was that there were always more of them than men. Especially good looking men. So there were usually a lot of single women dancing together or just in the same general area, trying to grab the attention of any guy that came along. And for many of them, dancing was as much fun as they could get. Steve moving out among them and trying to dance in his gold dress and heels, didn’t go unnoticed for even a second. Within moments, they were all hooting and hollering over him while they danced. Steve didn’t miss the fact that they were laughing at him too. He certainly couldn’t dance like a woman and he didn’t even try. Besides, trying to walk in heels was difficult enough. Dancing in them was unthinkable. He moved his upper body as best as he could…more like he did as a man.  
 
      
 
    If he had been dressed normally, as a guy, he probably would have been enjoying himself. But as it was, he was simply too embarrassed…not to mention depressed. And as the next song started, he began worrying about something else. Dancing like he was, wasn’t going to make the witches happy. They had demanded that he throw himself at the guys. Diane said she wanted to see him kissing some of them. Ugh! Just thinking about that put a horrible taste in his mouth. But in order to satisfy the weird perverted demands of the witches, he was going to have to go find some guys and try to…do…something with them. Exactly what, he wasn’t sure. It was something he really didn’t want to contemplate.  
 
      
 
    When the song ended, he left the dance floor as all too many women laughed and pawed at him humorously. Why couldn’t the women paw at him like that when he wasn’t wearing a damn dress? He had to find some guys. And he knew where they all hung out. The bar. And a good stiff drink just then was just what he needed.   
 
      
 
    He had one other major worry about what he was going to have to do too. Messing with most guys like the witches were forcing him to do, could literally get him killed. In fact there was very little chance that he’d walk out of the club tonight without getting his face beat to a pulp. But there was a bright side to that too. If he got beat up too badly, he wouldn’t be able to pick up a guy like the witches wanted. And if by chance he got killed, he wouldn’t have to worry about anything ever again. Either way, it would be a good thing. Except that he really didn’t want to get his face pounded to a pulp, and being killed didn’t exactly thrill him either. His cock and balls still ached somewhat.  
 
      
 
    Once he got to the bar and got the bartender’s attention, he ordered himself a stiff drink, while all too many guys looked at him menacingly. He knew some of those guys from past trips to the club. He dared not talk to any of them, even though he knew he was going to have to. Fortunately, none of them looked interested in going anywhere near him.   
 
      
 
    He looked up and saw Monica dancing with some guy not too far from the bar. At least she wasn’t with Mike tonight. He didn’t see Mike…yet. He did see Carla dancing with another guy not far from Monica. He finally spotted Diane, dancing by herself amid more single women. He looked back at Monica. They locked eyes for a moment. And Monica didn’t look happy. He quickly turned away to wait for his drink.  
 
      
 
    When his drink finally came, he downed it in moments. He needed that courage because he knew without a doubt that he was now going to have to do what he desperately didn’t want to do. Monica and the other witches were indeed watching him, and one glance back at Monica again showed that she was still watching him all too closely. And the look on her face seemed to send menacing daggers straight at him. Monica wasn’t going to let up on him at all. Not one little bit!   
 
      
 
    Hating things more than he could ever believe, he looked at all the single guys around him. He didn’t want to try this with any of them that he knew. That was for sure! He also didn’t want to try it with one of those muscular bozos that obviously spent way too much time at the gym. He wasn’t ready to be killed yet. He looked for a smaller, skinnier target instead.   
 
      
 
    His eyes finally settled on a guy that was standing back against the wall holding a drink in his hands and just watching the women. The proverbial wallflower. Probably one of those stupid guys who was too shy to actually walk up to a woman and ask her to dance. Dumb! But for his purposes tonight, hopefully he would be the right choice. With his empty drink glass still in his hand, he headed in the guy’s direction. He didn’t get there.  
 
      
 
    “Well…looky what we’ve got here,” an all too deep voice said as a hand reached out and grabbed Steve’s shoulder.   
 
      
 
    “Huh?” Steve found himself being grabbed and turned around, which almost made him fall in the heels he was wearing. He quickly came face to face with a guy that was nearly twice his size, and nothing but frightening to look at. Unlike the way Steve usually dressed for the club, this guy was wearing a leather vest, leather pants, black boots, a dirty white t-shirt, and several gold necklaces. And Steve couldn’t miss the tattoos covering almost every bit of skin on both his arms and going up his neck.   
 
      
 
    “Man…I never expected to get this lucky,” the guy said. “Especially not in this dump. Come on Honey, let’s dance!”   
 
      
 
    Steve tried to protest, but he quickly found himself being dragged by the arm back to the dance floor. Resisting in the heels he was wearing was all but impossible, even though he tried. The dumb guy was so big, Steve was pretty sure he barely noticed that Steve didn’t want to go with him. He just managed to set his empty glass on one of the tables as he was dragged past it.  
 
      
 
    Once they reached the dance floor, the guy gave no respect for anyone else around. He started moving and having fun to the music, bumping people out of his way and ignoring their angry complaints. And worse, Steve found he couldn’t get away from the guy, because even though the guy was dancing to a fast song, he never once let go of Steve’s hand. And the grip from the frightening behemoth was like a steel clamp.  
 
      
 
    “Dance baby, dance!” the guy ordered, sounding all too happy.  
 
      
 
    Having little choice, Steve danced. Or tried to. He did his best anyway, especially since the guy continued to keep a good strong hold on him. If Steve thought he was getting too many looks before, it was nothing like he knew he was getting just then.  
 
      
 
    “Damn baby!” the guy said as he got closer again. “I never expected to find a hot number like you here. I thought this whole evening was going to be a bust. But you’ve just brightened up my day…and my night.” He laughed as he kept dancing.   
 
      
 
    Steve was trying to figure out how to get away from him.   
 
      
 
    “Hey!” the guy said as he danced and looked him over again. “Love the way you’re dressed. Hot! Really hot!”  
 
      
 
    Hot? Was the guy joking with him? Or was he blind? The music changed. Steve wanted to leave, but the guy moved into him all too quickly and grabbed him around the waist. All too soon, Steve found himself being “led” like a woman dancing with someone who was into ballroom dancing. He stumbled frequently in his heels, but the guy simply held him up and kept dancing.   
 
      
 
    “Baby, I can’t believe how lucky I got finding you here tonight,” the guy said to him. “I never thought I’d find a guy here that liked dressing like a woman. Never in a million years! And baby, let me tell you, you look hot!”  
 
      
 
    Steve wanted to barf! And then he saw Carla, and Diane dancing together – without any guys, and keeping an all too close watch on him. He didn’t see Monica anywhere just then. Carla made kissing motions with her lips. They wanted him to kiss this lunk? Not likely.  
 
      
 
    He stumbled slightly again as the guy led him like an accomplished ballroom dancer. The space he had created for himself suddenly grew immense as everyone stood back to watch them.   
 
      
 
    “Just relax and follow my lead Honey,” the guy said. “Just relax. Let me show you how it’s done. Let’s give these people a real show.”  
 
      
 
    Show? And where the heck did a grubby overweight biker like this learn to dance the way he did? But having little choice since the guy wouldn’t ease his grip on him, Steve continued to be “led” around the now wide-open dance floor. It was positively terrifying!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Karen was in ecstasy. And this guy could dance! And while she loved poor Steve feeling so lost and horrified, he was absolutely ruining her chance to really enjoy this guy. Slowly, very slowly, she eased herself in, and took control over their shared body. Keeping Steve wide awake, just without any ability to control their body at all. Now that Karen had control, she smiled and started enjoying herself. She was far more willing to let the guy lead her and she did her best to dance like the woman she knew she was.   
 
      
 
    “Now you’re getting it!” the guy proclaimed happily. “Just go with it and enjoy it.”  
 
      
 
    Karen was doing just that. She was having a ball. And deep inside, she could still feel how horrified Steve was. The song ended and everyone around them clapped. Karen, even with the guy still holding her hand, curtseyed – several times, much to the amusement of everyone. Karen didn’t care. “That was great!” she said to the guy. “Where’d you learn to dance like that?”  
 
      
 
    “My parents were into it when I was growing up,” he told her. “They made sure I had plenty of dance lessons when I was a kid.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, you’re really good,” Karen replied.  
 
      
 
    “Baby, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet. Just wait till they play something a little better.”  
 
      
 
    Karen couldn’t wait. Steve inside of her was nothing but horrified. And the thing that Steve feared even more was that the witch was now controlling him completely, and obviously this smelly hunk of fat was the man she had picked out for him. He had grave fears about how his night was most likely going to turn out. Not just tonight. The witch had said perhaps the whole damn weekend! Did she have this guy under her spell too? He had no doubt at all! Otherwise, why would the guy have grabbed him in the first place?  
 
      
 
    It wasn’t ballroom dancing, but the guy continued to dance, and he still wasn’t letting Steve, or rather Karen now, out of his grasp. Karen was happy. Steve wasn’t, which only made Karen even happier.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Carla was beside herself watching Steve. She had no doubt that Monica and Diane were too. Monica was off somewhere dancing with another guy. The guy Carla had been with earlier had moved on to someone new. Diane was…she looked around and didn’t see her. But no doubt Diane was somewhere close as well. She purposely danced closer to Steve and his new boyfriend. When she got close enough she teased, “Kissy, kissy!” And then she laughed and moved away.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Deep inside of Karen, Steve cringed. Obviously the witches wanted him to kiss this lunk. So why hadn’t they forced him to do it before? He tried, but he still had no control of his body at all. As long as his body didn’t get any worse ideas, hopefully, he would remain safe.   
 
      
 
    Karen also understood Carla’s message. Not to mention the thrill she got from feeling Steve’s discomfort over the issue. Even though it was a fairly fast dance, she suddenly threw herself at the guy dancing with her. She wrapped her free hand around his neck, moved up further on her tiptoes, and planted a big kiss right on his mouth. A lasting kiss! And she was deeply surprised when he returned the favor.   
 
      
 
    “Oh baby,” the guy said as they parted, “I had no idea this was going to be such a good night.” He pulled Karen close to him again, and this time he initiated the powerful lingering kiss.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane turned away. She was mostly hidden in the back by the bar, but she couldn’t watch anymore. She had seen the way the guy had just grabbed Steve. She had seen the way he had danced with him…including some kind of ballroom style that had Diane so jealous she was beside herself. But she had especially seen the way he had kissed Steve…after Steve had suddenly kissed him – no doubt because Carla had just told him to. But more than that, she couldn’t miss the way the guy was controlling Steve. Holding onto him and never letting go, no matter what. He was totally in charge, one hundred percent. It was almost as if Steve was shackled to the guy. Bound to him somehow. Totally, one-hundred percent controlled.   
 
      
 
    Diane hurried to the ladies room where she pushed someone else out of the way to run into one of the stalls. She closed the door, sat down and cried. Why couldn’t it have been her?  
 
    Why couldn’t a guy ever want to take control of her like that? And a big masculine guy to boot! Why Steve, and not her?  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “You need a drink little girl?” the guy asked Steve as the next song ended.  
 
      
 
    “Sure,” Karen replied. She let the guy lead her back to the bar, his hand still holding tightly onto hers.   
 
      
 
    “What’ll you have?” the guy asked.  
 
      
 
    “Pina Colada,” automatically came out of Karen’s lips. She got pulled closer to the bar while the guy ordered for them. Now that they were off of the dance floor, Karen decided to give control of the body back to Steve. She just didn’t tell him.  
 
      
 
    Being as large as he was, meant that the guy usually got very good service wherever he went. But the lady-man’s drink that he had to ask for took a few minutes to make. Still, it was worth it. The guy was really all dolled up. Just the way he liked them. Lady boys. Doll boys. Boy toys for him to play with. And after the way he had kissed him out on the dance floor, this one was definitely willing. There was no way he was letting go! He was going to enjoy his evening fully…and then some. And he was going to make damn sure that he did!   
 
      
 
    A lady-boy in a bright gold party dress. Who would have ever thought he’d find something like that in a place like this? It had turned out to be the best hide-out he could have ever picked. He wondered if the club had any private rooms available somewhere where he could continue to hide-out. Like for the rest of the night…and maybe into tomorrow. Some places had them. Usually for only a little while though. Still, even a little while would be well worth it.   
 
      
 
    His date’s drink finally arrived. He grabbed it and turned around. He held it out to the guy, but the guy only looked like he was staring at…nothing, and didn’t make a move to take the glass. “Hey,” he said. “You gonna drink this or not? I paid good money for it!”  
 
      
 
    Steve was surprised. His body wasn’t moving. And moving just then was something he desperately wanted to do. His feet were killing him. If he could just move them a little bit it would help. But his body wasn’t taking the drink. He chanced reaching out his hand, and was surprised when he was able to grab the drink. He immediately started moving his feet and ankles, trying to relieve the pain. It helped, but not much.   
 
      
 
    With the guy still holding his hand, he took a long sip of the cold sweet drink. Not nearly as good as in the islands. But it was at least cold. He watched as the guy turned around from the bar again, this time with a bottle of beer in his hand.  
 
      
 
    “So what’s your story?” the guy asked over the loud music. “I would have expected someone like you to go somewhere else. Not to a place like this.”  
 
      
 
    Steve tried to figure out how to answer. “Um…they’re making me dress like this,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    That surprised the guy. But then this lady-boy had kissed him out on the dance floor – hard. And the lady-boy had even kissed him first. So there was no doubt in his mind that he would be more than willing…later. “Making you?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve knew the guy wouldn’t believe him, but he told him anyway. “Witches!” he replied. “Three powerful witches.”  
 
      
 
    The guy erupted in laughter. “That’s a good one! I’ve never heard that one before.”  
 
      
 
    Steve knew he wouldn’t believe him. But before Steve could react further, he nearly spilled his drink as the guy quickly pulled him to him, and planted another huge kiss on Steve’s painted lips. And this time the witch wasn’t controlling him at all. He had no choice but to stand there and kiss the smelly brut. Yuck! It was all he could do to keep from gagging when the kiss ended.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane had come out of the ladies room finally under control. But she was just in time to see the guy kissing Steve once again. She made a bee-line back to the ladies room to cry all over again.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica didn’t miss the kiss by the bar either. She was still with the same guy who had picked her up shortly after she got there, but the guy was also with friends who weren’t hanging around very close to where Steve was. Seeing the big rough looking bulk kissing Steve like that, was nothing but pure satisfaction to Monica. Pure…satisfaction. She had no doubt that Steve was going to find it difficult to get away from that monster. And oh the things her mind could picture Steve having to do with him later! She actually let out a laugh over it, which brought all too much attention from the guy she was with and his friends.   
 
      
 
    “What’s funny?” the guy she was with asked.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing,” she told him quickly. “Just an odd thought.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Carla caught a little bit of the kiss as well. As much as she loved seeing it, something inside of her felt a bit jealous as well. Why, she couldn’t figure. The guy looked…horrible! Big, rough, probably dangerous, and no doubt he smelled like grease. Yet there was something about him that made her tingle inside just looking at him. Big. Muscular. Not that bad looking when you got past what he was wearing. And obviously totally masculine and confident – even if he might be gay. What girl wouldn’t go weak in the knees? And he was kissing Steve? She was…momentarily jealous.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “So where do you usually hang out?” the lunk of a guy asked Steve.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
      
 
    “What bars do you go to? What clubs?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, usually just this one.”  
 
      
 
    The guy nodded. “I’ll be stopping by more often then. I never figured that people like you would be here. And if you come here a lot, then we both might just get lucky again. Hey, you gonna finish that drink or what? In a hot dress like that, we need to show you off more honey. Drink up!”  
 
      
 
    Show him off more? The thought alone made Steve sick. But under the guys all too threatening gaze, Steve took a few more big sips of his fruity drink.  
 
      
 
    “Good enough,” the guy said as he grabbed the drink right out of Steve’s hand. “Come on,” he said. “Let’s dance.” He set the still partially full glass on a table as he walked past, dragging poor Steve right along with him back to the dance floor.  
 
      
 
    This time the people around them automatically made more room for them, even though the guy still kept his firm grip on Steve’s hand, locking them together. Steve continually wondered what would happen if the guy suddenly stopped holding onto him and the two of them actually separated for a moment. Would the guy freak out thinking that Steve was leaving him…which is exactly what Steve would have liked to do. He had no illusions however about running away from the guy. Not in the towering heels that were strapped to his feet. Standing still in the heels hurt quite a bit. Whenever he was just standing in them, he moved them around somewhat to ease the ache. Dancing wasn’t moving them around like that. Dancing seemed to make the shoes hurt even more. And since they were firmly strapped to his feet, he couldn’t slip them off once in a while like he saw other women do.   
 
      
 
    The third tune started, and Steve never even thought about not dancing. But he quickly noticed the change on his captor’s face. “Hot damn!” the guy exclaimed loudly. “Come on honey. Let’s give them a real show!” With that, the guy broke into some kind of swing dance that had Steve frightened like never before as the guy moved and spun him around in constantly changing ways that were quickly getting him dizzy!   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Karen inside of Steve was so tempted to take over again, but for once, she didn’t. She was simply enjoying Steve’s discomfort too much. Besides, she was dancing. She just wasn’t in charge and couldn’t enjoy it quite enough. But Steve was so lost and frightened that it more than made up for Karen not taking over.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Carla stood back and watched as the dirty lunk and Steve did some kind of old-fashioned swing type dance. The guy was obviously really good. Poor Steve was obviously really bad. Carla really wished she could be in Steve’s place just then. She might not be any good at that kind of dancing, but she could do a lot better than Steve was. Once again, she was a little bit jealous…even though the guy was dirty, probably smelly, and was built like King Kong.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica was getting ready to just leave the guy she had spent the evening with so far. Weren’t they going to dance again? So far, they had spent most of their time sitting and talking with his friends. Something on the dance floor caught everyone attention, and she stood up so she could see better. She nearly died…laughing. Steve and the hulk were at it again. But damn, the guy could dance! Steve…was another matter. Hopeless. Hopelessly hopeless! He looked ridiculous! But somehow at the same time, not that bad either. The guy was obviously that good.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane stood way in the back of the room where she could just barely see Steve. She made sure she saw every bit of the swing dance they were doing. Talk about contrast. The guy was great, Steve was horrible. But the guy still managed to keep Steve doing everything he should have been. And once again Diane was so jealous!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The song ended. Steve didn’t even think about curtseying like Karen had done. Actually, he was out of breath and still somewhat dizzy. He really needed the miserable guys grip on his hand to keep him from falling down for a few minutes. But the song had already changed, and the guy was dancing again. Steve stood there for a few moment to collect himself, then tried to move to the music again. At least it was normal dancing again and not one of the mad monster’s favorite kinds of dancing. He didn’t think he’d make it through another one of them.  
 
      
 
    “See,” the smelly guy told him. “If we can meet here a couple of times a week, I can guarantee you that I’ll have you dancing like Ginger Rogers in no time at all.”  
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t sure who Ginger Rogers was, and he knew he never wanted to see this guy again. And after having to be at the club in a dress, he hoped he’d never have to come to this club again.    
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane silently walked out of the club to go home. It was hopeless. She was hopeless. She was actually jealous of the guy Steve was with. And worse, she knew that despite all his problems, she was still hung up on Steve himself. Which made her…hopeless. Silently and sadly, she went home to soak in the bath, soak in a few glasses of wine. And cry.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Three more times during the evening, Steve was forced to do some kind of “special” ballroom kind of dance with the lunk that he now felt like he had been physically glued to. The guy never once let go of his hand…or his wrist…or some part of him. Never once! Basically, he was never giving Steve the slightest chance to get away, as if he really could while wearing very high heels. Three more special dances. Countless more normal ones. And five…count them, five…long hard kisses on the mouth! And on the last one the guy had thrust his tongue into Steve’s mouth. And the evening wasn’t even over yet.   
 
      
 
    The club very gradually started emptying out. The crowded dance floor became not so crowded. Steve saw Carla come over close to him, give him the eye, and then head for the door. Steve wanted to follow her right out, but the guy was still holding onto him all too tightly. And while Steve was exhausted from so much dancing, the guy wasn’t slowing down at all.   
 
      
 
    Monica left the club a few minutes later, in much the same manner as Carla had done. Steve noted that she was alone. He sure wished he could be. The dread of what he was surly facing once this guy was ready to finally stop dancing was starting to weigh heavier and heavier on Steve’s mind. And he wasn’t sure how he could get out of it. Not to mention that he was so exhausted that he wouldn’t have the strength to even die. And death was starting to feel like a much better option.   
 
      
 
    The guy finally stopped dancing and dragged Steve back to the bar again. This time he ordered two beers instead of the mixed drink for Steve. Steve was very grateful for the drink, and even more grateful to finally stop dancing. Both of his feet were total numb. He was afraid that pretty soon he’d be unable to walk anymore…let alone try to run away from this guy.  
 
      
 
    While they stood there drinking beer and sort of talking, Steve kept an eye on the clock on the wall behind the bar. It was nearly two o’clock. The club wouldn’t stay open much longer. He wanted to leave, but not with this…thing…that was still holding tightly onto his wrist.   
 
      
 
    The “thing” finished his beer and ordered another one. Steve was only half finished with the beer he had. “So where do you live?” the guy asked him.  
 
      
 
    Steve got really afraid. “Um…I’ve got a roommate,” he lied.   
 
      
 
    “Shit!” the guy said. He took a long swig from his beer. “I guess we’ll have to find someplace then.”  
 
      
 
    That wasn’t at all what Steve wanted to hear. “Um…I’m not sure…” he started.  
 
      
 
    “Look honey-pie,” the guy said threateningly right in his face, “I just showed you the best time of your life, and you’re going to return the favor. Like it or not! Now finish that drink. We’ve got a hotel to find.”  
 
      
 
    Steve definitely felt sick now. Sick and panicked. What was he going to do?   
 
      
 
    As soon as Steve got a few more sips of beer in him, the guy took the bottle right out of his hand. “Come on honey. We got to find some place to stay. And I think somewhere where we can hold up for the next couple of nights.”  
 
      
 
    The next couple of nights? Steve very nearly threw up. But all of a sudden he found himself being dragged toward the door. Like it or not! The cool night air washed over him once he got outside, but the knowledge of what the guy intended didn’t give the cooler air a chance to help him at all. Steve tried a last ditch effort. “My cars over…”  
 
      
 
    “Forget it!” the guy said. “We’re staying together. We’ll take my bike.”  
 
      
 
    His bike? “Um…in this dress?” Steve tried to argue, again looking for a way out.  
 
      
 
    The guy looked him over and smiled broadly. “You’ll do well enough. Now let’s go.”  
 
      
 
    The parking lot wasn’t very full, but the hunk dragged Steve toward where the motorcycle parking area was, not far from the door. Steve saw one big bike there. How was he going to do this?   
 
      
 
    The guy pulled Steve straight to his bike and grabbed an old fashioned Nazi army style helmet from the bike and stuck it on his head. There was a loud bang, and at the same time, something seemed to clang loudly off of the guy’s bike. The guy was suddenly in motion as he dove for the ground and then crawled behind his bike. Another bang and another clang off the motorcycle. It wasn’t until then that Steve finally realized that someone was shooting at them. Another shot rang out and struck the bike. And then Steve was further horrified when the damn lout of a man started shooting back. Did he have that gun in the club all night?   
 
      
 
    “Run, you moron!” the guy yelled at Steve.   
 
      
 
    Wide eyed, Steve backed away slowly at first, then turned and ran as fast as he was able for his car. Something inside of him seemed to be urging him on even faster. As the gunshots continued to ring out behind him, totally panicked, he started his car and drove directly for the parking lot exit as fast as he could. In the distance he could hear police sirens heading his way. Two blocks later, a motorcycle passed him at a high speed. Steve only had time to notice how big the guy on it was. He turned at the next corner, not wanting to continue in the same direction for a while. He slowed down and tried to breathe.   
 
      
 
    Was he safe? He wasn’t completely sure. What if the police showed up at his door asking questions? What was he going to tell them? He could only pray it wouldn’t happen. Other than worrying about the police, Steve felt nothing but relieved. He had finally gotten away from that guy…without going to bed with him. Pure relief!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 31.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Susan always worried about not getting an email from Karen at night. Although she often didn’t get them until the next morning. But she wasn’t aware of anything that Karen…or rather Steve was going to be doing Friday night, especially since she knew Steve was still hurting so much after being forced to attack his own crotch with his gun. So not getting an email from Karen Friday night had her somewhat concerned, but not greatly.   
 
      
 
    But Saturday morning when she got up, she found an email from her…created daughter…just like she hoped she would. Happily, she opened it and read it. She wasn’t sure if she should be surprised to hear that Monica had pushed Steve to go out again, and she laughed out loud at the things they demanded that he do. She laughed again at reading how Karen had made sure Steve was dressed properly before he went out, even though he was going to be late getting to the club. And then Susan read about what happened at the club – a rather long and very detailed explanation. Susan actually thrilled to most of it, until she read about the gunfight and Steve having to run for his life. Susan breathed a sigh of relief that Karen and Steve were unhurt.   
 
      
 
    So, her created daughter had kissed another man again. That was something Susan knew that Karen would want. She had implanted those desires when she had first created Karen. She had only been forced by other circumstances to allow Karen to enjoy sex with women as well. Susan had to wonder, since she had originally planted all those desires into Karen, how long would it be now until Steve found himself in bed with a man? Evidently, it had almost happened last night.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was late Sunday afternoon. Ruth was sitting at her kitchen table working on all the materials she had collected to take to the lawyer tomorrow. On her computer screen now was her list of things she was after for herself. Her demands. Her kids were playing on the living room floor and her husband was sitting in his favorite chair watching a game on TV. Her whole family was in easy view. She was doing this for herself – mostly. But she was also doing it for them.   
 
      
 
    She looked back at her list of demands. It had literally taken her days to put those demands together. She had thought very long and hard about all of them, especially the first most important items, the things that she was sure the company would fight her over the most. But she was hopeful that in the end she would get everything she wanted. And the company would get everything it deserved!  
 
      
 
    She saw her husband work himself out of his seat. He crossed the family room floor, stopping for a moment to tickle both of her kids. Then he came into the kitchen, most likely to get a drink.  
 
      
 
    “How’s it going?” her husband asked.  
 
      
 
    Ruth smiled. “Pretty good.”  
 
      
 
    He stopped at the table to look at her computer from over her shoulder. He read her list of demands, grunted, and laughed. “You’re nuts!” he told her after reading just a few of the things his wife wanted. “That’s crazy! You’ll never get it.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s what I want!” she insisted.   
 
      
 
    “But why? No judge in the world is going to grant what you’re asking.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t care. And I’m hoping this will never get in front of a judge.”  
 
      
 
    “Well that won’t. That’s for sure! Why would you ever?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth paused to consider her answer. “Because…it’s important to me.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re nuts!” her husband repeated. “And you’ll never get it.”  
 
      
 
    “I know,” Ruth lamented. But even still, she was hopeful…and very determined.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane got to work a full twenty minutes earlier than usual Monday morning. Her mind had been preoccupied with something since she had woke up Saturday morning after a miserable Friday night. She turned her computer on and pulled up her email program, totally ignoring the few emails that were waiting for her to open. She had only one thing on her mind and she was determined to do it. Thinking hard about what she wanted to say, she began composing an email. Nothing long, nothing earth shattering. But it was something very important to her.   
 
      
 
    She didn’t send it yet. She wanted to wait and read it over later to make sure of what she was sending. She also didn’t have the email address she needed to send it to…yet. She minimized her email the moment Monica came into the room. “Morning, Monica,” she said quickly, not wanting to give her friend any notion that something was bothering her.  
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Diane,” Monica returned brightly. “Did you leave the club early on Friday? I didn’t see you after a while.”  
 
      
 
    “Kind of,” Diane replied. “I got…tired.”  
 
      
 
    Monica nodded. “It was a busy week last week,” she said with a knowing look on her face.  
 
      
 
    Diane only nodded in return.  
 
      
 
    It was almost an hour later when Diane got back to her email. She only stopped at her desk to briefly check for any email messages for things she needed to take care of. But since there were none, she pulled up the email she had composed earlier and read through it. She stared at it for a moment and decided not to make any changes.   
 
      
 
    She quickly minimized her email again when Monica came in, and still standing, checked her own email, then breezed out again. Diane was about to get up from her desk, when Monica stopped back in the tiny office again, this time with a large envelope in her hands. “I’m just taking this up to the third floor,” she told Diane. Then she was gone. It was something they both did frequently.   
 
      
 
    Knowing that Monica would be gone for a little while, Diane went to Monica’s computer. The desktop was still active so she didn’t even have to move the mouse to wake it up. She saw two open programs in the icons at the bottom, her email program and a website. Curious, she opened the website. She was somewhat surprised to see an article about witches. She figured that most likely, Monica wanted to add more of an air of realism to any future fun they had with Steve. As if Monica really needed any help. As far as Diane was concerned, Monica’s acting in those little ceremonies they had put on was nothing but amazing. Especially that last one.   
 
      
 
    She minimized the website and opened the email program. A minute later, she had the email address she needed. Back at her own computer, she filled in the address on her email, took a hopeful breath, and sent it to the Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan stood in front of the door to her office with her client. “You can do it,” she said. “It’s not going to kill you. Remember, people touch things like this every day and it doesn’t hurt them at all. You can do the same. And you know you can wash your hands when you get home, although I know you’ve also got a big bottle of hand sanitizer in your purse. Now give it a try. You came here to conquer your fears. You’ll never do that without trusting me and trying.   
 
      
 
    It was a moment before the woman removed one of the gloves covering her hands. She reached out very tentatively, almost touching the doorknob, but not quite.   
 
      
 
    “You can do it. This is a simple one,” Susan told her.   
 
      
 
    Taking a breath, the woman touched the doorknob, first tentatively, then she wrapped her hand around it. She was about to pull her hand away again, when Susan quickly said, “Now turn it!” She left her hand there and applied the pressure needed to turn the knob. She could just feel all the germs that had to be on the simple doorknob crawling from the metal right into her hand. But she did turn it, and she did open the door. “Very good,” Susan praised her. “You did it!”  
 
      
 
    The woman smiled, but all she could think about was the hand sanitizer in her purse. With a frightened panicked look on her face, she hurried from the office. Susan sighed and watched after her. It was progress, but small. Most cases went like that. But the woman would be back, and hopefully, more progress would be made.  
 
      
 
    She closed the door and went back to her computer while she waited for her next client to get there. She was surprised to find a message from someone named Diane. But it was the Subject line that made her open it right away. The subject said: “Sorceress, I Need Your Help.”  
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    My name is Diane. I’m one of Monica’s friends that have been helping her with Steve. If at all possible, I would appreciate it if you would not tell Monica about this email. I’m embarrassed enough as it is and would prefer nobody know. I’m only reaching out to you, because I’m becoming desperate.   
 
      
 
    I know nothing of witchcraft or magic. I don’t know about a lot of things. I’m not as well educated as many, but I do the best I can and manage to get by.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress, in all the movies I’ve seen or the books I’ve read about witches and wizards, and I guess sorcerers or sorceresses as the case may be, one of the things they always seem to specialize in and in many stories sell, is love potions. Do you have any magic to make a man love me? If so, please tell me what I will have to pay. I will do anything for it. Pay anything at all. I guess if I can. The truth is, I get by on the money I make, but just barely. But at least tell me if something to make someone love me is available.  
 
      
 
    Thank you,  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Diane.  
 
      
 
    Susan read the email and sighed. She knew who Diane was of course. And now this time, not Monica, but one of her friends was wanting real magic from her. Magic that didn’t exist. And no surprise, Diane wanted the kind of magic that ninety percent of the women on the planet would like to get their hands on, a spell to make someone love them. If Susan had any kind of magic like that, she would have used it on herself…for herself.  
 
      
 
    She felt for Diane, but she had no choice but to type her heartfelt reply.  
 
      
 
    Dear Diane,  
 
      
 
    Of course I know who you are. I have been, “aware” of you for some time now. You are the one who enjoys bondage games. I know because you played with a number of different “toys” with Steve not long ago.   
 
      
 
    Diane, I’m very sorry to say that I have nothing that can make someone love you. That’s because in reality, there is no magic, no matter how it may seem otherwise. I am able to control Steve to some degree, but that is the extent of my…magic.   
 
      
 
    I truly wish I could help you, because all too often I’ve wished for something like that myself.   
 
      
 
    With heartfelt regrets,  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane had been checking her email far more often than usual after she sent the email to the Sorceress. It turned out to be only minutes after Susan sent her reply that Diane got it and read it. No magic? And yet she said she did have magic – that could control Steve. What was the truth? There had to be magic! She didn’t see any other way. But one thing stood out even more clearly, the Sorceress had said that she didn’t have any way to make someone love her. And that line about using it on herself, made Diane think that it might just be true.   
 
      
 
    But Diane did note one other thing in The Sorceress’s reply. She did have magic over Steve. And Steve was the one she had finally realized she was in love with – just this past weekend. No matter what kind of guy he really was, she couldn’t help it. She loved him. Not to mention, she loved how he had made love to her in bed! That had been truly…amazing.   
 
      
 
    Not wanting to wait, she quickly wrote back to The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    Maybe you can help me. The one I want to love me is Steve. You said you had power over him. You said you had magic over him. And we’ve all seen just how true that is.   
 
      
 
    Please make Steve love me. Please.   
 
      
 
    Diane.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan didn’t get Diane’s email until after her next client left. And it bothered her more than Diane’s first email. She quickly wrote back.  
 
      
 
    Diane,  
 
      
 
    What are you saying? Why would you ever want someone like Steve to love you? You know what kind of man he is. TROUBLE! Otherwise, I’d never be bothered with him. Please talk to me!  
 
      
 
    Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane got the Sorceress’s email half an hour later. But the answers she was sure the Sorceress wanted were ones she wasn’t quite sure of herself. But there was one thing that she did realize. It looked like The Sorceress did have the power over Steve to make him love her. And because of that, Diane decided that she had to give The Sorceress the best reply she possibly could. She decided to wait to think about it, and to give herself time to compose something meaningful.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth got out of her car with the leather case she had bought to hold all the materials she was going to turn over to the lawyer. She looked up at the big building of the Feinbaum law firm. It looked…imposing. Important. Successful. Just what her research told her the company was. Feeling nothing but resolved, she walked purposefully to the door and went inside. The large lobby of the building was decorated richly. She headed directly toward the reception desk and gave them her name, telling the woman behind the desk that she had an appointment with one of their attorneys. Her appointment was quickly confirmed, and Ruth was sent to a richly appointed waiting area nearby. Ten minutes later, another woman came out, and took Ruth back to a small meeting room to wait.   
 
      
 
    “Please have a seat,” the woman told Ruth. “Mr. Wolford will be with you shortly.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth thanked the woman and took a seat at the small table. She toyed with removing the materials from her case, but decided not to.   
 
      
 
    The door didn’t open again until fifteen minutes later. Ruth stood up to greet the lawyer. She was a bit dismayed to see that he appeared to be young, in his mid to upper twenties. The two shook hands, and they both sat down.   
 
      
 
    “What can we do for you today, Mrs. McGruder?” Mr. Wolford asked.  
 
      
 
    Ruth finally opened her case and pulled out all her materials. I want to press charges against the company I work for, Hudgens Technology, for sexual discrimination.   
 
      
 
    The lawyer shook his head. “I’m sorry, Mrs. McGruder,” he said, “but we don’t handle sexual discrimination cases here.”  
 
      
 
    “But you’re a legal firm that specializes in businesses!” Ruth countered.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” the lawyer replied, “but we don’t do sexual discrimination cases. We mostly handle large contracts and mergers. That kind of thing.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. She had been so certain. But she wasn’t ready to give up yet. This was supposed to be the best law firm in the city. “But…but just look at some of the material against them that I’ve collected.”  
 
      
 
    Again the lawyer shook his head. “Why? We don’t handle cases like yours.”  
 
      
 
    “But…please…just look anyway. See what I’ve got. Maybe you can advise me then on where I need to go.”  
 
      
 
    The lawyer shook his head again, but said, “Okay, what did you bring?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth passed over one of her files that was filled with transcripts. “I’ve got transcripts of lots of recordings I’ve secretly made over the years,” she told him. “Just look at any of that stuff.”  
 
      
 
    “Secret recordings?” the lawyer said, now completely uninterested. Secret recordings were rarely admissible evidence. He grabbed the folder she passed toward him, and with a totally uninterested eye, thumbed through a few pages and stopped to read a moment. Then he read a moment more, concern now beginning to creep onto his face. He thumbed further back into the stack and read part of another entry. That one he read for a longer time. He was no longer uninterested. He turned to the very back entry and read that one too.   
 
      
 
    When he finished reading it, he continued to stare down at the page. He had a problem now. A big one. Sexual discrimination cases were not what their firm handled – at all. But after reading what he had, there was a good chance that he could be held accountable for knowing about the things he had just read. Criminal things! Criminal activities being carried on by this woman’s company. Where and how had she gotten this material – if it wasn’t made up? He had a problem. As a lawyer, and as such, a semi-officer of the governmental judicial system, he was bound to do something with that kind of information.   
 
      
 
    He looked back at Ruth. “All this is for real?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded. “All of it. And the recordings themselves are…” She fished the flash drive she had in her leather case out and handed it to him.  “They’re all there,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    The lawyer took the drive, then looked down at the materials he had just looked through. There were two more folders like it on his desk, a thin one marked with a number one, and a fatter one like the one held that was marked with a number two. His folder bore the number 3. “This is not…sexual discrimination material,” he told her, referring to the folder he had been reading from. “This is serious criminal activity that must be reported.”  
 
      
 
    “I have the sexual discrimination transcripts in this folder she said, passing him the thinner folder with the number one on it.”  
 
      
 
    The lawyer looked at it, but didn’t open it. The less he knew, the less he could be held accountable for. He wasn’t sure how he wanted to proceed. “Um… Why did you bring me all of this, along with what appears to be a distinct amount of material pertaining to just the sexual discrimination?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth smiled and opened the folder with the number one on it. “Because of this!” she said proudly as she pulled out her list of demands. “That…is what I want. All of it!”  
 
      
 
    The lawyer looked down at the list and started reading. He didn’t get far before he blinked and looked up at Ruth. “This is…absurd!”  
 
      
 
    “But that’s what I want. That’s what I’m demanding!”  
 
      
 
    The lawyer still wasn’t sure what to do. And now he knew that he did indeed have to do something. “Tell you what,” he said. “Leave this all with me and let me have a closer look at it. Let me decide the best way for us to proceed. Okay? Give us a couple of weeks and I’ll get back to you.”  
 
      
 
    “A couple of weeks?”  
 
      
 
    “We’re a very busy firm,” Mr. Wolford replied. “And something like this is going to take some consideration. It won’t be easy. Now do you still want me to proceed and at least come up with some recommendations for you?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth was disappointed, but nodded. “Please. I know what I want. And I figure with some of the things I’ve got there, then I stand a good chance of getting it. All of it!”  
 
      
 
    After Ruth left, the lawyer carried the entire leather case back to his desk, where he threw it on top of a pile with the intention of looking at it…maybe in a few weeks. He had a pile of other things on his plate to handle before it. But he couldn’t get the things he had read off of his mind. Ten minutes later, he had the case open and was diligently reading through everything – in all three folders.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane spent most of her lunch hour composing a reply for The Sorceress. It was a difficult reply to compose, mostly because it was difficult things for her to admit. But she was pleading her case in the most honest way she knew how. Not wanting to wait too long to get the Sorceress’s help, she sent it just before any of the others got back from lunch.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan was about to go to lunch when she saw another email come in from Diane. She put her lunch plans on hold for a few minutes while she read it.  
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    This is all very difficult for me to admit to anyone, and even more so to myself. But it is all things I have known about myself for a very long time now. I’m not beautiful like most of the other women are. Monica is beautiful. Carla even more so. And Ruth, despite being older than the rest of us and married, is downright pretty. But not me. I’m not built like they are. I’m skinny with almost no breasts at all, my hair is like straw, and my face and complexion don’t measure up to what the men in the world seem to want. I’m a loser. I’m hopeless.  
 
      
 
    But that doesn’t mean I don’t yearn for a man to love me. In fact, I think I yearn for that more than most since men don’t often come calling.   
 
      
 
    And then, to make matters worse, I guess I’ve got this kinky side to me. Without someone to love me, those interests have been the only love life I’ve known for many years now. More often than not, I have nobody to play those games with except myself. But I enjoy very much dominating men, binding them up in different ways, or just ordering them around. But even more than that, I absolutely yearn for some strong man to do that to me. A man who I can trust. A man who I know loves me. With that, I yearn for him to bind me and make me feel totally helpless, while he has his way with me, doing anything he wants. The one and only time I can remember experiencing anything like that, was fairly recently when I took a small chance with Steve. It was wonderful!  
 
      
 
    I know what kind of a man Steve is. He bought a gun and came to work with the intention of killing me. That’s not easy to overlook. I’ve also seen firsthand what he’s done to Monica. And everything he did to her was nothing but horrible and despicable. Carla has told me that she’s noticed in the past that he had a cruel side to him, but that never stopped her from dating him. I have no illusions at all about what kind of person he is. And yet, for some unknown reason, I find I can’t help myself. I love him.   
 
      
 
    Isn’t that what happens with schoolgirls? They always seem to go for the bad boys? Maybe that’s what I’m experiencing. I have a crush on a bad boy. But Sorceress, this feels like far more than a silly schoolgirl crush. I want him. And even more, I want him to want me.  
 
      
 
    So if you possibly can, I beg of you to make Steve love me back. I’ve seen the power of the magic you have over him. We all have. You yourself just told me you have magic power over him. So please, help me. Help him love me. Make him love me.   
 
      
 
    I beg this of you,  
 
      
 
    Diane.  
 
      
 
    Susan closed the email. It was one of the more heartfelt and saddest pleas she had heard in a while. And that was in a business where she had nothing but people who came to her with problems.  
 
      
 
    She realized that there were actually things she could possibly do. Ways she could help. But they were not good choices. Not things she wanted to do. Not things she really dared do either. She decided she would have to think about things for a while before she replied back to Diane.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Right after work, Steve headed down to the witch’s department, otherwise known as the company shipping department. As usual he’d rather not go, but since Monica had again called him a little while earlier, he had no choice. At least the only “panty inspection” he’d had to suffer through all day was once when Carla captured him and pulled him into her own cubicle to check. Fortunately, that was it.  
 
      
 
    By the time he finally got downstairs, the men were all gone. He found Carla, Monica, and Diane waiting for him. Ruth wasn’t there yet. He didn’t appreciate the amused smirk on Monica’s face.  
 
      
 
    “Hello lover boy. Or is that lover lady?” Monica said with a laugh. “Did you enjoy your weekend? I must say, that was one big guy you scored Friday night. Even I was impressed.  
 
    And that’s not to mention that despite the way he looked, the guy could dance!”  
 
      
 
    “Enjoy it?” Steve exclaimed. “You’ve got to be kidding! I hated every last second of it!”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. “Good!” she replied, sounding very satisfied. “Tell me though, just for the record, how was he in bed?”  
 
      
 
    “In bed? Fortunately it didn’t get that far, but that’s where he was taking me…like it or not.  
 
    And trust me, I did my best to get away from that…thing!”  
 
      
 
    Monica was surprised. “It didn’t get that far? Because from everything we saw, it sure looked like he was interested.  
 
      
 
    “Interested? That’s putting it mildly!” Steve complained. Then he realized something. “You didn’t hear about the gun battle at the club that night?”  
 
      
 
    “I think I heard something about a disturbance on the news,” Carla replied.  
 
      
 
    “That was me!” Steve told them. “I was there. In the parking lot. I almost got shot! I almost got killed! Did you have to force that big…monster on me like that? I was trying to do everything you told me to.”  
 
      
 
    Monica realized that Steve thought she had made good on her threat to force him to spend the night with someone of her choosing. She of course had done nothing of the sort, but Steve didn’t know that, and she would be a fool not to take advantage of the situation.  
 
      
 
    “You weren’t moving fast enough or trying hard enough,” Monica told him. “Besides, you were late.”  
 
      
 
    “You made me late!” Steve yelled back. “You wouldn’t let me leave without first doing my nails. Do you know how long that stuff takes to dry?”  
 
      
 
    Monica was very surprised and thoughts of the Sorceress flashed through her mind. But she still needed to maintain her control. “You should have done it sooner. Next time, you’ll know!”  
 
      
 
    “Well you almost got me killed. If not by whoever was shooting at us, then by that…guy. If you can call him that. He was more of a monster!”  
 
      
 
    “But oh, he could dance,” Carla teased.  
 
      
 
    Steve leveled a nasty look at her. “I nearly died that night!”  
 
      
 
    “Tough!” Monica told him. “You survived. And you didn’t even go to bed with him. Maybe next time you won’t be so lucky.”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t even want to think about that. “Can I go now?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “But Stevie,” Monica replied. “You haven’t shown us your pretty undies yet.”  
 
      
 
    Five minutes later, Steve angrily strode out of the building. He had to get away from those witches. There had to be something he could do. Something! Anything! Anything at all! ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The women were all getting ready to leave themselves. But before they left, Carla had something she wanted to bring up to the rest of them. “You know,” she said. “I’m getting tired of checking his underwear every day. And in truth, it’s just getting plain boring.”  
 
      
 
    Monica nodded. “Yeah, perhaps a bit. But I want that turd kept in panties and I intend on making sure he stays in them. I already know I can’t trust him.”  
 
      
 
    “But there’s got to be something else we can do with him. Something different. More interesting. And hopefully, easier!”  
 
      
 
    “What?” Diane asked, speaking for the first time.  
 
      
 
    They all looked at each other. “Maybe we should think about it and discuss this tomorrow,” Monica suggested.  
 
      
 
    Carla nodded. “Good idea. Good night girls.”  
 
      
 
    As the others left, Diane checked her email one more time hoping for an answer from The Sorceress. She left with the others, deeply disappointed.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    That night, as Susan was preparing for bed, she saw the short email from Karen, detailing how her day went. Nothing new there, which was good. It was also good because she was still bothered by Diane’s email. There were things she knew she could do to Steve, but they would be hollow things that in the end wouldn’t hold up. But more importantly, she was concerned with something else. She didn’t really want to give Steve – love.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 32.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Early Tuesday morning, Mr. Wolford, the Feinbaum attorney, held the leather briefcase with both arms crossed over it as if protecting it. He had spent a long night worrying about it and what he should do with all of Ruth’s information. He’d literally spent over an hour listening to some of the recordings the previous evening with headphones on, just to verify the transcripts in various places. Everything appeared to be noted and transcribed perfectly.   
 
      
 
        His office was on the bottom floor. Hugging the briefcase, he entered the elevator and pushed the button for the top floor. He was ignoring his own supervisor – just to protect him, and to limit the people who would have knowledge of the things he now knew. He had decided to go over everyone’s head with it. Well, almost everyone’s head. The real head of the company was Harry Feinbaum. The founder and owner of the company. A legend among legends in the legal world. But Wolford had decided to go to his son instead. Richard Feinbaum, more often simply referred to as, Dick. Dick Feinbaum, Harry’s son, was the number two man in the company. With the information Wolford now had, he felt he couldn’t go any lower than him.   
 
      
 
    The elevator door opened and he nervously stepped out. There was a large area of desks in front of him used by secretaries and paralegals. It was early enough that most of them were empty. He turned right and continued down the hall toward the executive offices he had only been to once since he had been hired several years ago. As rich and expensively decorated as the downstairs floor was, this part of the building was a different world. This part of the building spoke – power!  
 
      
 
    He stopped outside of Dick Feinbaum’s office. The door was closed. He glanced at the desk for his personal secretary. She wasn’t there yet. He knocked on Dick’s door, but got no answer. Knowing it was still early, he took a seat in the small waiting area, his arms still wrapped protectively around the leather case.  
 
      
 
    Five minutes later, two women came walking down the hallway. One of them stopped at the desk in front of Dick’s office, the other one continued further down toward Harry Feinbaum’s office.   
 
      
 
    “Can I help you?” Dick Feinbaum’s personal secretary asked.  
 
      
 
    “Wolford. From downstairs, the attorney replied. “I need to see Mr. Feinbaum right away. It’s…important. More than that, it’s…urgent.”  
 
      
 
    “You couldn’t send the information up through channels?” the secretary asked.   
 
      
 
    “Through channels?” Wolford replied, totally aghast at the idea. “I’m trying to protect those channels. I’ve got information here that could get people killed! In fact, it’s more than possible that several people have already been killed. I need to see Dick Feinbaum, or maybe even his father. And it’s vital!”  
 
      
 
    The secretary took note of not only his words, but the tone of his voice and how agitated he appeared to be. And just as much she noted how carefully he seemed to be protecting the leather case in his arms. “He’s not here yet,” she told him. “But I expect he will be soon. He usually gets here early.”  
 
      
 
    “I’ll wait,” Wolford said as he sat down again.  
 
      
 
    The secretary was sure that he would.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane checked her email as soon as she got to work. Still no reply from The Sorceress. Why not? She had sent her most heartfelt plea. She had bared her soul in that email she had composed. And now the Sorceress was ignoring her? Or was it possible she was hard at work, already finding a way to make Steve love her? That was a pleasant thought. But if it were true, she would think that The Sorceress would have at least taken the time to let her know what she was doing. So basically, Diane was disappointed.   
 
      
 
    “Morning Diane,” Monica said as she came into their tiny office.  
 
      
 
    “Mornin’ Monica.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Dick Feinbaum strode down the hallway toward his office. Even though he was early, he noted that his secretary was already there, as she usually was. She didn’t like getting there after him, and she usually refused to go home before him. He also noted someone who appeared to be waiting for him. Someone he only vaguely recognized. And why was he holding that case the way he was?  
 
      
 
    “Morning, Penny” he called pleasantly to his secretary. He nodded toward the man.  
 
      
 
    Wolford stood up. “Mr. Feinbaum,” he said. “It’s vital I speak with you immediately.”  
 
      
 
    Dick didn’t miss the tone of worry in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe you better,” his secretary confirmed. “He was here before even me.”  
 
      
 
    Dick looked at him. “Please forgive me,” he said, “but I don’t remember your name.”  
 
      
 
    “Wolford. From the first floor. I’ve got some materials here from a new…client.”  
 
      
 
    “And you need to bring them to me?”  
 
      
 
    Wolford nodded. “I didn’t dare show this stuff to anyone else. Basically, it’s a time-bomb!”   
 
      
 
    That got Dick’s full attention. He turned to his secretary. “Coffee please.” He turned and opened his office door. “Come on in Wolford. Let’s see what you’ve got.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Have you given any thought to what we talked about last night?” Monica asked as she and Diane were working on some packing materials together.  
 
      
 
    “Talked about last night?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    “About Steve. What to do with him.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh. No, not really. I don’t have a clue. You?”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe a few ideas. But I’m concerned about something else too.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
      
 
    “The Sorceress. “Last week she had her turn with him. I guess this past weekend was ours. If we’re supposed to be taking turns like she suggested, then it’s her turn again.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Diane replied as she dumped a load of packing peanuts into a box. “I guess we need to ask her then.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Maybe I better. But like Carla suggested, I think that maybe it would be a good idea to come up with something new for Steve.”  
 
      
 
    “I wonder if Carla’s thought of anything.”  
 
      
 
    “Tell you what. When we get finished here, I’ll email the Sorceress. You call Carla and ask.”  
 
      
 
    “Fine with me,” Diane replied. “Maybe I should call Ruth too and fill her in. She missed the conversation last night. She’s pretty smart. Maybe she’ll have an idea or two for us.”  
 
      
 
    “Good thinking,” Monica said with a smile.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Dick Feinbaum’s coffee cup was nearly empty. He had been sitting at his desk with Wolford across from him for nearly an hour, pouring through some of the material that Ruth McGruder had brought them. Ten minutes after his secretary had delivered his coffee, he had called her and told her they couldn’t be interrupted – for anything!   
 
      
 
    “So what do we do?” Wolford finally asked.  
 
      
 
    Dick shook his head. “I’m not sure,” he replied. “But you were right to bring this directly to me.” Dick made a mental note to give the guy a raise. The attorney bringing it straight to him showed that he knew what he was doing. “Go on back downstairs now and let me think about this a bit.”  
 
      
 
    “What do we tell the client?”  
 
      
 
    Dick shook his head. “Forget the client. I suggest you forget you ever saw this stuff. Let me take it from here. “I’ll call the client myself. I’m going to need to talk to her. The list of things she wants are ludicrous anyway. It’s this material here we need to be concerned with.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re sure you want me to forget about it?”  
 
      
 
    Dick nodded. “You never saw it. And Wolford, I won’t forget you were smart enough to bring this directly to me.”  
 
      
 
    Wolford felt better, and somewhat pleased. He was more than glad to be rid of the…evidence.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    For Susan, it was midmorning when she found an email from Monica. She was glad to see one from her instead of Diane. She still hadn’t sent a reply back to Diane, and she knew she needed to. She quickly opened Monica’s email and read it.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    First of all, please humor me. Do you have any knowledge of what we did to Steve on Friday? I’m simply curious as to how “connected” you really are to him. If you want to know anything further about it, please just ask and I’ll be glad to let you know.  
 
      
 
    Now, as you know, or you can probably guess, we did force Steve to do something Friday night. You suggested that we take turns with him. So I guess that makes it your turn now.   
 
      
 
    For our part here, we’re looking for something new to do with him, or to him, or something like that. Mostly, we’re tired of checking what underwear he’s wearing every day and we’re looking for some new fun with him that way. We are open to any ideas from you on that score as well.  
 
      
 
    Please let me know if you plan on playing with Steve soon so we know how to proceed.  
 
      
 
    Thank you,  
 
      
 
    Witch Monica.  
 
      
 
    Susan smiled and quickly typed back her reply.  
 
      
 
    Witch Monica,  
 
      
 
    I’m sure you’re referring to sending him to the club Friday night wearing his gold dress, and also to the guy that literally held him captive for the entire evening. I’m also very aware of the scare afterwards where he came all too close to being shot and killed. Most of it, I loved. Good one on your part. Very good! The final part however scared me, and I can tell you that Steve was petrified. He’s still somewhat disturbed by it. By all of it actually. Evidently, the guy was a real brut.  
 
      
 
    I haven’t made any definite plans yet on what to do with Steve next. I’ve been awfully busy. I’ll try to give it some thought perhaps tonight and let you know. In the meantime, don’t let me stop you. Just please keep me up to date so I know what I have to deal with.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth checked her clock. The “witches” had all decided to have lunch together and she found she was actually looking forward to it. The purpose of the lunch was to figure out what more they could to with Steve, a topic near and dear to her heart.   
 
      
 
    She was just about to grab her bag and head to the elevators for lunch, when her cell phone rang. “Hello?”  
 
      
 
    “Hello. Is this Ruth McGruder?” a woman’s voice asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes.”  
 
      
 
    “Please hold for a call from Mr. Feinbaum,” the woman told her.   
 
      
 
    Elevator music came over her phone. Mr. Feinbaum! The head man himself? Ruth was thrilled. Maybe she really would get some action out of that company.   
 
      
 
    “Ruth?” a man’s voice asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. I’m here,” Ruth replied.  
 
      
 
    “This is Richard Feinbaum.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth had somehow thought that the head man’s name was Harry Feinbaum. Had she gotten that wrong? “Hello Mr. Feinbaum. How can I help you?”  
 
      
 
    “The attorney you met with yesterday turned all your materials over to me this morning. I’d like to talk with you about it. How soon can you come in?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…I’m not sure. I took the day off yesterday, and I don’t want anyone getting any wrong ideas about what I’m doing,” she said, softening her voice a little to make sure nobody could hear.   
 
      
 
    “Can you come after work?” Dick asked.  
 
      
 
    “Will you be open?”  
 
      
 
    “I’ll make sure to wait for you tonight. As late as it takes. But I think the sooner you can come in, the better.”  
 
      
 
    “Um…I’ll call my husband and let him know to pick up the kids. I’ll come straight from work here.”  
 
      
 
    “That will be fine,” Dick told her. “Thank you.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth hung up her phone feeling very satisfied and hopeful. It sounded like the Feinbaum Company was very interested in her case after all.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    While Ruth was on the phone with Dick Feinbaum. Monica was preparing to head out to have lunch with Diane and the other women. While Diane as getting her things, Monica checked her email one more time. “Got an answer from the Sorceress,” she told Diane.  
 
      
 
    Diane had been checking her email too. And she found an answer as well. She was anxious to read it, but since Monica was so close, she didn’t dare open it yet. “What’s she say?”  
 
      
 
    Monica read the whole thing out loud. “So I guess it looks like she doesn’t know what she’s doing next.”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe later she may have some ideas for us too,” Diane noted.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. That might be good,” Monica replied. “Ready?” she asked as she got up and grabbed her purse.  
 
      
 
    “Uh…yeah,” Diane replied as she too grabbed her purse. But her mind was solely locked on the email she didn’t dare open until she was alone.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Carla stuck a large French fry in her mouth as she unwrapped her chicken sandwich. “Okay,” she said. “Anybody got any ideas for Steve? And somebody please tell me you’ve at least been thinking about it.”  
 
      
 
    “Not me,” Ruth replied. “I didn’t hear about it until Diane called me earlier this morning.”  
 
      
 
    “Then how about you and Diane,” Carla asked.  
 
      
 
    “Um…I’ve had other things on my mind,” Diane replied.  
 
      
 
    “You okay?” Carla asked. “You seem a bit down today.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m fine,” Diane replied quickly. “Really. I’ve just been…busy. You know?”  
 
      
 
    “So how about you Monica?” Carla asked next. “You’ve always got great ideas.”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. “I know what I’d like to do to him,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “Other than kill him?” Carla asked.  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. “Well, that too.” She replied.  
 
      
 
    “So what then?”  
 
      
 
    “You want to know the truth? I was thinking of maybe something we could get the Sorceress to help with.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” Ruth asked.  
 
      
 
    “Well, since the Sorceress seems to like humiliating him with feminine things,” she started. “I think she said it was easier for her to do that than doing anything else or something.” “Yeah,” Ruth said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, to be perfectly honest,” Monica continued.  
 
      
 
    “Just tell us already,” Carla told her.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I’d give almost anything to see that little piece of shit have to show up at work wearing a dress, or at least a skirt or something. It would certainly serve him right.”  
 
      
 
    “No!” Ruth shouted quickly. “You can’t do that!”  
 
      
 
    “Why not? And I’m sure The Sorceress can actually make it happen.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m sure she can make it happen too,” Ruth agreed. “But we don’t want to get him fired!”  
 
      
 
    “Why not? It would serve him right.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “It’s a bad idea. If you go that far with him, then it’s all too easy for rumors to get out about what we’re doing with him. It could all come back straight at us!”  
 
      
 
    “That’s too true,” Carla agreed. “Good point,” she said unhappily.  
 
      
 
    Ruth didn’t want to tell them that she had personal reasons to not get Steve fired as well. “Besides,” she told them. “Don’t tell anyone, but I heard a rumor that Steve might have made it to the short list for the next promotions.”  
 
      
 
    “Promotion!” Monica exclaimed. “He deserves to be fired! I can’t think of anyone I’d rather not see get promoted.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shrugged. “We don’t want to get him fired. We all could get fired instead.”  
 
      
 
    “Too true,” Carla agreed unhappily.   
 
      
 
    “So what do we do then?” Monica asked.  
 
      
 
    “Whatever it is,” Ruth tossed out, “we’ve got to make sure that it won’t be anything that anyone will notice.”  
 
      
 
    “Bummer!” Carla grunted. “I really did like Monica’s suggestion.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” Monica replied. “But I guess Ruth is right. Like it or not, it could all come back at us if anyone found out. So what do we do?”  
 
      
 
    The women ate for a few minutes, talking about other matters than Steve.   
 
      
 
    “You know,” Diane said as they were discussing trying a diffeent club next week.  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” Carla asked just before she took another bite of her sandwich.  
 
      
 
    “There may be a few things we could consider.”  
 
      
 
    “For what?” Carla asked. “I’m not going to any other club instead. Gunfight or no gunfight. Have you seen any of those other places?”  
 
      
 
    “No!” Diane countered quickly. “I mean about Steve.  
 
      
 
    “Oh. What?”  
 
      
 
    “Well…” Diane said, trying to figure out the best way to suggest something she had read somewhere a long time ago in some dominant submission story. “Maybe we can’t put Steve in dresses or skirts, but there are other things we might be able to manage instead – if we’re careful.”  
 
      
 
    “Like what?” Monica asked, fully interested now.  
 
      
 
    “Well…what if…we had him wear a blouse instead of a man’s shirt or something. And since he’s wearing a sport jacket all the time now so his bra won’t be visible, it would stay hidden under his jacket – mostly anyway.”  
 
      
 
    Carla smiled. “I’m liking this already. “Yeah, I think the right style blouse might just work. And I just know how much he’d love wearing it!” She laughed, and so did the other women.  
 
      
 
    “But there might be other things we can have him do too,” Diane added.  
 
      
 
    “We’re listening girl, so keep talking,” Carla told her.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I was thinking about….”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was nearly an hour after Diane got back from lunch before she was able to be alone long enough to read The Sorceress’s email.  
 
      
 
    Dear Diane,  
 
      
 
    Forgive me for being late in getting back to you. I have been giving your request a lot of thought. I’m sorry, but in the end, I will not do what you asked. And trust me, it will be much better for you if I don’t.   
 
      
 
    Any illusion of love that I give to Steve, would only be a hollow shell with nothing in his own experiences and feelings to back it up. With no true emotional content, it would be something so fragile that the simplest gust of wind would shatter it and blow it away. You wouldn’t want that happening. And knowing Steve, he would find some way to make you miserable for it – most likely emotionally, since hopefully he can no longer harm you physically.   
 
      
 
    Diane, like it or not, I believe that love, true love, must be earned. It must grow from mutual interaction and understanding. And as much as I realize you believe you love Steve, I find it hard to believe that it can be anything more than that schoolgirl infatuation you talked about. Please try to move past him Diane.   
 
      
 
    Once again, I’m sorry I can’t help you,  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Diane closed the email, completely disappointed. She had been so hopeful, but the Sorceress wouldn’t help. Was it possible that the Sorceress was in love with Steve herself? Was that why she wouldn’t help? But thinking about the ways the Sorceress had already punished Steve, she had a feeling that wasn’t the case at all. As far as she could see, the Sorceress hated Steve.   
 
      
 
    So she was stuck. No boyfriends. No love. Not even Steve.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    There were three fairly excited women waiting for Steve when he got to Monica and Diane’s little office that night. Ruth had told the others that she couldn’t be there after work again. She explained that she had to do something for her husband before he got home. Nobody blamed her or thought anything more about it.   
 
      
 
    Steve finally came sauntering in somewhat late. Since he wasn’t happy about having to do something so stupid like this every night, he saw no reason to hurry. Let the witches wait on him. Besides, he had been trying to finish up something he was working on, so he had a legitimate excuse.   
 
      
 
    “Hello Stevie,” Monica said, her voice all too lilting as he walked into her office.  
 
      
 
    Steve looked around. “Do we have to wait for Ruth? I know she was here today.”  
 
      
 
    “No Stevie,” Monica told him. “She had to run tonight. Sorry. But if you like, I’ll call her and tell her you’ll be glad to give her a private show in her office tomorrow to make up for it. Would you like that?”  
 
      
 
    “No!” Steve said flatly. “Can we just get this over with so I can go home?”  
 
      
 
    “Why sure Stevie. We’re all waiting.”  
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, Steve was pulling his pants back up and buttoning his shirt up again. “Can I leave now?” he asked disgustedly.  
 
      
 
    Monica got up out of her chair, went over behind Steve, and pushed him toward her chair instead. “Sit!” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    Steve sat, but he was now worried about more trouble. Especially looking at the faces of all the witches in front of him. “What now?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Stevie, Stevie, Stevie,” Monica said.  
 
      
 
    “We’re bored just seeing your underwear every day,” Carla blurted out.   
 
      
 
    “So can I finally stop wearing the panties and other junk now?” Steve asked hopefully.  
 
      
 
    “Stevie!” Monica replied sternly. “You’re in those things for life! So start getting used to it.”  
 
      
 
    “No, we were thinking of something…else,” Carla added.  
 
      
 
    Diane said nothing, but she giggled.   
 
      
 
    Steve looked around the room at all of them. “What now?” he asked, knowing he wasn’t going to like what they had to say.  
 
      
 
    “Why Stevie, what else, is actually going to be completely up to you every day…to a point anyway,” Monica told him.  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at them warily, just waiting for the real problem to drop.  
 
      
 
    “You see Stevie,” Monica said.  
 
      
 
    “We want to see you wearing something different every day,” Carla finished.  
 
      
 
    “Something feminine!” Diane stressed, to make sure he understood what they were asking for.  
 
      
 
    Steve blinked, trying to understand and comprehend it. “Uh…like what?”  
 
      
 
    But this time it was Diane who got up out of her chair and went over to him. “Steve,” she said as she leaned down and ran her hands down the lapels of his sport jacket. Maybe you should get yourself a new suit jacket to wear to work.”  
 
      
 
    “True,” Carla agreed, with a small laugh. “He might need it.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…okay. A new suit,” he asked, “or just the jacket?”  
 
      
 
    “Whatever you like,” Diane told him. “But I think a nice new jacket would be fine. Something…handsome.”  
 
      
 
    Handsome. That didn’t sound bad to Steve at all. The part that had him mystified was that Diane had stressed that he had to wear something feminine. And a handsome suit jacket didn’t fall anywhere near that category. “I guess I can do that,” he replied. “At least it’s not…wait!” A bad thought struck him. He looked up at Diane. “You said feminine! You want me to start wearing a woman’s jacket to work? I’ll get laughed at!”  
 
      
 
    “That sounds nice,” Monica replied.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll get fired!”  
 
      
 
    “No!” Diane said quickly. “I mean get yourself a new men’s jacket. The rest…well….”  
 
      
 
    “What for?” Steve asked, knowing once again that he wasn’t going to like the answer.  
 
      
 
    “Diane,” Monica said. “You came up with it, so you explain it to him.”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled and sat down on Monica’s desk in front of him. “Steve, this is the way it’s going to work now. You keep wearing your pretty undies. In fact, I really think you need some more. Variety remember? And I’m sure you don’t want to keep wearing the same old things all the time.”  
 
      
 
    Steve said nothing, he only kept looking angrily back at her.  
 
      
 
    “And then,” Diane continued as she leaned down again and pulled apart the lapels of the jacket he was wearing. “We were thinking about a couple of things you can do. Like your shirts for instance. We all know that there are pretty shirts and blouses you can wear under your jacket that will mostly be hidden by the jacket. So if you’re careful, nobody will ever know.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at her incredulously. “Blouses? Under my jacket?”  
 
      
 
    Diane nodded. “Mm-hmm. There are some very nice ones available. Just look around. You’ll find some that will work.”  
 
      
 
    “And if not,” Monica added. “You’ve already got some great ones at home you can wear instead. Uh…they may not be as unnoticeable as some other styles you could get yourself, but Stevie boy, once in a while we want to see you wearing something pretty on top – over your pretty bra, and under your stupid male jacket.”  
 
      
 
    “A blouse?” Steve asked again, not believing it.  
 
      
 
    “That’s one thing,” Diane told him as she released the lapels of his jacket and sat back. “Then there’s your pants. You really need some new ones!” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Feminine ones!” Carla pointed out.  
 
      
 
    “Of course!” Diane agreed, trying unsuccessfully not to giggle. On days you don’t want to wear a pretty blouse, you could wear some pretty pants instead. You know there are some women’s styles available that nobody would ever think twice about.”  
 
      
 
    “Mostly anyway,” Monica muttered.  
 
      
 
    Diane nodded. “Mostly. You’ll have to see what you can find.”  
 
      
 
    “Blouses, and pants?” Steve asked.  
 
      
 
    “You certainly can if you like,” Monica replied. “But actually, we were thinking more in line of blouses or pants. Your choice each day.”  
 
      
 
    “And then there’s your shoes.”  
 
      
 
    “My shoes?” Steve asked, totally aghast now.  
 
      
 
    “Of course. That’s something else you could get that could be feminine, and still not show…too much.”  
 
      
 
    Those are just some of the things we were thinking about. You wear something different each day,” Monica told him. “Either a blouse, women’s pants, or women’s shoes. What you wear is up to you, but you change it every single day to something different!”  
 
      
 
    “But…besides this being impossible, I’ll go broke!” Steve argued. “I can’t afford it! My credit cards are almost maxed out as it is! Do you have any idea what that trip to Saint Thomas cost me? A fortune. And don’t forget that diamond ring I just bought you. That was expensive too. I’m running out of money!”  
 
      
 
    “At least you have credit cards!” Monica replied sternly. “Some of us don’t have even one! Find a way if you have to. I don’t care how you do it.”  
 
      
 
    “Now,” Carla added, bringing the subject back to where she thought it needed to go. “We’re going to try another little change too.”  
 
      
 
    “Something more?” Steve asked, totally aghast.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Carla replied. “Instead of us checking you every day, which we still might want to do, one of us will call you and ask you to go to the men’s room and take pictures to send back to us of yourself and whatever you’re wearing that day – including your pretty undies!”  
 
      
 
    “That will be so much simpler on us,” Monica agreed. “And Stevie, there’s a bonus in it for you as well.”  
 
      
 
    “A bonus?” he asked, not believing it.   
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” Carla replied. “Doing it this way means we won’t have to see you down here every single night.”  
 
      
 
    “But there will be times,” Monica added quickly, “probably at least once or twice a week, when we’ll still want to inspect things closer. And you’ll never know when until one of us gives you a call.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked around at all of them, disbelief written all over his face. “How the hell am I supposed to do it? It’s crazy! Someone will find out for sure, and I’ll get fired!”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “I’m afraid that’s just a chance you’re going to have to take. You may have to get a bit creative, but you’ve got no choice. Oh! And Stevie,” Monica added, a distinct note of threat coming into her voice. “Remember that nice man you wanted so badly to go to bed with after the club Friday night? If you tell anyone what we’re forcing you to do, I can guarantee that you’ll find yourself so addicted to wanting sex with men like that, that you’ll do anything to constantly get more, and more, and more…for the rest of your life! And Stevie, you know perfectly well by now that I can, and I will, do that to you!”  
 
      
 
    There was so much threat in Monica’s voice that Steve had no doubt at all that she’d really like to do that to him. He said nothing though.  
 
      
 
    “Now go home Stevie,” Monica told him. “We’ve got to get out of here ourselves.  
 
      
 
    Diane followed the others out to the parking lot and got into her car. But her mind was completely focused on Steve…and the disappointing message she had gotten from the Sorceress. In the distance, she saw Steve pulling his car out of a parking space. A thought struck her and she quickly pulled out her cell phone and dialed his number. She saw his car stop and knew he was answering his phone. “Hello Steve…”  
 
      
 
    “What!” Steve answered angrily.   
 
      
 
    “Um…are you just going home now, or are you going shopping?”  
 
      
 
    Steve considered that. “Shopping I guess. You’re not giving me much of a choice. I don’t have anything I can wear under my jacket that won’t be too…noticeable.”  
 
      
 
    Diane couldn’t help herself, she giggled slightly. “Look Steve, would you like me to go with you…to help you?”  
 
      
 
    “Help me? Didn’t Monica say this was all your perverted idea in the first place?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. It was my idea. Monica and Carla both wanted to make you show up at work in a dress. Ruth quickly put that idea down though since she didn’t want you to get fired. This was the best…compromise I could come up with for you. So yes, it was my idea, but I was only trying to help!”  
 
      
 
    “Ruth kept them from making me wear a dress to work?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she did. You can thank her yourself. Like I said, both Monica and Carla wanted it to happen, and I know Monica was already talking about a spell to make you do it,” she lied, but it was only a slight lie. Monica had mention getting the Sorceress involved.   
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t know what to think. “I’d say thanks,” he said, “but somehow I’m still not that grateful.”  
 
      
 
    “I get that,” Diane admitted. “But if you want, I am willing to go with you to help you find some clothes that will work. Hopefully anyway. It was my idea. I should be able to tell what we want and what will work for you.”  
 
      
 
    Steve considered it. “Okay,” he finally gave in. “Where to?”  
 
      
 
    “The mall of course. Where else?”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    As always, Susan checked her email before going home from work. She was surprised to find another one from Monica. She read it and smiled. So now they were forcing Steve to switch between women’s shirts, pants, and shoes with his usual male attire every day. How…interesting. And she just knew how much Steve was going to enjoy it. Actually, she knew that Steve wasn’t going to enjoy it at all, but Karen certainly would. Most likely, Karen would be in heaven.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth had gone to the Feinbaum offices and checked in at the reception desk, glad that they were still open. But instead of being sent to wait, the receptionist told Ruth to go to the elevators and take one directly to the top floor. Someone would meet her there. When the elevator opened on the top floor, she found a woman standing directly in front of her, waiting. “Mrs. McGruder?” the woman asked.  
 
      
 
    “That’s me,” Ruth confirmed.   
 
      
 
    “Right this way please. “Mr. Feinbaum is expecting you.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth followed the woman down the hallway almost to the very end…but not quite. She noticed another small waiting area just beyond where they were as the woman now stood in front of an open office and motioned her in. Ruth entered the very large, very masculine, and very expensively appointed office. She saw a handsome middle-aged man stand up from behind his desk. She noted immediately that his suit probably cost a fortune.  
 
      
 
    “Mrs. McGruder?” the man asked pleasantly.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    The man shook her hand. “I’m Richard Feinbaum. Vice president of the firm.”  
 
      
 
    Vice president. That explained a lot. “I had read that the head of the company is Harry Feinbaum,” Ruth replied. “Are you his son?”  
 
      
 
    Dick smiled. “That I am.”  
 
      
 
    Now Ruth understood. But still, the vice president of the company himself – and the son of the man in charge. That was saying something for her little sexual discrimination case.  
 
      
 
    “Have a seat Mrs. McGruder,” Dick told her. “Let’s discuss this.”  
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Dick Feinbaum was getting frustrated. The woman wasn’t listening to reason. “Mrs. McGruder, you’ve got very damaging material here, and that’s despite the fact that none of it may be admissible in court. We need to look at a better way to deal with it.”  
 
      
 
    “No, Mr. Feinbaum,” Ruth replied firmly. “And those demands I put together, I want each and every one of them! And I mean all of them! I thought long and hard about all those items, and that’s what I want, not just for me, but for my family. I went to a lot of trouble over the years to get that stuff. In fact, I was planning on waiting a little while longer to get even more information when the company completes this latest government contract. But after that last meeting I recorded, I knew I had more than enough already. No, if you won’t help me,” she said as she stood up, “then I’ll find someone else who will. Now kindly let me have my things back. Now!”  
 
      
 
    Dick stared at her. He couldn’t believe that she wouldn’t listen to reason. She was being too adamant about things she really knew nothing about. And her personal list of demands was…well, some of them probably okay, but others – ludicrous! “Mrs. McGruder, I can tell you right now that no judge in the world will go along with those demands. They’re not gonna’ happen!”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t care Mr. Feinbaum. As I said, I want what I want. And I’m sick and tired of being treated like a second class person – and that includes from you! Now my things, please.”  
 
      
 
    “Mrs. McGruder, I’m not trying to treat you like a second class person. Believe me. Quite the opposite in fact. I’m trying to deal with you as a respected client. And trust me, this material you brought in makes you a doubly respected client. But the way you want to go about this is all wrong.”  
 
      
 
    “My things Mr. Feinbaum. If you please!”  
 
      
 
    Dick held his temper as he stared at her. The woman was simply not listening to reason. He had to do something here. He made a small decision. “Tell you want. Let me call my father.  I told him earlier about the type of material you brought us, but none of the details. Will you at least give him a chance to see what he thinks?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth stared at him for a moment to consider it. “Very well.” She sat back down.  
 
      
 
    Dick picked up his phone. “Penny, is my father still here?”  
 
      
 
    “He’s just leaving now, Mr. Feinbaum.”  
 
      
 
    “Can you stop him and send him in please?”  
 
      
 
    A moment later, the door to Richard Feinbaum’s office opened, and Harry Feinbaum himself entered. He saw his son sitting at his desk with a woman sitting across from him. “What can I do for you Dick?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Dad, this is Mrs. McGruder, the woman I told you about earlier with the case she wants to pursue as sexual discrimination.”  
 
      
 
    “Ah yes,” Harry replied. He shook his head. “Not the way to go, Ma’am. From the few things that my son has told me, we need to look into other options.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “No! As I told your son. I want what I want. All of it! Now kindly give me my things back and I’ll find someone who will prosecute this the way I want.”  
 
      
 
    Harry looked at his son. “Maybe I better have a closer look at some of this.” His eyes went to the seating area away from the desk. “Let’s sit somewhere more comfortable. It’s been a long day already.”  
 
      
 
    Harry Feinbaum poured through a few of the papers, not reading them thoroughly, just enough to get the gist of what was going on. But in the end, he kept returning to Ruth’s list of demands. “Where did you ever get an idea for this…second item?” he asked. “Yes, I can see ten million dollars. I can see that you want a percentage of women promoted in the company, and I can certainly see where you’d want the salaries of the women brought on par with the men. But this second item is…ridiculous!   
 
      
 
    “I want, what I want,” Ruth told him firmly. “And whether you agree or not, I want to pursue it.”  
 
      
 
    Harry stared at her. “I’m sure that Dick told you we don’t handle sexual discrimination cases here. They’re not the kind of law we specialize in.”  
 
      
 
    “Then either recommend someone to me who will, or please finally give me back my materials so I can find someone myself.”  
 
      
 
    Just as frustrated as his son, Harry looked to Dick and shook his head. Then he looked back to Ruth. “There’s an outside attorney we partner with. A woman. She’s a genius when it comes to contracts. I tried to hire her here and she flat turned me down. But there’s a chance she might take your case…especially since you seem so…adamant that all of your demands get addressed.”  
 
      
 
    Dick immediately knew who his father was talking about. “Um…” he added, “I’m afraid this woman has a well-documented…kinky side.”  
 
      
 
    “Kinky?” Ruth asked skeptically.  
 
      
 
    Dick nodded. “I’m afraid so. But trust me, she’s good at what she does.” He turned to his father. “You want to turn this over to her?”  
 
      
 
    “Only to take the lead,” Harry Feinbaum told her. This time, I think we’ll partner with her in the background. This thing is too big for one firm anyway.”  
 
      
 
    “If she’ll take the case,” Dick replied.  
 
      
 
    “True,” Harry admitted. “She very well may not.”   
 
      
 
    “Well, can you at least find out for me?” Ruth asked. “So I know if I should go to her, or go find someone else.”  
 
      
 
    Harry nodded and turned to his son. “It’s late, and she’s probably long home by now. First thing in the morning, call Mel. Get her up here. I want to talk to her personally before she meets with Mrs. McGruder here.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 33.  
 
      
 
      
 
    All you had to do sometimes to get what you want, is to be firm about it…and stay firm about it. That’s the way Ruth saw it. She had gotten more perturbed by the minute talking with Richard Feinbaum. The man was only interested in what he wanted, and not willing to look at what she wanted. It was her case! Lawyers! All they wanted was to make money. And by the looks of that company, they made tons!   
 
      
 
    She wasn’t sure about this Mel person that the two lawyers had mentioned. And the part that concerned her the most was the word “kinky” that Richard Feinbaum had thrown out. And the way he had said it, evidently she was notoriously kinky. She couldn’t even imagine what that meant. But in the end, she had finally agreed to at least meet with the woman – after Harry Feinbaum and probably his patsy son too had their little talk with her to get her completely onto their side.   
 
      
 
    Well, if they called and said the woman would meet her, then she would at least give her a try. She would at least talk with her. If she didn’t like what she saw, she would take her business elsewhere. She was certain that the legal fees surrounding ten million dollars would be enough to catch the eye of lots of decent qualified attorneys – probably anywhere.   
 
      
 
    The part that Ruth was just as much concerned with now, was all her materials she had put together. Harry Feinbaum had insisted that they remain in his company’s safe. Well, she had all her originals on her computer at home if she needed them.  
 
      
 
    One way or another, she was going to get what she wanted!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “But it’s pink!”  
 
      
 
    “So?”  
 
      
 
    “So it’s pink!’  
 
      
 
    “There’s nothing at all wrong with the color pink!” Diane told him. “Lots of men wear pink shirts all the time. I’ve seen it myself!”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “And how about this one? Look at all this design stuff going straight down the button line. How the hell am I going to hide that, even with a jacket on?”  
 
      
 
    “Wear a tie,” Diane suggested. “It’ll cover it right up. You’d probably look good in a tie anyway. The jackets you wear look nice on you. The new jacket we got you looks really…sharp.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at her. He would have said thanks, but he was too perturbed by everything going on. Not perturbed, just plain angry! “Maybe a tie will work,” he finally conceded. “Maybe!”  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “It’s your choice Steve. I told you what they want.”  
 
      
 
    “What you want too!” Steve was quick to point out.  
 
      
 
    “Well, yeah,” she admitted with a small smile. “I’m afraid I do have my…dominant side sometimes.”  
 
      
 
    “So I noticed.”  
 
      
 
    But it was the other side of her that she was thinking about then. The submissive side of her that was so unfilled.   
 
      
 
    “I guess this other shirt isn’t too bad,” he said as he looked at it. “At least all the lace designs will be hidden by my jacket. And since it buttons down the front like the others, it won’t be too noticeable. I’m just worried about the material being so different.”  
 
      
 
    “You can wear a tie with it too if it worries you,” Diane suggested. “With any of them in fact. Maybe nobody will notice anything else.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t have a tie that will go with a pink shirt!”    
 
      
 
    “We’ll find you one then,” Diane replied stubbornly.  
 
      
 
    “I am going to be sooo broke!”  
 
      
 
    “Hey, at least I didn’t make you buy me my dinner. I paid for that myself!”  
 
      
 
    Steve only looked at her angrily. “What else do we need to get? I’m embarrassed as hell just shopping for this junk.”  
 
      
 
    Diane smiled. “Doesn’t bother me in the least.”  
 
      
 
    “No. Of course not. You’re a woman.”   
 
      
 
    “At least you noticed,” Diane replied. “Since we’re here, let’s see what kind of pants they have. And after that, I can’t wait to take you shoe shopping.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Wednesday morning, Steve took a good look at himself in the mirror. A very critical look! He and Diane had spent another small fortune last night. Money he really couldn’t afford to spend just then. He now had three new shirts – blouses actually. But they were shirts. Just women’s button down shirts. He had two pairs of women’s slacks that Diane had “insisted” he could make work, even though neither of them had any back pockets and the cut of them was simply all wrong. And since the shoe store had a buy one get one free sale going on, he now had a pair of black women’s loafers and a pair of brown “booties” as Diane had called them that she had felt certain he could make “work” as well. She had felt certain. Somehow he didn’t think so. Especially in the case of those dumb booties. He also had a new sport jacket he was wearing just then and a number of ties to go over all his new women’s shirts. He’d rather think of them as shirts than blouses, even though he didn’t know if there was a difference or not.   
 
      
 
    He studied his image in the mirror. Yeah, no doubt the tie looked pretty good with the jacket. But what would everyone say since he was wearing it? He never wore ties to work. He didn’t used to wear jackets either. But he did now. He didn’t have much of a choice. It was either that or take the chance of someone noticing his bra straps under his shirt. Not a good idea! And now his tie hid the feminine decoration that went all down the button-line of the shirt he was wearing. Not to mention it hid more of the softer material of the shirt itself. So his tie was mandatory as well – not to mention the tie clip to make sure the tie stayed in place. But the tie did nothing to hide the slightly odd shaped collar of the shirt. Hopefully, it wasn’t too bad. Hopefully.   
 
      
 
    But overall, as he studied his image, he thought he looked…pretty darn good. As long as he ignored the fact that he was wearing a women’s shirt under his jacket, a new matching bra and panty set, a garter belt, and stockings attached to the garter belt as well. The shirt he was wearing he considered to be the lesser of all the evils the darn witches had thrown at him. And in truth, it wasn’t much less at all. Hating his entire life, he fearfully went to work.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Mr. Carter noticed it immediately, shortly after Steve got to work. “Steve, you’re looking good today,” he said as he happened to run into Steve early that morning. “New jacket? And I like your tie.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…thanks Mr. Carter,” Steve replied, somewhat happy for the compliment, and even happier that his boss didn’t notice what kind of shirt he had on under his jacket.   
 
    Mr. Carter didn’t mention it of course, but he was sure that the tie was another move on Steve’s part as a sign that the guy was looking for a promotion. Well, he had already done his part for that. He had already submitted Steve’s name. It was time now for Steve, and as far as he was concerned, Steve deserved a promotion. A small one anyway. But even small ones could lead to bigger things in the future.  
 
      
 
    As he walked back to his own office, Carter thought about the nice tie and jacket that Steve was wearing. But even more, he was thinking about the collar of the shirt Steve was wearing under his jacket. It had looked…different. Perhaps a bit more feminine. But then, that’s the way the styles seemed to be going lately, and he knew that Steve had always prided himself in trying to keep up with the latest men’s fashions. But as far as Carter was concerned, for himself, he’s stay with the old stuff he was more comfortable with. He supposed he might be getting old.   
 
      
 
    Ten minutes after Steve got back to his desk, he got a text message from Carla, asking him to photograph “everything” feminine that he was wearing and send the pictures to all four of the witches. Wishing he still had his gun, and wishing even more that he could use it, he took a break and went into one of the stalls in the men’s room to do just that. Witches! Who would ever believe? But he believed. He knew what they were capable of doing for a fact! And he was still over-awed by their power.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    You don’t say no to Harry Feinbaum. That was the old adage in the business. What Harry Feinbaum wanted, he got. To a point. But Mel had said no to him once. So had her father. Neither of them wanted to work directly for him. And both of them had wound up instead with a very lucrative partnership with Harry’s company doing contracts and mergers between huge corporations.   
 
      
 
    Not that Mel really needed the extra money. She didn’t. Despite the way she lived, she was one of the richest women in the state. Actually, since her fortune was now growing faster, she was edging up the list of the richest women in the country. She just didn’t believe in living that way. She believed in working and earning what she got. She believed in…respect. Earned respect! It was just parts of her life that tore much of that respect away. Parts she would never conceive of doing without anymore.  
 
      
 
    It was the middle of Wednesday morning by the time she “got around” to striding down the hallway toward Harry’s office. The business suit she was wearing was a new one. Very conservative, but still elegant. Her stupid heels though were new and hurt. Not that it mattered that much. They matched the deep mahogany tones of her suit.   
 
      
 
    As she proceeded down the hallway, she saw Dick Feinbaum come out of his office and turn towards her. Dick was a fine looking man. Very fine! They had somewhat grown up together.  
 
    She had even dated him back in High School. But he was married now and had a real nice family. She was married too, just no family. Dick was more family oriented than she was. But she had everything she needed or wanted at that point in her life.  
 
      
 
    “Dick,” she said pleasantly to him as she got close.  
 
      
 
    “Mel,” Dick returned politely. “Dad’s waiting for us.”  
 
      
 
    Mel didn’t miss the fact that Dick was going to be in the meeting as well.   
 
      
 
    The door to Harry Feinbaum’s office was open, waiting for them to arrive. They walked in and Harry immediately stood up from behind his desk. “Mel,” he greeted her. “Good to see you again. How are things?”  
 
      
 
    “Good,” Mel replied. “Very good. And you and your wife?”  
 
      
 
    “Couldn’t be better,” Harry replied. “And your husband?”  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled broadly. “Trust me, couldn’t be better. Now what’s this big deal that Dick mentioned over the phone? Who’s buying who now?”  
 
      
 
    Harry gestured toward the large seating area in his office by the window. “Let’s sit. It’s no merger. It’s nothing like this company has ever handled before, and it’s nothing we’re going to get involved in this time. At least not that directly. We’ll partner in the back instead.”  
 
      
 
    “And you want me to take it?” Mel asked skeptically as she headed for the seating area and sat down on the sofa.  
 
      
 
    “We’re…hoping,” Dick replied as he took one of the single chairs across from her. “We had a client bring us some…materials she had collected. Mostly recordings and all the transcripts she made of them, detailing what’s been going on inside the company she works for.”  
 
      
 
    “Sounds like something for the FBI, not us,” Mel pointed out.  
 
      
 
    Harry nodded. “It is actually. But the problem is her list of demands.”  
 
      
 
    Mel’s eyebrows went up. “Demands?”  
 
      
 
    Harry nodded, but it was Dick who answered. “I talked to her until I was blue in the face yesterday, but she wants to pursue this case as a sexual discrimination case.”  
 
      
 
    “Sexual discrimination!”  
 
    Dick nodded. “Believe it or not. The problem is that she’s recorded conversations detailing some very illegal activities going on inside her company, particularly in regard to governmental contracts…”  
 
      
 
    “And that’s not the worst of it,” Harry added. “She’s got recordings of…I guess we can call them henchmen, detailing things they’ve done to politicians and other major players, including a few that sound like murder. And it’s all material that now that we’ve seen it, and know about, we could be libel in the end for having that knowledge and not doing anything with it.”  
 
      
 
    “And you’re still trying to pawn this thing off on me?”  
 
      
 
    “The woman won’t see reason!” Dick replied. “She wants this to proceed as a sexual discrimination case and nothing less. If we won’t help her, and you won’t help her, then she’s going to go looking for someone else who will.”  
 
      
 
    “What she wants,” Harry told her, “really amounts to blackmail, not any kind of legal proceeding.  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled. “Harry, I’m surprised at you. You should know that the heart of every sexual discrimination case, is blackmail.”  
 
      
 
    “Will you at least look at the case? Talk to this woman? She’s too determined with what she wants. Yes, some of it I can see, although to be honest, no judge anywhere is going to award any of it. But there’s also a few things in her list of demands that I can’t for the life of me understand.”  
 
      
 
    “One thing in particular,” Dick added.  
 
      
 
    Harry nodded. “Yeah, one thing in particular. Her number two item.” He shook his head.  
 
    “I’m afraid Mel, that that one may be more up your alley than mine.”  
 
      
 
    That got Mel’s attention. “What is it?”  
 
      
 
    “I’d rather let you see it, along with everything else. I just suggest you keep it all under a very strong lock and key. In fact, I’ll have a currier deliver all the materials to you later today. Maybe you can meet with her and talk some sense into her.”  
 
      
 
    “I have to see what I’m dealing with first.”  
 
      
 
    “Someone…adamant!” Dick replied. “You’re dealing with someone adamant. Too adamant.”  
 
    Mel nodded. “Call her. Give her my number. Send her in.”  
 
      
 
    “Most likely Mel, she won’t come until after she gets off of work,” Dick told her. “She seems to be very concerned with her company finding out what she’s doing.”  
 
      
 
    “I can see that,” Mel replied. “Especially if you’re talking possible murder implications. Tell her to give me a call. I’ll warn Andrea to expect it.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth got the call late in the morning from Richard Feinbaum. She took the number for the new attorney and recorded it on her phone. Then she went and found somewhere more private where she could talk. She phoned the new number and got through to the attorney’s secretary…she supposed. But the woman seemed to be expecting her call. A minute later, an appointment with the new attorney was set up for as soon as Ruth could get to her office after work that evening. Ruth got some vague directions, and realized immediately that she’d have to call her husband once again to pick up her kids. He wasn’t going to like that, but at least he was still backing her all the way in this quest of hers. For that, she was fully grateful. Her husband really was a gem.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    A tie? Mike noticed it from all the way down at the other end of the room. He didn’t miss of course the fact that Steve had begun showing up to work in a jacket every day now. But now a tie as well? It wasn’t a good sign as far as he was concerned. Not when he was out to get himself a promotion. Obviously, Steve wanted that promotion as well.   
 
      
 
    Still wondering just that, Mike made the trek to Steve cubicle at the other end of the room. “Steve!” he said as he got to Steve’s desk.  
 
      
 
    “Mike!” Steve replied, turning quickly in his seat. He wasn’t happy at all to see Mike there. Mike’s presence immediately made him all too aware of the woman’s shirt he was wearing under his jacket, and he was all too worried that Mike might notice.   
 
      
 
    “What’s up with you lately?”  
 
      
 
    But with a question like that, Steve wasn’t sure what Mike was referring to. Had he heard about the club Friday night? “Um…what do you mean?”  
 
      
 
    “A tie?” Mike asked. “A damn tie as well as the jacket?”  
 
      
 
    Steve breathed a bit easier. “So? I want to wear a tie. What’s your problem?”  
 
    “I want that promotion too!” Mike told him. “And I’m working hard to get it.”  
 
      
 
    Steve hadn’t even thought about any kind of promotion – which would certainly be nice. Not to mention how much he needed the extra money lately. “Uh…whatever it takes,” Steve replied, a grin actually coming to his face.  
 
      
 
    “Well tie or not, I’m working my ass off to get it,” Mike told him. “So don’t go planning on just a stupid tie to do all the work for you!”  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Steve replied, a sly grin now on his face. “Trust me, I’m not. But I’ve been working my butt off too, and I really need that promotion.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, to pay for all the new clothes you buy all the time. Another new jacket?” Mike asked. “And that shirt, no doubt the latest fashion as well. Damn, the collar looks different. Latest fashion no doubt.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…maybe…sort of…something like that,” Steve replied nervously.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I just want you to know that all your new clothes aren’t going to get you that raise. I earned it! I deserve it!” He walked out angrily and headed back to his own desk. Damn Steve. Trying to use something so callus as what clothes he wears to get the promotion. But as far as Mike was concerned, it wasn’t the clothes you wear that mattered. It was the job you did! Unless of course you were talking about getting a woman. But in that case, he’d never buy himself a shirt with a collar that could look that…feminine.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    The moment work was over, Ruth hurried out of the building and headed for her car. She had another attorney to meet. Someone that she was more than a little concerned about. What the heck did “well-documented kinky” mean? Not anything good as far as she was concerned.   
 
      
 
    It was a bit of a drive, but the attorney’s office wasn’t difficult to find. It was just…disappointing after the large lavish building that the Feinbaum’s had. In fact, compared to that, this place was…tiny in comparison. She didn’t take that as a good sign either. She was already planning on asking for her materials back as soon as possible so she could begin searching for someone else to handle her case. The only thing good she could see out of this so far, was that the three cars in the parking lot meant that someone had to be there.  
 
      
 
    Ready to just put this new attorney behind her and get out of there as soon as possible, she went inside. She found a large desk dominating much of the small waiting area inside. The moment she entered, a woman stood up from behind that desk.   
 
    “You must be Mrs. McGruder,” the woman said with a welcoming smile. “I’m Andrea.  
 
    Melissa’s assistant.”  
 
      
 
    Pleasant enough, Ruth thought. “Yes, that’s me,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “Please come straight back,” Andrea told her as she moved out from behind her desk. “Mel’s waiting for you in her office.”  
 
      
 
    Her office. At least it wasn’t another of those tiny meeting rooms like she endured with Wolford. But with ten million dollars on the line, it better not be! She followed Andrea down the short hallway to an office door that was open on the right.  
 
      
 
    “Mrs. McGruder is here,” Andrea announced, then she moved out of the way.  
 
      
 
    Ruth got her first look at Mel’s office. At least it was large. Very nicely furnished too. And somewhat feminine. Something that she appreciated. There had been something overpowering and uncomfortable about the masculine way that both those Feinbaum lawyers had decorated their offices. This one actually felt more like a breath of fresh air. She noticed the woman behind the desk standing now. Middle aged. Somewhat good looking. Hair and nails perfect. Expensive dress! Very expensive! And her few bits of jewelry…no way any of that stuff could be real!  
 
      
 
    “Mrs. McGruder,” Mel said as she stood and came out from behind her massive clutter-filled desk. She walked over and shook hands with the woman. “Good to meet you. Please, come in and sit down.” She led her new client to her large comfortable seating area. “Please, take any seat you like.”  
 
      
 
    So far, so good, Ruth thought. But no doubt for ten million she was really being extra nice. As she sat, she couldn’t help but notice the brushed steel case sitting in the middle of the coffee table between all the seats. And she couldn’t help but notice that the case was lockable. Her stuff? She now noticed the small key on the coffee table too. “Is that…my stuff?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Mel replied. “Dick Feinbaum had it sent over just a little while ago. I haven’t opened it yet – purposely.”  
 
      
 
    That didn’t sound good to Ruth. Obviously, this lawyer wasn’t that interested. “If you’re not interested in helping me with what I want,” Ruth flat out told her, then let me have my things and I’ll leave. I’ll find someone who will. I have no doubt that ten million dollars will interest nearly any lawyer in the city.”  
 
      
 
    Mel’s eyebrows went up. “Ten million? For sexual discrimination?”  
 
    “That’s what I want,” Ruth replied, “and I think with the stuff I’ve got there, that I deserve it. I thought the Feinbaums were going to fill you in. And obviously you’re not interested enough to even take a look through what I have in there. Kindly let me have it so I can go elsewhere.”  
 
      
 
    Mel shook her head. “Mrs. McGruder, the case was delivered about an hour ago.”  
 
      
 
    “Plenty of time.” Ruth countered.   
 
      
 
    “And I didn’t open it,” Mel continued, “because I thought you might want to walk me through it from the start. I wanted to form my own opinions on what you want, as well as what materials you have. Not Feinbaum’s opinions. Either of the Feinbaums. All I got from them were rather vague generalities. Nothing more. I need to hear what you have to say Ruth. It’s your case. It’s your problem we need to deal with.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth was floored. “You’re actually interested in what I really want?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s what I said,” Mel assured her.  
 
      
 
    Ruth still wasn’t sure, but maybe this woman wouldn’t be too bad…so far. She was still concerned about whatever “well-documented kinky” meant. “If that’s my stuff,” Ruth said,  
 
    “can we get to it? I’ve got a family at home that I need to get back to…eventually.”  
 
      
 
    Mel unlocked the steel case and got her first look at Ruth’s leather case that was packed inside it. “This is yours, isn’t it?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Ruth confirmed as she reached for the case. “That’s it.”  
 
      
 
    “Where do you want to start?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth pulled out the three folders and the USB stick that had been in the case. She had been worried that maybe that USB stick wouldn’t be there, but so far, everything appeared to still be intact. The folder with the number one on it was on top. She opened it and saw her list of demands as the top sheet – just the way she had put it in there. “Here,” she said as she passed the list over to Mel. “Those are my demands. That’s what I want. And I want all of it. And I do mean – all!”  
 
      
 
    Mel briefly scanned down the page. Ten million dollars was the top item. She raised her eyebrows at the second item, which included a rather lengthy list of things that evidently went with it. Her eyes quickly scanned the rest of the page. Oddly, it was things she herself somewhat approved of. It was just unlikely that any of it was going to happen. At least as things stood now. “Okay,” she said, not ignoring what Ruth wanted, but putting it all aside in her mind for now. “And what makes you think you deserve all that, and what makes you so sure you can get it?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth noticed two things. First of all this woman hadn’t laughed or made any comments about her list of demands at all. The other thing was that it suddenly sounded like she was against her little sexual discrimination case altogether. “Why do I deserve it?” Ruth asked, somewhat angry that this woman should suggest that she didn’t deserve it. “I went to a lot of trouble to gather those materials. Probably far beyond what anyone else ever would! I think I deserve every bit of it!”  
 
      
 
    Mel shook her head again. “Okay, so tell me about it. That’s all I’m asking. Tell me your story – from the beginning. And I mean all of it. Why are you pushing a sexual discrimination case, when according to Harry Feinbaum, you’ve got evidence here that belongs with the FBI?”  
 
      
 
    “The FBI?”  
 
      
 
    “According to him.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded, actually satisfied with that thought. “Maybe it does belong with them, but I want it right now – to get me what I want! All of it!”  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Mel said, trying to placate her new client. “I’m just waiting to hear your story.”  
 
      
 
    The woman’s patience was a surprise for Ruth. She had been bothered too much by the men in the Feinbaum office. Not to mention how much she had always been bothered by the men ruling the company where she worked. “You’re sure? You actually want to hear what I’ve been through?”  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled. “Isn’t that what we’re really here for?” she asked as she stood up and walked back to her desk. She picked up her phone. “Andrea, two coffees please. And tell my husband  
 
    I’m likely to be quite a while yet. Ask him to please wait for me before he goes home.”  
 
      
 
    She walked back over to Ruth and sat down again. “Now. From the start. How long have you been at that company?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth took a big breath. “Six years now,” she explained. “I was hired as an engineer – at the exact same time as another engineer. A man. Steve Harrison.” She pointed to her list of demands now resting on the coffee table. “The one I mentioned there.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Mel replied. “What happened?”  
 
      
 
    “At first things were just fine,” Ruth explained. “I was given projects and things to work on that were, I guess, comparable to what my experience was. But that didn’t last.”  
 
    “And I’m guessing that this…Mr. Harrison that you referred to here was given better things to do?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded. “It’s not just that. It’s the things they gave me to do…along with everything else that I should have been working on.”  
 
      
 
    “Additional assignments over and above your job?” Mel asked.  
 
      
 
    “Over and above? How about far below!” But now Ruth was beginning to get caught up in her never ending frustrations. “At first it was little things. Ruth, someone in the department is having a birthday. We need someone to buy him a card and make sure everyone signs it. Ruth, someone is retiring, can you order a cake and pick it up. Oh and while you’re at it, plan the party too. Ruth, we need to organize our department’s fund raiser contributions. Will you handle it?” Ruth shook her head. “It was one thing after another. One stupid thing that I shouldn’t be doing piled on top of even more stupid things – all because I’m a woman and not a man.”  
 
      
 
    “And you’re sure this is because you’re a woman?” Mel asked.  
 
      
 
    “Damn right!” Ruth replied firmly. She quickly realized what she had just said. “Excuse my French.”  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled, “No problem.” But before she could ask any more questions, Ruth was off again with more.  
 
      
 
    “And then, two years later, they completely moved me out of the department to my own little office upstairs. And guess what new job they had for me. Retirement parties, birthdays, fund raisers, setting up the conference room. Literally handling every odd job that came along that nobody else wanted – just because I’m a woman. I’m an engineer! I have a degree. A good one! And I am…or at least I was…damn good!”  
 
      
 
    “I can see where you would be…perturbed. So why didn’t you leave?”  
 
      
 
    “Leave?” But Ruth backed down her tone of voice. It was a valid question. “I was pregnant.”  
 
    She said. My husband didn’t make much either yet. I needed the paycheck.”  
 
      
 
    “I understand,” Mel replied. “So you have a child now?”  
 
      
 
    “Two!” Ruth said somewhat proudly. “Two great adorable boys.”  
 
      
 
    “Good for you,” Mel told her.  
 
      
 
    Ruth smiled. Sometimes, it was nice to talk to another woman. Only a woman could truly understand the things other women feel.   
 
      
 
    “So now,” Mel said, “what makes you think your sexual discrimination case is worth that much money?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth looked a bit uncertain, but only for a moment. She picked up the USB stick and held it up. “I’m an engineer,” she said. “And a good one. Where they put me, I’ve been semiattached to the Human Relations department. And since I needed to know everyone’s birthdays and other company information, I also got to see everything else on all the employees as well, including salaries, promotions, everything! I got to see it all.”  
 
      
 
    “And I take it you saw some…irregularities?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded. “That’s putting it mildly. Did you know, that in the entire company, the entire corporation, as big as it is, there isn’t one single woman in a management, or even in a supervisory role at all. Not one!”  
 
      
 
    Mel was surprised by that. “But according to my research, Hudgens Technology a somewhat good sized company.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded. “Almost seven hundred employees total.”  
 
      
 
    “And why do you think no women are handed that kind of responsibility?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth picked up the USB stick. “I’ve got the reason right here. Recorded. The director of HR told me flat out himself. It’s because the company founder, and still president, doesn’t believe in giving women that kind of responsibility. He firmly believes that men should hold total rule over the women. In fact, if you look at all those employees, there are only about eight percent that are women. And they’re all in menial jobs. Every last one. Myself included now.”  
 
      
 
    “I would imagine that’s an awfully low number,” Mel replied. “But let’s get back to my original question. Why do you think you personally deserve that much money for what you’ve got?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth looked straight at Mel for a moment, then said, “That recording I mentioned. Well, I’ve got more. Lots more. Once I had found out what I did from the HR Director and then from our company files, I got curious. I said I was an engineer. I was curious about what the company president really might think about things, so I bugged his office at times, and more often, I bugged nearly every meeting in the conference room as well.”  
 
      
 
    “And that’s how you stumbled on the information that Harry Feinbaum seems to think needs to be turned over to the FBI.”  
 
    Ruth nodded. “There’s some very damaging information in there on the company. Including some recordings of people talking about things they’ve done to politicians and other people to make sure the company got the contracts they wanted. And in one of those, they used the word eliminated several times, in a way that might mean that they…murdered someone. Maybe more than one.”  
 
      
 
    Mel nodded. “Ruth, this is serious business. And murder even more so. It can’t be just let go like that.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded. “I know. But I want what I want, and I figure I deserve it after all the work I’ve done.” She pointed to the folders on the table. “I’ve faithfully transcribed and recorded every single conversation. It’s all there. Every word! Just like they said it. They’ve slighted me, a damn good engineer. They’ve discriminated against me, just because I’m a woman. And…they’ve pissed me off. And I’m tired of taking it. And…” she paused for just a moment, “I think the damn company deserves it!”  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled. It was all she could do to not say, good for you.   
 
      
 
    “I’ll go through it all carefully,” she told Ruth. “Trust me. But now, there’s one more thing I’m curious about. Your second item in your list. Both Harry Feinbaum and Dick mentioned you had something…odd in there. And now I see it’s true. Why him? Why single out this Steve Harrison? And what the heck are you thinking?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth actually smiled. “It’s because he got hired at exactly the same time as me, for exactly the same job. Ever since then, I’ve seen where he got raise after raise, while I got either nothing, or the very minimum – all because I’m a woman. And there’s another thing too.” She pointed to the first folder. “There’s a document in here, signed by him, certifying that he burglarized and completely ransacked the apartment of another woman in the company. He stole jewelry from her, including her engagement ring. And he’s been responsible for other atrocities against her, and I’m fairly sure many others in the company as well. Over the years, I’ve discovered just what a despicable vindictive little shit he really is. And as far as I’m concerned, it’s just what he deserves!”  
 
      
 
    “From what you just told me, he belongs in jail!”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, he probably does, but that wouldn’t give me the satisfaction I want.” She pointed to her list of demands. “That would!”  
 
      
 
    Mel picked up the list of demands again and looked more closely at what Ruth had written and shook her head. But before she could say anything, Ruth spoke again.  
 
      
 
    “I probably shouldn’t tell you this,” Ruth told her. “But you know that woman that Steve ransacked her apartment? Well, we’ve been kind of getting back at him for it, in our own little way. Since we’ve got his signed confession, he kind of doesn’t have much of a choice…although he did show up with a gun last week with the intention of killing every last one of us.”  
 
      
 
    Mel was suddenly aghast. “And you don’t want to send him to jail?”  
 
      
 
    “No!” She again pointed to her paper. “I want…that!”  
 
      
 
    Mel shook her head. “And how then, have you been…getting back at him as you said.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth actually smiled and came close to giggling. “We’ve had him wearing panty sets, garter belts and stockings to work under his clothes every day. And now, starting this week, we’ve added a few other touches as well. And the really funny part of it all is that we’ve got him convinced we’re all a bunch of powerful wicked witches. And if he doesn’t do what we want, we’ll put a spell on him and make him do it.”  
 
      
 
    Mel stared, and blinked, and stared again. “He sounds…awfully gullible.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth was more serious. “You would think so. But in this case, there are things that have been happening that even I can’t explain. Weird things!”  
 
      
 
    “Like what?”  
 
      
 
    But Ruth shook her head. “Don’t ask, because I simply can’t explain them.”  
 
      
 
    Mel let it drop. So you like feminizing him to punish him.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shrugged. “I think there were other reasons to begin with. Monica…that’s the woman whose apartment he robbed and ransacked. She went on a date and discovered him wearing women’s underwear when they got back to his place.”  
 
      
 
    Mel’s eyebrows went up at hearing that.  
 
      
 
    “And from there,” Ruth continued, “I guess it just seemed like the logical way to go.”  
 
      
 
    “I see,” Mel replied, not fully believing it. “So this Steve person is a transvestite or something?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “That’s part of the strange things I don’t understand. I don’t think he is. Not at all.”  
 
      
 
    “But he likes to wear women’s underwear?”  
 
    “No. That’s just it. He claims he doesn’t. He claims he doesn’t know how he got into the underwear to begin with.”  
 
      
 
    That sounded even more unlikely to Mel. “So you’ve been punishing him with it.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth was somewhat embarrassed. Mel noticed her blushing a bit. “Something like that.” Ruth lowered her voice. “Last Friday, they sent him to one of the biggest clubs in town, wearing a gold party dress and heels – with the goal to pick up a man!”  
 
      
 
    Mel was shocked. “And he went?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded. “He’s too afraid of us not to.”  
 
      
 
    “I still find that hard to believe…unless he really is at least a closet cross-dresser or at least gay.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “Trust me, I’m pretty sure he’s not. He’s the biggest womanizer in the company.”  
 
      
 
    “So where are you and…you said others…going with all this? What’s your goal for him?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “I don’t know about the others. I want…that!” she said pointing again to her list of demands.  
 
      
 
    Mel looked at her and considered something. A theory she needed to test. She gathered up all of Ruth’s materials and put them back into the leather case. Then she got up from her seat and went to her desk. She picked up the phone and waited only a moment before she quietly spoke. “Sissy, our new client is here. I need you to come in and meet her. Then I’ve got another big job for you.” She replaced her phone and went back to her seat. “He’ll be just a minute,” she said softly to Ruth.  
 
      
 
    “Who’s that?” Ruth asked.  
 
      
 
    “My husband.”  
 
      
 
    It was less than a minute later when someone entered the room. Just the initial sight of him was such a shock that Ruth nearly passed out. It was obviously a man, yet his hair appeared to be long and was pulled back into two pigtails. There was makeup on his face reminiscent of a girl’s baby doll. But it was the rest of the way he was dressed that completely took Ruth’s breath away – and kept her mouth wide open in disbelief. He was dressed sort of like a big doll, complete with a very short wide pink baby style dress, obviously enormous diapers underneath with plastic panties covering them on full display and having some kind of babyish design all over them. He had short little girl style frilly socks on his feet along with pink Mary Jane shoes. But when he initiated a very elaborate curtsey and spoke, is when Ruth almost totally lost her sanity.  
 
      
 
    “Hewwo,” the person said. “My name ith Thithy. Whath yourth?”   
 
      
 
    Mel smiled and nodded toward her husband. She looked over at Ruth and saw how shocked she was. Unmoving, completely frozen shocked. She held up her hand toward Sissy to tell him to wait patiently.  
 
      
 
    “Ruth,” Mel said. “Is that what you and your friends envision for this Steve person in the future? Is that the direction you think they want to push him? Or is it possible at all that this Steve is anything at all like Sissy here, and he actually craves this kind of treatment?” But Mel now saw that Ruth still couldn’t quite comprehend her husband. “Ruth,” she prompted. “Did you hear me?”  
 
      
 
    “Wh…what?” Ruth finally breathed, still unable to look away from the shocking figure that had entered the room.  
 
      
 
    “Ruth, tell me honestly, is there any chance that this Steve person actually likes this kind of treatment like Sissy here, or are you really sure he’s completely straight?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth still couldn’t look away from Sissy. “No,” she finally got out. “As far as I know, since I’ve known him, he’s always been completely straight.” Her hand slowly came up and she pointed at Sissy. “Nobody could like…that!”  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled. “He does,” she said quietly. She looked up at Sissy. “Sissy, this is Ruth McGruder, our latest client. Here, come take her case back to your nursery and start working your magic on everything you find in there. And Sissy, this is all very important, and quite possible dangerous information, so please take extra care.”  
 
      
 
    Sissy curtseyed again. “Of courth Mithtweth.” Then he turned to Ruth. “Hewwo Wuth. I’m so pweased to meet you.” And then he curtseyed again.  
 
      
 
    “Wh…what did he say?” Ruth breathed.  
 
      
 
    “He said he’s glad to meet you,” Mel told her. “He takes a little getting used to, to understand properly.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded with her mouth still open and still unable to look away from…Sissy.   
 
      
 
    Sissy skipped over to them from the door and picked up the briefcase from Mel. He curtseyed.  
 
    “Anyfing ewse, Mithtweth?”  
 
    “No Sissy. Get to work now.”  
 
      
 
    With another curtsey. He said, “Bye Wuth. Nith to meet you.” And he skipped happily out of the room with Ruth’s leather case in his hand.  
 
      
 
    Ruth was still staring unbelievingly at the door. “What was that?” she finally asked.  
 
      
 
    “That,” Mel said with a smile, “was my husband.”  
 
      
 
    “But you called him…Sissy.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. That’s his name. At least for the next…um…about three and a half months. Then he’ll go by his regular name again.”  
 
      
 
    “His…regular name?” Ruth asked, still staring at the doorway…it…had disappeared through.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Mel replied. “We go through periods of…play, determined by nothing more than the roll of some dice at the end of each period. For so many months he becomes my complete toy to play with, and for the next period of months, he does his best to be normal. Or somewhat normal. I’m afraid that he has a rather big fondness for…maid’s dresses and feminine things.”  
 
      
 
    “And that’s…your husband?” Ruth asked, still staring at the open doorway and not believing it.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t kid yourself,” Mel explained. “That person you just saw has one of the best analytical minds I’ve ever met. He’s an absolute genius at looking at things in ways nobody could ever comprehend, and then taking those things apart and putting them back together again in ways nobody ever thought of.”  
 
      
 
    “Him?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. Him.” Mel replied. “And before you wonder even more. He’s not only my husband, my maid, my cook, and housekeeper. But he’s also my very best friend, my wonderful amazing lover, my understanding partner, and to be perfectly honest, he’s my everything.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth’s hand came up and pointed at the empty doorway again. “But he’s…”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Mel said. “A sissy. A big one, who simply craves all the humiliation I can give him. And I in return, delight like you would never believe in giving it to him. We not only love each other, we need each other.”  
 
      
 
    “But…” Ruth was still having trouble comprehending what she had just seen.  
 
      
 
    “Now,” Mel said again. “Is there any chance at all, no matter how small, that your Steve is anything like that?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “Not a chance in hell!”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 34.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Well-documented kinky? Ruth now figured she had some kind of idea what that meant. It was the next morning, and she was still trying to comprehend that woman’s…husband. Just thinking about him left her somewhat breathless. But at least the woman herself, Melissa, had seemed nice enough. But for ten million dollars – she had better!  
 
      
 
    Her experience the night before was something she simply couldn’t completely share with her husband. Yes, she had told him she had met with the new attorney. Yes, she had told him that the attorney seemed at least somewhat more promising…she refused to go any further than that. But telling her husband about the attorney’s husband? That was completely out. He’d never believe it anyway! She wasn’t sure if she did, and she had been there.  
 
      
 
    First unbelievable stuff from the Sorceress, and now something unbelievable from her new attorney. Her life was filled with unbelievable things lately. But the only thing she really wanted to believe now, was ten million dollars in her bank account, and hopefully a few of the other goodies she had on her list of demands. That would be reality. That would make up for all the strange things she had witnessed lately. Too many strange things.  
 
      
 
    Her phone buzzed signaling a text message coming in. She kind of hoped it was from Melissa, her new attorney, but she knew before opening it that it was too soon. She was surprised, and not surprised, to see a bunch of pictures texted from Steve’s phone. New undies again. Pink she noted. And…his shoes this time. Women’s shoes, but the distinction was fairly fine. The sap had definitely lucked out at finding them. According to the plan, tomorrow he needed to wear women’s pants to work. She was curious to find out how that was going to work out for him.   
 
      
 
    She put her phone away. She had another birthday party to plan, and then a retirement dinner happening a few weeks away. Junk! Unfulfilling junk!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve wore a tie to work again on Thursday, even though he didn’t need to. And the main reason he wore it, was to piss off Mike. If the company was indeed getting ready for another round of promotions, he needed that promotion more than Mike did. Besides, Steve figured he had almost two years more with the company than Mike did. He deserved the promotion first, no matter how Mike may look at it. Not to mention, he had gotten a number of nice comments from some of the ladies in the company about the way he was dressed yesterday.  
 
      
 
    As he headed back to his desk after taking the pictures that Monica had texted him to take, he tried his best to look down toward his feet as he walked. He knew he was wearing women’s shoes, but would anyone else notice? He certainly hoped not. How would he answer any questions about it? He simply prayed he wouldn’t have to.  
 
      
 
    Before getting to his desk, he passed Mike in the hallway. Neither of them stopped, but Steve absolutely loved the glare of hatred that Mike gave him. One of the best things that had happened to him in a month!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica and Diane often worked together on minor shipments going in or out of the company. They had been out together delivering a shipment of small office supplies to various storage rooms on each floor. Something that was always a lot easier with two people than one. Once back in their tiny office, they both automatically checked their emails.   
 
      
 
    “Guess what I’ve got?” Monica said as soon as she opened her email program.  
 
      
 
    “What?” Diane asked, noting a request for her to pick up another envelope from the second floor.  
 
      
 
    “Another message from the Sorceress.”  
 
      
 
    That got Diane’s attention. She got up from her seat and went to look over Monica’s shoulder while Monica read the email out loud.  
 
      
 
    “Dear Witch Monica,” Monica read. Diane giggled at that  
 
      
 
    Your idea for sending Steve to the club last Friday night was brilliant. I absolutely loved it. I’ve also been enjoying Steve’s discomfort for the past few days with some of his new clothing choices for work. I particularly like the looks of some of the shirts you got him. I have no doubt that he’ll find it all quite interesting though.  
 
      
 
    “Did we send her pictures?” Monica asked Diane.  
 
      
 
    “Not that I’m aware of,” Diane replied. “Unless Ruth or Carla did.”  
 
      
 
    “We’ll check later.”  
 
      
 
    “Keep reading,” Diane prompted.  
 
      
 
    Please let me know if you have any particular plans for Steve for this weekend. I really hate to let a full week go by without doing at least something with him. And I can assure you that he is finally fully healed after your last little witches meeting with him when he brought his gun.   
 
      
 
    I’m afraid that Steve is running more than a little tight on money lately. After what I put him through in Saint Thomas, and then buying your ring Monica, and then more shopping with Diane for new clothes this week, I’m afraid he’s really feeling the pinch – justifiably.   
 
      
 
    “Did you go shopping with him?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…kind of,” Diane replied. “Keep reading.”  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head but continued.  
 
      
 
    What I’d like to do with Steve isn’t that much. And unless he decides otherwise, shouldn’t cost him much at all. Basically, I’m planning on dressing him up and taking him out to somewhere very crowded for the day, a shopping mall perhaps, but he won’t know he’s there until I allow him to know it. Then despite the fact that his car could be in plain sight, he’s going to find himself stranded there with no way home until I allow him to go. And during that time, I may just find it amusing for him to become very interested in some of the finer feminine things in life in such a way that he won’t be too happy doing it at all. He won’t have to buy anything. Just look, stay out in public, and squirm! As I said, not much. Just something simple for now.   
 
      
 
    So do you have any plans for him for Friday night? Or can I send him out bright and early on Saturday? Oh, and can you recommend a good mall or someplace he can go and not hide himself?  
 
      
 
    Thanks for all the fun girls,  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    “Huh!” grunted Monica. “I guess she’s pretty much announcing that it’s her turn.”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled. “I guess so.”  
 
      
 
    “So you went out shopping with him for his new clothes?”  
 
      
 
    “Hey! It was fun!”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. “I’ll bet.”  
 
   
  
 

   
 
    “I wonder how she’s going to do it.” Diane mused.  
 
      
 
    “Do what?”  
 
      
 
    “Saturday. Everything she said. Get him there and strand him somehow with no way home.  
 
    Make him interested in some of the finer things in life, but he won’t like it.”  
 
      
 
    “Who knows?” Monica replied. “How does she do everything she does?”  
 
      
 
    “Still,” Diane replied. “I’d love to know. And maybe just see it.”  
 
      
 
    Monica smiled. “Let’s try this.” She started typing a reply to the Sorceress. Reading it out loud as she slowly typed.  
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    Have fun. There’s a huge mall located at the north end of the city. Big, and crowded. For this week, we’ll avoid the club. After the trouble there last week, I think we’re all going to stay away for a week or two.  
 
      
 
    Would you have a problem if Diane or any of the others show up to just see how he’s doing?”  
 
      
 
    Witch Monica.  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was midafternoon when Mel got up from her desk. Her previous client had left fifteen minutes ago and she had just finished making notes in his file for Andrea to work on. She headed to the back of the hallway in her building and entered the small kitchenette there. Going to the far side, she opened a steel door that led to an addition she had added to her building several years ago, just after she had gotten married – her husband’s office/nursery combination for the times when he was…under her thumb. At the times when he wasn’t being her play toy, those times when he concentrated on being himself, he used the office across the hall from her office. The office that had once belonged to her father. There was a vast difference between the two spaces. One was masculine and business like. The other…little girl or baby delight. It was often hard to imagine that her husband thrived so well in both places.  
 
      
 
    She entered the office and saw him hard at work. He looked so…outlandish – as usual. Today he was wearing a yellow baby dress trimmed in white, a matching baby bonnet tied to his head, white Mary Jane shoes, and though she couldn’t see them from where she was, she knew that the huge diapers he had on under the dress would be immediately visible the moment he stood up. For this play period, this term in their living agreement, she was again keeping him constantly in diapers, and she was only allowing him to wear the extra huge diapers. And to make matters worse for him, she was only allowing him fresh ones in the morning, and then one change twelve hours later. That was it! The rest of the time was for his…enjoyment…or misery. Whatever the case might be.  
 
      
 
    He was sitting at a specially made little girl sized table, one of two actually in the room. His chair was child-sized as well. But this table was larger than the other table and served as his desk instead of part of his play space. This table, his desk, contained the one most foreign element in the room. His computer. The best she could get him. It contained everything he could possible need – and then some. And it was one of two identical computers in the company. The second one residing in his other office. She replaced both computers every other year for him. He needed them. He deserved them. She wouldn’t deny him those for anything in the world. The things she did deny him, all too often, were done out of love.  
 
      
 
    Though she stood there in the open doorway, he hadn’t noticed her yet. His baby bonnet was covered by a pair of pink headphones that were set over his ears. His one hand concentrated on following the words on a page in front of him, and his other hand played with one of the long pigtails in his hair. His pacifier was in his mouth and he was drooling – as she insisted he do.   
 
      
 
    “Please try not to drool all over the client’s paperwork,” she said as she walked into the room.  
 
      
 
    Sissy jerked up, saw her, and turned the audio off that he had been listening to.   
 
      
 
    “How’s it going?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “Bowing! Mothwy.” He lisped in the outlandish way she required of him.   
 
      
 
    “Boring?”  
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Mothwy. Thewe ith onwy wittwe bith of thuff to withen to that mean anyfing,” he said. Small fings in each wecowding. The west ith…bowing…and wong.”  
 
      
 
    Boring and long, Mel translated automatically. Only little bits in each recording that really meant anything. She nodded. “Keep at it, Sissy. This is important.”  
 
      
 
    He nodded. “I know.” He stuck his pacifier back in his mouth and turned the audio back on again.  
 
      
 
    Mel had no doubt that given a few days with it, he would turn all that material into something not only usable, but extraordinary. Then she would see what Ruth had really brought to the table.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was nearly time for Susan to go home when she finally got Monica’s return email. She winced. Diane, or any of the other women tagging along with Steve, would definitely make things much more difficult, for both her and Karen. She was hoping to let Karen know tonight in a simple email what she needed to do with Steve on Saturday, but if the women wanted to be there too, a simple email wasn’t going to be enough. Karen needed to be warned how to act. They needed to discuss possible different circumstances that Susan could already see might be difficult for both Karen, and especially for herself, to deal with. That is, if any of those darn women showed up.  
 
      
 
    A small smile crept to Susan’s lips though from something unexpected that had happened earlier. And because of it, Karen deserved all the help she could get. Susan hadn’t expected to start getting pictures from Karen of the different outfits that Steve was stuck going to work in every day now. That was something that had come as a complete surprise, and a major bonus as far as Susan was concerned. All of Karen’s descriptions of everything that happened were nothing but wonderful, but to actually see pictures once in a while was something else again.   
 
      
 
    So how did she want to tell Karen to proceed on Saturday? Susan thought about that all the way home.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    On Friday morning, Steve stared at his closet. According to the witches, he had to wear a pair of women’s pants to work today. It was bad enough with the shirt and the shoes, but he wasn’t sure he could handle wearing pants now. At least he didn’t have to wear the women’s shirt…or the shoes! Just one thing at a time. But even just the pants was still more than enough, and still too much of a problem.  
 
      
 
    And part of that problem was that there was actually very little difference in the two pairs of women’s pants that Diane had made him buy. Yes, they were different colors, one pair was black, and the other a light tan. But that was it! Neither pair had any back pockets – something so simple and basic that every pair of pants in the world should have, including most women’s pants. And these didn’t have any! But the worst part was, he was convinced that they weren’t cut anything at all like a pair of men’s pants. And because of that, when he had tried them on in the store, they had simply felt…strange…in all too many ways. They were somewhat tight all the way up his legs, and way too tight and uncomfortable in the crotch.   
 
      
 
    He knew what he’d like to do to Diane for making him buy them. But he also knew how unlikely it was that he would ever get to do anything remotely like that.  
 
      
 
    Not knowing which pair to wear, he closed his eyes and put one hand on each pair of pants. Eeny, meeny, miny, moe.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Hey Ruth,” Diane said as she entered Ruth’s small office outside of the HR department. “You got something for me?”  
 
      
 
    “Hi Diane,” Ruth replied cheerily as she finished making a notation on her notepad about a cake request. She finished what she was doing, grabbed a small box from her desk, and handed it to Diane. “Can you tape that thing up properly for me,” she requested.  “The address it’s going to is on a piece of paper inside,”  
 
      
 
    “No problem,” Diane assured her. She stopped then for a moment. “Hey Ruth,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yes?”  
 
      
 
    “So you didn’t send the Sorceress any pictures or anything of Steve?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “I’ve never sent her anything. Or gotten anything from her. I’ve never exchanged emails with her at all. Just Monica…as far as I know.”  
 
      
 
    Diane didn’t want to admit that she had emailed the Sorceress. “So if you didn’t send her any pictures of Steve, and Monica didn’t, and Carla didn’t, and I know I didn’t, then how can she say she liked the outfits I picked out for Steve when we went shopping?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “How the heck does she do any of the things she does?” Ruth replied, somewhat perturbed over the issue. “I’ve been wracking my brain over the matter since we first heard of her. And I still can’t figure it out! It’s frustrating!”  
 
      
 
    Diane nodded. “I’ll say. It’s so weird. I can’t explain it any other way except…magic.”  
 
      
 
    “And I still don’t believe that magic exists!” Ruth insisted. “At least, I don’t think I do. I’m really starting to wonder now. I’ve seen some strange things lately that I just can’t explain.” But Ruth was also including the sight of her attorney’s husband into that mess as well.   
 
      
 
    “I’ve pretty much decided I’m going to try to go with Steve when the Sorceress sends him somewhere tomorrow,” Diane told her. “The only thing is, the Sorceress said we could be there to watch if we want, but she really didn’t want him to get any kind of clue ahead of time that she was going to mess with him in any way at all. She wanted it to be a complete surprise. So I’m not sure how I want to handle it.”  
 
      
 
    “Do you know where she’s sending him?”  
 
      
 
    “Not for sure. We suggested the mall on the north side of the city. But that’s all I know.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess you could always just go there and look for him. Depending on what she does with him, he may or may not be too hard to find.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Diane said with a small giggle. She grew more serious. “It is a big place though.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve’s phone signaled a text message coming in. He had been at work for half the morning already and hadn’t heard from any of those darn witches. He had been silently praying that he wouldn’t. Once he had gotten to work, he had sat at his desk and not dared to move. Even sitting, his jacket was buttoned to hide his pants somewhat better, just in case someone should walk in on him. Fortunately, it had been a blissfully quiet morning so far. That is, until he saw the text message from Monica demanding her daily dose of pictures. The damn witch.   
 
      
 
    He got up from his chair, checked his wallet in the unfamiliar jacket pocket, made sure his jacket was buttoned, straightened his tie, and strode out towards the men’s room that he really did need to use just then. He tried his best to put a look of total confidence on his face and in his stride. He tried to think of himself as being very well dressed and confident. And he was very well dressed – from the waist up. It was the part below his waist with the tan pants he was wearing that he had no confidence in at all. But he assumed the air of confidence as best he could and made his way to the men’s room.   
 
      
 
    “Steve!”  
 
      
 
    Damn! He had almost made it. He turned and found his boss, Mr. Carter, hurrying towards him. Carter came alongside him, heading the same direction. “Bathroom trip?” Carter asked as he kept moving, Steve automatically following along.   
 
      
 
    “It’s about that time,” Steve confirmed.  
 
      
 
    Carter said nothing. The two of them headed into the bathroom together. Carter went immediately to a urinal on the left. Steve took one two places to his right, praying that Carter wouldn’t be able to see any hint of the underwear he was wearing…not to mention notice what kind of pants he had on.  
 
      
 
    “You’re lookin’ sharp again,” Carter told him as he peed.  
 
      
 
    “Uh…thanks,” Steve replied. “I…try.”  
 
      
 
    “Like it!” Carter told him. “I can tell you’re trying to go places. Dress for success! That’s what they say. I kind of think it’s true.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…me too,” Steve agreed.  
 
      
 
    Carter finished at the urinals before Steve did, Steve needed more time to get himself together with the stupid frilly underwear he was wearing. He considered himself lucky that his boss had already gone to the sinks and wouldn’t be able to see anything. A moment later, Steve turned the water on at one of the other sinks to wash his hands.  
 
      
 
    “How’s the work going?” Carter asked.  
 
      
 
    “Pretty good,” Steve replied. “Slow and tedious sometimes, but it’s going good.”  
 
      
 
    “Good,” Carter said. “You know to let me know if you need anything.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Steve told him. “I don’t see any problems with any of it.”  
 
      
 
    Carter turned and started to walk out. He got a few paces past Steve, turned with a strange look on his face and stared back at Steve. “Uh…Steve,” he said, a note of concern now in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” Steve replied as he started drying his hands.  
 
      
 
    “Uh…new pants?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve could feel his face starting to turn red, but he tried to keep that air of confidence about him. “Yeah, I got a few new things earlier in the week.”  
 
      
 
    Carter nodded, then shook his head. “Some of these new fashions…” he said. “I just don’t get them.” He held up his hand to keep Steve from saying anything. “Don’t get me wrong, but they look kind of…I don’t know. Almost feminine.” He held his hand up again so Steve wouldn’t interrupt. “That’s just my opinion,” he said quickly. “I know you younger guys are more interested in staying current. I guess I’m just growing old. Let me know if you need anything.” And he walked out.   
 
      
 
    Steve stared after him. He had noticed! It had turned out alright, but not alright. Steve decided that once he got back to his desk, he was staying there – no matter what!   
 
      
 
    Now that Carter was gone, he hurried into one of the cubicles to take the pictures that the damn witch had demanded of him. Would the horrors in his life never end?  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 35.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Diane was perturbed…and excited. She was excited because she was anxious to see what the Sorceress was going to do with Steve. She was perturbed because she was sitting in her car, outside of Steve’s apartment, waiting for him to come out. And since she had no idea what time the Sorceress would send him somewhere, most likely the mall, she had decided to come early and wait. That is, if the Sorceress’s magic didn’t just somehow pick him up and magically move him somewhere. And by some of the things Diane had already seen, she wasn’t going to rule that possibility out.   
 
      
 
    Come on Steve. Where are you? Come on! She had been sitting there in her car for almost an hour now. It was already after nine o’clock. All the stores would already be open, and the Sorceress had mentioned wanting to get an early start with him. So where was he? She was very tempted to get out of her car and go knock on his door. She didn’t though. She continued to wait…impatiently.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was so good to get to be a girl again! Over and over again Karen thought that as she primped and got herself ready for a day out shopping…and humiliating Steve, who just then was sound asleep in her head, and would continue to stay that way until she decided otherwise. She had no set agenda, other than what Susan had told her to do – go out and enjoy the stores for as long as possible! She wasn’t happy about the fact that Susan had told her to spend as little money as she could get away with, but she understood that. She and Steve were quickly running out of money, and that was after they had just gotten paid the day before. By the time Steve paid all his bills, there wouldn’t be that much left.  
 
      
 
    Karen had spent a wonderful morning bathing and pampering herself. It could have been made better by having Steve awake to “enjoy” it, but Susan didn’t want him to know anything was going on until much later. That was going to be fun. At least for Karen.   
 
      
 
    She had finally chosen a pretty light dress that she had gotten in Saint Thomas that she hadn’t worn yet. It was all white, with a white belt, but the material was beautifully embroidered – in white. White on white. Very pretty. Very light. Very…girly. She knew Steve would absolutely hate wearing some of the higher heels all day, like particularly those gold ones, but Karen knew they weren’t appropriate for shopping that long. Not that that was a major concern, but she had to spend the day in those shoes too. So on her feet, she wore the cork heel wedges she had gotten in the islands. That was such a good trip!  
 
      
 
    Her nails were done, her makeup was done, she had everything in her purse that was slung over her arm. She was ready. She was really looking forward to today. The only worrying thing she could think of was Monica and her friends. She kind of hoped they wouldn’t show up later. It would really be a distraction from the fun she planned on having with Steve. With a huge smile on her face, she opened her front door and headed out.  
 
      
 
    She was almost to the car when she suddenly saw Diane running right at her. Darn! Of all the worst times!  
 
      
 
    “Steve!” Diane called rather desperately as she headed for him.   
 
      
 
    As far as Karen was concerned, Susan too for that matter, this little scenario had been the worst one that could have happened. It was also going to be the most difficult for Karen to deal with. “Diane,” she said. “What are you doing here?”  
 
      
 
    “Waiting for you!” Diane replied somewhat breathlessly.  
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?” Karen asked, seeing now that Diane didn’t exactly look relaxed.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing,” Diane told her. “I’ve just been waiting…a long time!”  
 
      
 
    “For what?”  
 
      
 
    “You!”  
 
      
 
    “Why?”  
 
      
 
    “Cause I didn’t know what time you were leaving, or even where you’re going for sure, or anything!”  
 
      
 
    “Why?” Karen asked again.  
 
      
 
    Diane was a bit frustrated. Especially after having to wait so long for him to get out. “Cause I don’t want to miss anything!”  
 
      
 
    Karen stared at her for a moment. She should have figured. Actually, Susan had thought of the possibility. They were both simply hoping it wouldn’t happen. Well, it had! Now she had to deal with it. “I’m heading to that mall on the north end of town,” she told Diane. “If you want to follow me, then go ahead.”  
 
      
 
    “Why don’t I just ride with you instead?” Diane suggested.  
 
      
 
    Karen shook her head. “It’s going to be a very long day. You might want to leave before I do.”  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head and headed to the passenger side of the car. “Not likely!”  
 
      
 
    Karen had little choice. Her truly beautiful day was already going bad. She’d just have to see what she could still salvage out of it. She unlocked the car, and they both got in.  
 
      
 
    “So what are you planning for today?” Diane asked excitedly as they drove out of the parking lot.  
 
      
 
    “Please don’t talk to me right now,” Karen told her. “I have to concentrate on driving.”  
 
      
 
    “Concentrate on driving? And you can’t talk?”  
 
      
 
    “Please. It’s difficult,” Karen replied.  
 
      
 
    Diane wasn’t sure why that should be, but she held her tongue – for a while. Karen was just glad she had found a way to keep Diane from asking any difficult questions. But Diane didn’t stay quiet for long. “Like your dress,” Diane said. “It’s pretty.”  
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” Karen replied simply as she did her best to concentrate firmly on the road.   
 
      
 
    “Where’d you get it?”  
 
      
 
    “Saint Thomas.”  
 
      
 
    The answers Diane were getting were minimal. Very minimal. Even though it really was a pretty dress. She tried asking a few other things, but either got no answers or very minimal answers. She finally gave up for a while. But the moment they had parked, somewhat close to the mall itself, Diane had to ask. “Now what?”  
 
      
 
    “Now we go in and see what I can find,” Karen told her.  
 
      
 
    It was as they were walking towards the mall that Diane realized how relaxed Steve had suddenly become. What was it? Was he more of a nervous driver than she had thought? But once inside, she realized something else. Steve was moving a little differently. He was moving a little more…femininely. She thought anyway. And she didn’t miss the broad smile on his face either. “Anything in particular you’re looking for?” Diane asked Steve.  
 
      
 
    Karen was simply delighted to be out as a girl again. She was delighted to be out shopping again – even if she couldn’t spend much. And she was more delighted thinking about how much “fun” Steve was soon going to have. But she still had to answer Diane’s question. “I don’t know much about this place,” she told Diane. Well, it wasn’t a mall that Steve had ever been to more than once or twice in his life. “I’m just going to have to see what I can find.”  Karen stopped and stared around her, but it took her only a moment to spot a good possibility. It was time to get this show on the road. Time to wake up Steve. She just had one problem. “Um…Diane,”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
      
 
    “Can you do me a favor?”  
 
      
 
    “Sure. Anything.”  
 
      
 
    “Stay here for a few minutes, please.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…okay. Why?”  
 
      
 
    Karen was already moving as she replied. “Because it’s time to wake up Steve.”  
 
      
 
    Wake up Steve? But she had just been talking to him! Her mouth hung open as she watched Steve walking away toward a cheap trinket shop not far from the door to the mall. It wasn’t until then that she realized it. She hadn’t been talking to Steve at all. She had been talking directly to the Sorceress! Wow! No wonder the Sorceress had wanted her to be quiet while they were driving. It was hard enough driving normally. It had to be far more difficult if she was somewhere else, driving through Steve’s body. Incredible! Waiting behind now wasn’t going to happen. “Sorceress! Wait!”  
 
      
 
    Ugh! Karen had heard Diane call her Sorceress. It was just what she didn’t want to happen. She stopped in her tracks and saw Diane hurrying towards her. “I thought you were going to wait back there.”  
 
      
 
    “But Sorceress…”  
 
      
 
    “Not Sorceress! Don’t call me that. Ever! It’s Steve. All the time. Especially here. Only Steve. I’m going to be…gone.”  
 
      
 
    “Gone? But…”  
 
      
 
    “Diane. I’m not here. I was never here. Now please wait here for a minute until Steve wakes up.”  
 
      
 
    “Wakes up?”  
 
      
 
    “As far as he knows, he’s still sound asleep in his bed. Now it’s time for me to leave.”  
 
      
 
    “But can’t I ask you any questions?”  
 
      
 
    “No! Not now,” Karen replied as she started walking off again.  
 
      
 
    Diane stayed right with her. “Why won’t you make Steve love me?” Diane asked. “I bared my soul to you. I told you things I’ve never told anyone!”  
 
      
 
    Karen didn’t really know what Diane was talking about. “Please wait here,” Karen told her. “I have to leave.” She continued on into the trinket shop, annoyed because Diane was right there with her.   
 
      
 
    “But Sorceress!”  
 
      
 
    “Steve!”  
 
      
 
    “Okay, Steve!” Diane replied, fully perturbed now. “How do you do all these incredible things?”  
 
      
 
    Steve had been getting plenty of odd looks from people since he got out of the car. Diane calling him Sorceress had added to the attention they were getting – which was mostly what Karen wanted…for Steve anyway, just not herself. She needed to wake up Steve somewhat decently. And with Diane there, the sooner the better. She did her best to ignore Diane. “Oh look!” she said as she spied a cheap gold bracelet. “Isn’t that pretty?”  
 
      
 
    Light. Sound. Talking. Commotion. Steve opened his eyes, and found himself staring at a thin gold bracelet on someone’s wrist. His brain was foggy, but the panic was setting in quickly. The wrist with the bracelet moved – as he moved his own arm. It was his own arm! “What the hell?” he exploded.  
 
      
 
    “Sorceress?” Diane yelled, suddenly frightened. She stepped back a bit out of fear.   
 
      
 
    Steve looked around. Where was he? How had he gotten there? He quickly looked down at himself. “Damn it!” he yelled. He was dressed completely like a woman again, and his loud exclamations were gathering all too much attention. But just then, he didn’t care in the least.   
 
      
 
    He looked around a bit more and spotted Diane. “Diane!” he spat. “What the hell did you do to me now? Where are we?”  
 
      
 
    Diane was shocked. She had no doubt at all that it was now Steve talking to her. And she had no doubt at all that he was pissed. Maybe she should have stayed back out of the way like the Sorceress had suggested. “Uh…we’re at the mall?” she told him, asking it more than telling him.  
 
      
 
    “Damn it! Why? Why did you do this to me again?” he demanded. “Why do you keep doing things like this to me?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…it wasn’t me?” Diane replied meekly.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah right! And you just happened to be standing right there? Bullshit! Where’s the witch? Where’s Monica?” He headed angrily for the door.  
 
      
 
    “You! Stop! Wait!” someone urgently shouted.  
 
      
 
    Steve turned angrily and saw a store clerk. “Now what?”  
 
      
 
    “Are you going to pay for that bracelet? Pervert!”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked down at his arm and ripped the bracelet off. He literally threw it at the store clerk. “Where’s that witch?” he yelled as he stomped angrily toward the door.   
 
      
 
    Diane started to follow, then noticed something. “Don’t forget your purse!” she yelled after him.  
 
      
 
    Steve stopped, and turned. He was more than angry. More than upset. He looked around and spotted one of the purses he had gotten in Saint Thomas sitting on the floor. He went back, picked the damn thing up, and walked out. Diane followed after him, but stayed back for her own safety.  
 
      
 
    “Damn those witches!” Steve muttered angrily as he looked around at where he was. And just where was he? It looked like a mall, but he wasn’t familiar with it. So just where in the world was he now? At least it wasn’t Saint Thomas…he hoped. He spotted the door leading to the outside, completely ignoring all the people looking at him…and moving out of his way. They better move aside. He’d clobber any of them that came close. If he could. He was certainly angry enough. But he had no doubt at all that the witch was watching him. In fact, one of those witches was there with him. Maybe the others too. He stopped and looked around again, but the only one he saw was Diane, stopping and staying back from him. Good! No telling what her witch magic would do to him if he somehow managed to try to kill her…again.   
 
      
 
    He stopped at the mall display near the door and saw what mall he was in, and where he was. At least he was still in the city. That much was a big bonus. Now he just had to find his damn car and get home again. He walked straight outside, and was so preoccupied that he didn’t even realize that it wasn’t him that turned his body to the side and sent him looking in the wrong direction for his car.   
 
      
 
    Up and down the long aisles of cars he walked. After a while, he finally dug his key out of his damn purse and started hitting the horn button on it occasionally to help him locate his car. But never once did it do anything. He kept going, searching more diligently at the cars the furthest from the mall itself. But still he couldn’t find his car. Where the hell was it?  
 
      
 
    He turned a few times and noticed that Diane was still following him, back a ways but she was still there. And then it dawned on him. She drove him. He should have known that immediately. He began berating himself for being such a stupid dunce. “Where’s your car? Take me home!” he demanded.  
 
      
 
    Diane was still somewhat in shock. Steve had been literally searching most of the parking lot. “I don’t have it,” she told him. “We took your car.”  
 
      
 
    “Bullshit!” Steve replied. “I just searched this entire parking lot, and my car isn’t here!”  
 
      
 
    “Um…I know,” she said. “I was following you.”  
 
      
 
    “So where’s my car?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…I don’t think you’re supposed to leave yet,” she said instead.  
 
      
 
    “Not supposed to leave? What’s that mean?”  
 
      
 
    “Not for…a long time,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    Steve now had even more reason to kill the witch. “What the hell am I supposed to do?” he yelled as he stomped angrily toward her. Actually, stomping in those wedges wasn’t much like the stomping he wanted to do.   
 
      
 
    “Uh…shop?” Diane suggested.   
 
      
 
    “Shop?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…yeah?”  
 
      
 
    Steve stared angrily at her. “You’re all just trying to drive me bankrupt!” he spat angrily.  
 
      
 
    “Um…no. Actually,” Diane replied, “as I understand it, I don’t think you actually have to buy anything. Just stay out where everyone can see you.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t have to buy anything? But I have to let everyone gawk at me?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…something like that,” Diane told him.  
 
      
 
    “Damn! You don’t know how much I hate this. You witches have no idea in the world how much I hate all this. How much longer is it going to last? What more can you do to me?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know!” Diane said, more forcefully than she had said anything since Steve had woken up. I’m just…watching today.”  
 
      
 
    Steve rolled his eyes. “You just want to see me make a mockery of myself!”  
 
      
 
    “Well…yeah. Really,” Diane told him. “I kind of do. You’ve got to admit, it is funny.”  
 
      
 
    “Not to me, damn you. Not to me. So now what am I supposed to do?” Steve asked.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know? I guess that’s up to you.”  
 
      
 
    “I can’t find my car…and I’m not going back in that mall! I’ll just stay right here until you say I can go home. So you may as well go get your car right now and pick me up, cause I’m not going back into that mall!”  
 
      
 
    “But I didn’t bring my…”  
 
      
 
    “No! No, no, no, no, no!” Steve suddenly yelled as he started moving toward the mall.   
 
      
 
    “Now what?” Diane asked.   
 
      
 
    “I said I wasn’t going back into that mall!” he yelled. “And now you’re making me? I hate you! I hate you all!”  
 
      
 
    “Making you?” But she followed as he yelled and ranted – and headed straight back inside the mall.   
 
      
 
    “I hate you all!” Steve said to Diane as his body somehow carried him back inside. “I hate every last one of you.”  
 
      
 
    “I know, Steve,” Diane said meekly. She wasn’t sure what had just happened, except that she was sure that somehow the Sorceress had just gotten her way again. And since the Sorceress was once again around, or at least mentally present…somehow…she felt somewhat safer around him. She took a chance and linked her arm through his. “As long as we’re going to be here for a while,” she said. “Let’s go shop.”  
 
      
 
    Steve rolled his eyes. But he already knew it would do no good to protest. He was fairly sure that Diane wasn’t the one controlling him. But he had always known that the real power was Monica. She was the real witch. He might not see her…just then, but he knew that Monica was the one guiding everything he did.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Every single store. Every department in every single store. Every part of every department in every single store. Paying the most attention to, and lingering the longest in the feminine areas far more than anything else. Examining feminine things. Touching feminine things. Trying feminine things…especially every sample in the mall. And everywhere they went, Steve garnered looks that ranged from outright amusement, to spiteful hate. Yet there wasn’t one thing he could do about any of it. And then they stopped for lunch – long after most other people had already eaten. That was the only thing so far that Steve had to open his purse for and pull out any money. He couldn’t believe it.   
 
      
 
    His feet were sore and tired. Diane was wearing flats. Her feet weren’t sore, so she claimed, but she did say she was tired. “So take me home!” he flat out told her.   
 
      
 
    “I can’t. You drove!”  
 
      
 
    “Then where’s my car?”  
 
      
 
    “Outside. In the parking lot.”  
 
      
 
    “Bullshit!” he muttered. He had already searched the entire parking lot, all the way around the humongous mall. His car wasn’t there! Instead he and Diane had looked at makeup. Squirted themselves with perfume samples. Smelled candles. Fondled millions of miles of clothes. Tried on clothes – himself included because every time he tried to not do it, his back began that horrible itching the witch had plagued him with in Saint Thomas. The damn witch.   
 
      
 
    Monica just refused to back off…much to Diane’s delight. For much of the day now, he and Diane had gone from one feminine thing to another, looking at this and that, and also passing through every department in every store, including the places that sold things he would have normally been interested in seeing.   
 
      
 
    And then, just as Steve finally began to get his breath after half a day of shopping, his eyes went wide again as his body seemed to get up by itself from their lunch table in the food court, and carry him right back out into the mall to start all over again.   
 
      
 
    “Where are you going?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know!” Steve exclaimed angrily. “My damn body is just going again.”  
 
      
 
    Diane was tired, but she followed after him. It really had turned out to be a fairly nice day…sort of. If Steve had been a woman, she would have really enjoyed it. But she had still actually enjoyed it – a lot. But then that was because of her dominant side that liked to be exercised and tickled every once in a while. She still just wished that the other side of her could get some attention too.  
 
      
 
    “Damn! Not again,” Steve exclaimed. “We’ve already been in this store.”  
 
      
 
    “Twice!” Diane pointed out.  
 
      
 
    It did no good. Under Karen’s instructions to keep Steve out and in the public eye for as long as possible, and looking at feminine things as much as possible, she once again began leading him through every store in the mall.  
 
      
 
    Diane’s cell phone rang. As tired as she was, she pulled it from her purse. “Hello?”  
 
      
 
    “Are you with Steve?”  
 
      
 
    Diane recognized Monica’s voice. “Oh yeah!” she said. “I’m still here. Exhausted, but still here. Where are you?”  
 
      
 
    “In the parking lot, hoping Steve is still there. Carla and I both came.”  
 
      
 
    “We’re upstairs right now,” Diane told them. Try finding us in some of the little stores near the food court.”  
 
      
 
    “Be there as quick as we can.”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t hurry,” Diane told them. “I don’t think we’re leaving here for a long time yet.” She heard Monica laugh as she hung up the phone. Now where was Steve? Oh there, looking at lipstick…again.  
 
      
 
    It was fifteen minutes before Carla and Monica caught up with them, and when they did, they were treated to the sight of Steve seeming to be all too interested in a display of costume jewelry. Diane was right at his side, discussing some of it with him. “How’s it going?” Monica asked as she and Carla made their presence known. Monica immediately noted the look of pure hatred on Steve’s face.  
 
      
 
    “Pretty good,” Diane told her. “It’s just been a long day.”  
 
      
 
    “So leave,” Monica suggested.  
 
      
 
    “I can’t. I came with him.”  
 
      
 
    “Why? You knew he was going to be here a while.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. And I’m staying.”  
 
      
 
    Monica shrugged. “Suit yourself. We just came to see what he was up to.” Again she noted the look of pure hate in Steve’s eyes.  
 
      
 
    “We’re just shopping,” Diane said. “Not buying anything. But still shopping. Pretty hard actually.” She smiled. “For a lot of it, it’s been a pretty nice day…if you don’t count the way everyone has been looking at us and laughing at him.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re the one who rode with him.”  
 
      
 
    “I know. And I’m still glad I did.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re glad?”  
 
      
 
    Diane nodded, and her eyes lit up bright and excited. She pulled Monica and Carla further away from Steve and whispered, “I talked to the Sorceress today. It was…awesome!” she breathed.   
 
      
 
    “You what?” Carla exclaimed.  
 
      
 
    Diane nodded. “Shh! Don’t let him know!”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t…” Monica stammered. “Where was she? Is she still here?”  
 
      
 
    “I thought she was somewhere far away,” Carla added.  
 
      
 
    Diane nodded. “She was here, but she wasn’t. She was…I guess, controlling Steve from wherever she is. When I talked to her, she said Steve was sound asleep and still thinking he was in bed.”  
 
      
 
    “Sounds all wrong,” Carla muttered.  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “But it wasn’t! And when she woke Steve up and he saw where he was and what was going on…oh wow what a commotion. It was…awesome!”  
 
      
 
    “So she’s like, gone now?” Carla asked skeptically.  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “I don’t think she’s completely gone. I keep seeing little signs of her at work all day long. She keeps making Steve do things he doesn’t want to do…”  
 
      
 
    “Bullshit!” Carla exclaimed, not believing it.  
 
      
 
    “…and making him go places he doesn’t want to go,” Diane finished. She looked between  
 
    Monica and Carla. “Trust me! I’ve been watching him closely all day!”  
 
      
 
    “Did you try talking to her again?” Monica asked skeptically.  
 
      
 
    “Just once. I got no response at all. I was only talking to Steve and nobody else.”  
 
      
 
    “Sounds weird,” Carla said.  
 
      
 
    “Sounds impossible,” Monica added.  
 
      
 
    Diane nodded. “Just like everything else she’s always done. Weird…and impossible.”  
 
      
 
    The way Diane had said that, both Monica and Carla could only agree.  
 
      
 
    “So how much longer are you going to be here?”  
 
      
 
    “No idea,” Diane told them. “I’m just waiting to see. Are you joining us?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s what we’re here for,” Monica agreed with a grin.  
 
      
 
    They walked back over to where Steve was now hanging a colorful necklace over his head and looking in a mirror to see how it looked. As far as Monica was concerned, he looked…ridiculous. And Monica noted that he looked that way despite the cute dress he was wearing. She saw him turn his head. He seemed to be acting one way, but the look on his face and especially in his eyes was nothing but pure hatred – still. And she watched as his body seemed to remove the necklace, replace it with another one, and then go back to arranging it and primping in the mirror. Strange. And weird! Maybe there was something to what Diane had just told them.   
 
      
 
    “How’s it going?” Monica asked Steve directly, not only noting the look of hatred still in his eyes, but also getting quite a bit of satisfaction from it.  
 
      
 
    “How much longer do I have to endure this…torture?” Steve asked angrily. “How much more of this do I have to take?”  
 
      
 
    “But Steve. It looks like you’re having a great time.”  
 
      
 
    “I…hate this!” he spat angrily.  
 
      
 
    Monica and the others watched as he picked up a hair decoration and held it on top of his head, and looked at himself in the mirror again. It was one of the strangest things any of them had ever seen. The look on his face said one thing. The words that left his mouth agreed. But his actions were just the opposite.   
 
      
 
    Together, they all finished going around the mall again. And then at Carla’s suggestion, they all managed to stop in a nice Italian restaurant in the mall for dinner. It was a much welcomed relief for Diane, and especially Steve. But once dinner was over, once again Steve was driven to go back out and shop, nearly leaving everyone else behind as Karen literally walked him out of the restaurant when the others wanted to stay.   
 
      
 
    Monica and Carla only stayed a few more minutes with Steve and Diane. Since there didn’t seem to be any point in them staying longer, they left, telling Diane they couldn’t wait to get the full story from her on Monday.   
 
      
 
    Once again, Steve and Diane continued going through the same places they had visited multiple times throughout the long day. They kept shopping until nearly eight thirty when some of the stores in the mall began getting ready to close. That was when Steve suddenly turned to Diane and said, “I think it’s time to go back to the car and go home.”  
 
      
 
    Diane was caught off guard. But she noticed immediately the change in Steve’s tone of voice, as well as his manner. “Sorceress?” she whispered.  
 
      
 
    But Steve immediately turned away and began heading for the parking lot. Steve, listening in, never really caught what Diane had said since she had barely whispered the word, but he didn’t miss the fact that his body had said it was time to go home. That witch Monica was long gone now. She must have finally decided it was enough. It was about time! Way, way past time. Somehow, someday, someway, he was going to kill her for this. For this and so many other atrocities she had done to him. Somehow. Someway.  
 
      
 
    Steve was so glad to get back outside into the parking lot, even though he wasn’t in control of his body…again. But his body seemed to be taking him somewhere that obviously led directly to the cars ahead. He and Diane entered a row of cars and kept walking, passing perhaps half a dozen cars, when his body suddenly stopped. And stood there. And Steve realized he was looking at his own car. “My car!” he exclaimed, staring at it with disbelief.   
 
      
 
    “Um…yeah,” Diane replied.   
 
      
 
    “But…it’s right there!”  
 
      
 
    “That’s where you parked.”  
 
      
 
    “But it wasn’t here earlier. I looked. I walked through the whole parking lot looking for it.” “Well, it was right here where you left it,” Diane replied.  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “I don’t believe you.”  
 
      
 
    Diane shrugged. “Suit yourself. Now are we going home?”  
 
      
 
    The ride back to Steve’s apartment was mostly silent. Diane could see that Steve was still angry, but at least he wasn’t yelling or complaining anymore. She was also very sure that this time it was Steve who was driving and not the Sorceress. In fact, as far as she could tell, now that Steve was going home, all traces of the Sorceress seemed to be gone. Which was kind of a pity, because Diane would have really liked to talk to her again.  
 
      
 
    As Steve drove, Diane did her best to study him. It had been a very interesting day. One she had actually enjoyed. It was all just a shame. “How bad was it?” she finally asked softly.  
 
      
 
    Steve turned his head quickly towards her, the angry look back in his eyes, then he turned back to the road again. “Awful! I hated it! I could kill all of you!”  
 
      
 
    Diane fervently hoped he wouldn’t be able to. She had no doubt that he did want to kill them – including her. “You know,” she said. “I enjoyed it.”  
 
      
 
    “You would! You witch!”  
 
      
 
    Diane had no doubt she deserved that comment. She ignored it. “That’s not what I meant,” she said. She saw him look briefly towards her, then away again. “What I meant is that…well, if you didn’t look so…ridiculous, then we could have been nothing more than two girlfriends out shopping for the day. And that’s mostly what it was. Two friends out shopping.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not a girl. And I’m not a friend!”  
 
      
 
    “I know,” Diane replied softly. She took a big chance. “But Steve…I’d like to be your friend.”  
 
      
 
    Steve nearly wrecked the car. Fortunately, there were no other cars around him at the time and he soon had things under control again. “It sure doesn’t look like it to me. No friend would do what you do to me. A friend would help me instead.”  
 
      
 
    But Diane saw things differently. “I don’t know,” she replied. “Maybe some friends might do things like that to you…or with you.”  
 
      
 
    “Not in my book!”  
 
      
 
    “No,” Diane replied sadly. “I’m sure.” But in her book, they were the kind of things that added the only real bits of interest to her life. Steve just couldn’t see that…yet.  
 
      
 
    “I’d still like to be your friend,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Then stop doing this to me! Stop it, you witch!”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not a witch!” she told him.  
 
      
 
    “Close enough!”  
 
      
 
    Was he right? Was she close enough? But… “I’m not a witch,” she said again.  
 
      
 
    “No. Maybe not. But you are Monica’s friend. And there’s no way you can tell me that she’s not a witch. And a damn powerful one.”  
 
      
 
    Diane could have told him. She could have set the record straight. But it was for their own protection and safety that Steve had to believe Monica was a witch. He was supposed to believe they were all witches – for their own safety. But Diane was still hung up on Steve. And since the Sorceress refused to make him love her, then she was doing the only thing she could. She was trying to be his friend instead.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It had been a long and wonderful day for Karen. Difficult at times, but she thought she had handled everything brilliantly. At least as far as she was concerned. And poor Steve, he had been tormented endlessly for the entire day. She could still feel his seething hatred for all of it as he went about getting ready for bed…driven by thoughts of exhaustion that Karen herself was feeding him.  
 
      
 
    But as Steve did this and that in his apartment, slowly settling down for the night, Karen was still remembering things from the day. And especially things that Diane had said. She said she wanted to be a friend. But a friend was…. Her mind turned immediately to Saint Thomas…and Ellie. She still missed her. Somewhat at least. But Ellie and Mandy had been like friends in a way. Girlfriends. And Karen had actually enjoyed that. Especially since they didn’t seem to mind poking fun at Steve in the least.   
 
      
 
    And now here was Diane, asking to be her friend…no, Steve’s friend! Diane knew nothing at all about Karen living inside of Steve, and Karen knew without a doubt that things had to stay that way! It was more than important. It was critical! But still, would Diane make a good friend? As far as Karen could see, she might make a very good friend. Especially since she did have that dominant side where she liked to tie Steve up and be in control.   
 
      
 
    But to have a friend. An actual friend. Karen wondered how she could manage that and not let Diane know anything at all about her real nature. It would be difficult. Maybe impossible. And maybe it was something she could ask Susan about.   
 
      
 
    Once Steve settled down in bed. Karen immediately put him fully to sleep. She got up and logged into their computer and started a new email to Susan. She told Susan in detail everything that had happened all day, and especially about Diane. Including about Diane wanting to be a friend. And…was there any way that Susan could see, that Karen herself might one day have a friend?  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane had driven straight home. But her thoughts refused to leave Steve. It had been a long and tiring day…especially for him. She had no doubt he had hated every bit of it. But this time it wasn’t Monica or any of them that had been punishing Steve, this time it had been the Sorceress. Diane had only gone along to watch. This time, it had been the Sorceress’s turn.   
 
      
 
    The Sorceress. So powerful. She was…awesome! It was the only way Diane could think of her. And she had talked to the Sorceress…sort of…this morning. She had actually spoken to her! She was somewhat awed by that as well. But the Sorceress, as powerful as she was, wouldn’t grant the one thing that Diane wanted. The Sorceress had refused to make Steve love her.   
 
      
 
    Diane remembered the long day now behind her, and she remembered a few weeks ago when poor Steve had been forced to play puppy for the entire weekend. She had enjoyed that a lot. But there was one small part of that weekend that she would never forget. For that one brief evening, she had let Steve tie her up and have his way with her. And it had been…magical.   
 
      
 
    Magical. Magic. Witches. Sorceress.   
 
      
 
    Yearning. Submitting. Trusting. Loving.  
 
      
 
    Diane wanted the magic again. Firing up her old used secondhand computer, she dug an email address out of her purse. An email address that was nothing but a bunch of random letters and numbers…as far as she could see. An email address that held no clue as to who the owner actually was. The email address of the Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    With the time zone difference, it wasn’t all that late when Susan got Diane’s email. She was surprised to see it mostly because she was still waiting to hear from Karen. But what she read, raised her eyebrows.   
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    It was awesome to see you at work today, and even more so to actually talk to you! I still can’t believe it!   
 
      
 
    Sorceress, I know you said you wouldn’t make Steve love me. But I still want him. And I can’t stop thinking about him. So if you won’t let him love me, then I’m still going to try to be his friend – as much as he’ll let me anyway. I know he doesn’t want me for a friend, and in many ways I guess I can’t blame him.   
 
      
 
    Please don’t worry though. I have no intention of telling him anything at all about you. And after watching you at work on him today, I’m more amazed at what you can do than ever.   
 
      
 
    But Sorceress, since you won’t make Steve love me, then I have another request. A much smaller one. And please consider this – for my sake.  
 
      
 
    I want to do things with Steve again. You already know I like to be dominant sometimes.  But I also told you I yearn for someone to dominate and control me. Sorceress, especially since we’re talking about Steve, I need some kind of assurance that if I let him tie me up somehow, that I will be safe and that he will eventually release me. I know he’s not supposed to be able to hurt me, but I also need to know that he won’t just leave me there helpless, to rot and die.   
 
      
 
    Please consider doing this one tiny thing for me Sorceress. Please.  
 
      
 
    Your friend,  
 
      
 
    Diane.  
 
      
 
    Susan read though Diane’s email twice. What had gone on? She couldn’t wait to get Karen’s email. She checked her inbox one more time, and was surprised to see another email coming in just then. From Karen! She quickly opened it and read it. It was a lengthy email detailing their entire day, including Diane. But the parts that caught Susan the most, was Karen wondering about a friendship with Diane. How would that work? How could that work? Susan herself wasn’t sure if it should work. But Karen was her surrogate daughter. Karen had been so good. And evidently Karen herself had managed brilliantly today. Susan would go through Karen’s detailed email again later to try to relive as much of it as possible for her own enjoyment.   
 
      
 
    Diane wanted Steve to be her friend and she wanted assurances that he wouldn’t leave her stranded. Karen wanted a friend.   
 
      
 
    Susan’s ignored Diane’s email that had come in first and wrote to Karen instead.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Karen had wandered around the apartment for a few minutes, only waiting to see if Susan would get back to her before tomorrow. Sometimes she did, sometimes she didn’t. Fifteen minutes after sending the email, Karen checked again and saw a reply. A reply asking her to phone Susan so they could talk.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane settled down in bed. But her mind was still on her day with Steve, and the email she had sent to the Sorceress. Giving up one more time, she got up to check to see if there was a reply yet…not that she really expected one. She was just anxious and hoped there would be. She was thrilled to see a reply – already!  
 
      
 
    Dear Diane,  
 
      
 
    I cannot make Steve want to be your friend. I’m afraid you’ll have to earn that. But I have a feeling it may not be as difficult as you may think. At this point I’m quite sure he needs a good friend.   
 
      
 
    I have only one request. As you said, please don’t let Steve know anything at all about me. That’s all I ask.   
 
      
 
    Now, as to him not leaving you helpless, that much I have now taken care of. Please don’t make any more requests like that of me. They are not as easy to manage as you may think.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 36.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Damn it all!” Steve muttered angrily the moment he heard his doorbell ring. He had spent a rather angry morning fussing around his apartment, fuming over the day before. For the afternoon, he had major plans to park himself in front of his TV and watch games all afternoon. And there was one coming later that he figured should be a really good one. But the last thing in the world he wanted was company. After yesterday, he just wanted to be left alone! Forever! Besides, he needed to continue thinking about something. Something he was strongly considering since early that morning. Something that would be a way for him to finally get back at those damn witches. A way for him to get some revenge against them. And it would certainly serve them right. All of them!  
 
      
 
    Now he had company again. And lately, the only ones who came around were the damn witches themselves. His doorbell rang again. He knew they weren’t going to go away. And with their magic, he didn’t dare ignore them and not open the door. More than likely, they were just there to make sure of what underwear he was wearing again. But after yesterday, and so many days before, he wasn’t worried about what they would find under his clothes. Women’s underthings were the only kind of underclothes he owned!  
 
      
 
    The bell rang a third time just as he was opening the door. “Diane!” he said, somewhat surprised that she appeared to be alone. He looked past her. “You’re alone?” It was only then that he saw the things she had in her hands.  
 
      
 
    “Just me,” Diane replied. She held up the six pack of beer and the pizza in her hand. “Lunch?”  
 
      
 
    He looked at what she had, then he looked at her face. Something inside of him, for whatever reason, didn’t seem to mind her being there at all. Yet at the same time, most of him didn’t want to see her at all! “So you’re not here just to see what panties I’m wearing today?”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled. “Well, I wouldn’t mind, to be honest…”  
 
      
 
    “I knew it!” Steve exclaimed with more than a hint of anger.  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled again. “But the truth is, I never even thought of it. I came with…kind of a peace offering?”  
 
      
 
    “Peace offering?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, maybe not exactly. I just wanted to come by and…I don’t know…talk.”  
 
      
 
    “Talk?”  
 
      
 
    “Can I come in? This pizza’s heavy.”  
 
      
 
    Steve grabbed the pizza and turned back into his apartment, leaving her to close the door and carry in the beer.  
 
      
 
    “I know you hated it yesterday,” Diane said as she set the beer on his kitchen counter.  
 
      
 
    “That’s an understatement.”  
 
      
 
    She giggled. “I did enjoy it though.”  
 
      
 
    “You would!”  
 
      
 
    “Well, I can’t help it. I did!”  
 
      
 
    “Figures,” Steve mumbled as he opened the pizza box. Meat lovers! At least she had gotten something he liked. He grabbed a piece and stuck part of it in his mouth as he leaned against the counter to eat it. Diane, watching him, would have much rather sat down at the table, but she did the same.   
 
      
 
    “So what are your plans for this afternoon?” Diane asked him.  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at her and shook his head. “Whatever they were, I’m guessing they’re all out the window. What new and miserable things are you witches going to do to me now? Huh? Because I don’t know that I can take much more!”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled. “I’m sure,” she said. “But no, we’re not planning anything today. I just thought I’d come by and say hi. Talk for a bit.”  
 
      
 
    “Talk,” he said. “About what?”  
 
      
 
    She stopped eating and looked at him. “Do you remember what I said before I left last night?”  
 
      
 
    “Last night?”  
 
      
 
    “I told you…I’d really like to be your friend.”  
 
      
 
    “Some friend!” Steve replied. But even as he said it, something inside of him seemed to lurch with happiness.   
 
      
 
    “Steve. I meant that! I still do. I’d just like to be your…friend. Is that so hard to understand?”  
 
      
 
    “Hard to understand?” he asked incredulously. “After everything you’ve done to me?”  
 
      
 
    She looked at him for a moment. “Yeah, I guess I understand that.”  
 
      
 
    “So how the hell can you come here saying you want to be my friend, after all that?”  
 
      
 
    “Because I do!”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “It makes no sense!”  
 
      
 
    “No, maybe doesn’t. But it’s true. I still want to be your friend. A good friend.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. There was something inside of him that felt a yearning for her to be a friend, but there was far more of him that absolutely hated her.   
 
      
 
    “Was I that horrible to be with yesterday? She asked.  
 
      
 
    “Horrible? Yesterday was nothing but horrible!”  
 
      
 
    “No you idiot. Me! Was I that horrible to be with? I tried to be your friend all day yesterday while we shopped. I tried to make it so that everything you were doing would at least seem interesting.”  
 
      
 
    “Interesting? Do you know how many lipstick samples I tried yesterday…on my face?”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled. “Yeah, that was funny.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “That’s what I’m talking about. You’re cruel!”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe I am!” she shot back. “But you have a tendency to be all too cruel yourself. Don’t you!”  
 
      
 
    Steve glared at her. Refusing to answer. “So like it or not, I’m now supposed to be your friend? Is that what this is? Is that the way this is supposed to work now? Is that Monica’s latest little scheme against me?”  
 
      
 
    “Damn you!” Diane yelled. “I could just hit you!”  
 
      
 
    “That much I’m expecting. Except I expect you’ll hit me with magic instead. You…or Monica.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not a witch!”  
 
      
 
    “Maybe not. But Monica sure is. Where the hell did she learn to do what she does?”  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head as she remembered something. “I don’t know. But wow, I’ve seen her doing a lot of studying and reading about witchcraft and magic lately. She’s become…obsessed.”  
 
      
 
    “More studying?” Steve asked, horrified. He was beginning to panic, because as powerful as he knew Monica was, that could only mean she had plans to do something far more powerful to him…as soon as she learned how.  
 
      
 
    “Believe it or not,” Diane replied offhandedly. “She really does like this witchcraft stuff.”  
 
      
 
    “I wonder why,” Steve replied sarcastically.  
 
      
 
    Diane could only look at him and nod in agreement. “So how about it? Truce? At least between you and me. Can we at least hang out together once in a while?”  
 
      
 
    “And there’s no magic involved? No witchcraft. And Monica isn’t making you?”  
 
      
 
    “Monica doesn’t know! She doesn’t have to know. Even though knowing me, I’ll probably mention it at some point.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “See! And you still want to be my friend?”  
 
      
 
    “I do!” She looked at him. “Steve?”  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “I know I don’t look like the other girls. I know I’m not beautiful or pretty. But am I that bad looking? Am I that bad to just hang around with you?”  
 
      
 
    “Diane…”  
 
      
 
    “Do I turn you off so much that you don’t want to be seen in my company?”  
 
      
 
    “Diane!” Steve said quickly to stop her. “I did ask you out once. Remember. You’re not…that bad. Just…not my type.”  
 
      
 
    She stared at him, not sure if she should be angry at what he said or not. “Yeah,” she finally replied. “You did ask me out. And I’ll never forget it. Thanks for that by the way. Few guys ever ask me out.”  
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” he said. “You and I just didn’t…connect. You know?”  
 
    She nodded. “Yeah. I know. And I know you too, I guess. You go with dozens of women, all the time. A good looking guy like you knows how to pick them up easily. I’m just grateful that you did ask me once…even though I’m sure you were pretty desperate that night and scraping the bottom of the barrel.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at her. The problem was, that one night that he had dated her, that was exactly the case. He had needed a date, and couldn’t find anyone else.   
 
      
 
    His silence confirmed what she had already known. “This was a bad idea,” she said, putting her pizza down and grabbing her purse. She headed for the door.  
 
      
 
    “Diane!” Steve found himself saying, even though he didn’t know why.   
 
      
 
    She turned.   
 
      
 
    Something inside of Steve seemed to not want her to leave. More of him did want her to leave. But that one inner part was pushing harder and harder. “Stick around,” he finally said. “If you want. I don’t care. I was just planning to watch a couple of games on TV this afternoon. That’s all. Unless you have some other idea that somehow you’re going to make me do. But watching TV is all I’d rather do. Yesterday was…hard on me. Very hard.”  
 
      
 
    Diane looked at him for a few moments. Slowly, she walked back to the kitchen counter and set her purse down again, never taking her eyes off of him. She picked up her beer and took a big swig, her eyes still watching him. She picked up her pizza and took a large bite. With her mouth full, she asked. “So, who are you rooting for today?”  
 
      
 
    Diane sat on Steve’s couch and watched the first game with him while he sat in another chair. She got the impression that he usually sat, or probably laid on the couch more often than sitting in the chair he was in, but every time she offered to move, he told her it was okay, he was fine. So she watched the game. And him.   
 
      
 
    The game didn’t interest her at all. But he certainly did. The Sorceress wouldn’t make him love her, so she was trying the next best thing. She was trying to be his friend – even though right now things were probably off to a very rocky start. But at least she was still there. At least he had actually invited her to stay. So she sat and watched the game. And him. But her mind was on more than just him. Her mind was on the things she wanted to do with him. And even more, the things she wanted him to do with her.   
 
      
 
    The second game finally started. Diane knew that this was the game that Steve was the most interested in. But she had been in his apartment, all too close to him, for most of the afternoon now, and her thoughts and fantasies were beginning to get the best of her. Taking a large swig to finish off her third beer, she got up from the couch and threw the can into the trash.  
 
    She looked back at him. He was still absorbed in the game. She grabbed her purse and headed for his bathroom.  
 
      
 
    Was she really going to do this? She had thought about it all afternoon. No, she had been thinking about it since she had read the Sorceress’s reply last night. That unfulfilled submissive side of her yearned for him to take charge of her. And the Sorceress had said she had already taken care of what she had asked. The Sorceress had fulfilled her request that Steve would never leave her helpless…for too long. Part of her was scared. Part of her trusted the Sorceress and her power implicitly. But most of her, was desperate.  
 
      
 
    She removed every stitch of clothing she was wearing. From her purse, she pulled a length of rope. The only bondage toy she had brought with her. It took some courage, but she was desperate enough that she didn’t delay long. Silently, she opened the bathroom door, and went out. Steve was still intent on the game and didn’t see her behind him. She could wrap that rope around his body and have him tied up and in her power in no time. But that wasn’t what she wanted – this time. This time she needed something for herself.   
 
      
 
    As Steve watched the game, Diane did her best to wrap the rope several times around her wrists, holding them lightly together. But that’s all she did. Nothing fancy. She didn’t even tie a knot. Her eyes still on Steve, she forced herself to walk around, right in front of him – stark naked.  
 
      
 
    Steve was into the game. It was early on still, but it was already living up to all the expectations he had for it. And then suddenly, his view of the TV was blocked by  
 
    Diane…totally naked. “Diane?” He was shocked. “What the hell are you doing?”  
 
      
 
    Diane knelt down in front of him with her rope wrapped wrists held out toward him. “Tie it,” she said.   
 
      
 
    “Do what?”  
 
      
 
    “Tie me. Tie my wrists. Bind me up. Tightly!”  
 
      
 
    “What? Why?”  
 
      
 
    “Because I want you to.” She held her wrists out further toward him. “Please? For me?”  
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t sure what he should do. “You want…”  
 
      
 
    “Tie me! Tightly!” she said.   
 
      
 
    “But the game…” he replied somewhat halfheartedly.  
 
    “Keep me tied through all of it,” she replied. “And then some. The rest of the night if you want. Just…tie me.”  
 
      
 
    Steve swallowed, unable to look away from the naked woman kneeling in front of him. Very slowly he grabbed the ends of the rope and began to make a knot.  
 
      
 
    “Not like that,” she said quickly. “See the way I wrapped it around my wrists? Wrap the rope the other way now, between my wrists to make it tight.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…like this?” Steve asked as he tried to do as she said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Much better, and don’t be afraid to pull. I like it tight so I can’t get loose.”  
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t sure about anything here. But he did as she asked, wrapping it and tying it under her careful instruction. He finally finished tying his knot, noting that it didn’t look like there was any way she was going to get out of it. “Now what?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Now…watch your game,” she said. “Or, if you want to do anything else to me, or tie me some other way, that would be fine too. If not, I’ll just stay here on the floor out of the way.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re going to just stay there on the floor. With your wrists bound up like that. Through the whole game?”  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Right here.”  
 
      
 
    Steve wasn’t sure what to make of that. “But I wanted to watch the game.”  
 
      
 
    “And I want you to watch the game too,” she told him. “Ignore me.”  
 
      
 
    “Ignore you?”  
 
      
 
    She giggled. “If you can,” she said. “I’ll just stay right here. I’ll be good. I promise.”  
 
      
 
    Steve stared at her for a moment, then finally said. “Uh…okay. I guess.”  
 
      
 
    Diane smiled at him, rolled over away from him a few feet and laid on her back, relishing the fact that her hands were tied – by someone else, and she couldn’t get them loose if she tried. She was now his captive woman. She was now under his control. She didn’t care about the game on TV, she had her own fantasy games thriving in her head.   
 
      
 
    Steve tried to watch the game, but more often than not, he stared at Diane laying on his floor just a few feet away from him. Totally naked. Only moving her bound hands once in a while as if to test her bonds. He remembered that one night with her when Monica had plagued him to act all too much like a dog. Diane had done something similar with him then. She had asked him to tie her up and make love to her. And he had. Was this the same thing?  
 
      
 
    Over and over again he forced himself to go back to concentrating on the TV, and over and over again he found himself looking at the naked woman in front of him. She wasn’t his type. She wasn’t built like Carla. She wasn’t built nearly like any of the other women he dated. She was…skinny. Scrawny. Not beautiful at all. But she was still without a doubt, a woman. And she was lying naked in front of him. Things like that can’t be ignored – by any man.   
 
      
 
    He finally couldn’t help himself. Getting up from his chair, he laid down in the opposite direction. Her head and feet went one way, his went the other. But his head was in front of her head. She had turned to look at him. To look into his eyes. He reached out with his mouth, and kissed her lips. Tenderly. But the kiss she returned was anything but tender. It was hungry. Passionate. Yearning.   
 
      
 
    And desperate.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 37.  
 
      
 
      
 
    It was pink shirt day, along with his tie and jacket of course. No, actually it was pink blouse day. No! Not a blouse, it was a shirt! It was just…a damn woman’s shirt. At least that’s how Steve was trying to look at it. It was the best his mind could do for the situation he was in.   
 
      
 
    Damn witches! Why did they insist on continually playing such perverted games with him? And they never seemed to stop or even back off. And that included crazy Diane who had spent much of the afternoon and evening tied up in his apartment – at her own request. Crazy! But then weren’t all witches crazy? He was sure they were. And they each seemed to prove that to him every single day. Especially crazy Diane.   
 
      
 
    It had been fun with her though. And for once, he had been in control of her, not the other way around. Damn witch! Even though Diane claimed she wasn’t a witch. He knew better. Maybe she didn’t have the power that Monica had, but she was still one of them. She was still part of their magic – coven!  
 
      
 
    But as powerful as Monica was, as powerful as they all were, because no doubt the sum of the parts was greater than the individual pieces, Steve still contemplated grabbing one last piece of revenge against all of them. He might not survive it if he did do it, but it would still be a very sweet revenge indeed. And totally worth it! He just had a few things to figure out first – like how to actually do it.  
 
      
 
    His phone beeped signaling a text message coming in. He checked it and wasn’t the last bit surprised. Why was it usually Carla who asked about pictures of what he was wearing each day? With a shake of his head, he got up from his desk and headed for the men’s room to photograph himself – again.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Mel stood in the doorway to her husband’s nursery/office combination. He didn’t see her, but she watched him intently. Over the years she’d had several dozen different baby dresses made for him to her specifications. Today he was in another one – red with only bits of white lace trimming. He had a dozen different pairs of little girl Mary Jane shoes as well. Today’s were also red – patent leather. Not that she cared just then, and she was sure he only marginally cared as well – just then.  
 
      
 
    She stood there watching him, a frown of concern on her face. He was sitting on his rocking horse, rocking back and forth agitatedly. This was not play. His face was screwed up with a look that she knew from long experience meant he was wrestling with a problem – and not one that was most likely in the back of his diapers. She had seen him doing this exact same thing before when he was trying to figure something out for her, so it concerned her, but not greatly.   
 
      
 
    As odd as her husband was, as odd as their shared lifestyle was, she knew him and trusted him implicitly. She was a lawyer, and a damn good one. But he had an analytical mind that once set on a problem, just didn’t quit. And obviously, he had a problem just then.   
 
      
 
    “Sissy!” she said as she finally strode into the room. She saw him stop rocking and look at her. “What’s wrong?”  
 
      
 
    He removed his pacifier and let it dangle from the strap attached to his dress. “Twying to figuwe thumthin out.” He replied.  
 
      
 
    “What?” she asked with more than a note of kindness in her voice.  
 
      
 
    “Wuth,” he said, “did a weawy good job wif evewyfing.”  
 
      
 
    “Ruth told me she’s an engineer, at least she was trained as one. I would expect her to do a good job with everything.”  
 
      
 
    He nodded. “But I’m wondewing if maybe there ith a bettew way to owganithe what thee hath.”  
 
      
 
    “A better way to organize what she has? What’s wrong with the way she had it?”  
 
      
 
    “Noffing. I’m just wondewing if we thouldn’t mofe fingth awound.”  
 
      
 
    “Move things around.” She had no idea what he was thinking about, but she trusted him and his ability.   
 
      
 
    “Andrea said you were done with it and it was ready for me. Do you want me to hold off looking at it?”  
 
      
 
    He looked at her. “Would you mind if you waited juth a wittwe whiwe? Wet me fink some mowe?”  
 
      
 
    She smiled. “No. Of course not. You know that. Just let me or Andrea know when you think you’re done.”  
 
      
 
    “Fanks,” he replied. “Oh! One offer fing.”  
 
      
 
    “Something else? What?”  
 
    He went over to his desk and plucked a piece of paper from it. He held it out to Mel.  
 
    “Pwobabwy not impowtant,” he said, “ethpeciawwy thinth I down’t fink ith pothabwe.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s not important? And we’re not calling anything impossible yet, even though I already know what that one thing is.”  
 
      
 
    He nodded and pointed to the paper she was now holding. “Copy,” he said. “Not owiginaw.”  
 
      
 
    Her eyebrows went up as she looked closely at the document in front of her. It was the signed confession of someone named Steve Harrison who Ruth had also named in the suit. And evidently her husband had noticed what nobody else had so far. “So this is a photocopy?” she said as she examined the paper critically.   
 
      
 
    He nodded.   
 
      
 
    “As you said, it’s probably not important, but I’ll take this and ask Ruth about it anyway. Thanks Sissy. And let me know when you have it all ready for me.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth’s phone rang and she checked the caller ID. Her attorney! Melissa! She answered it, but she needed to be careful about talking openly where someone might hear her. “Hello?” she said cautiously.   
 
      
 
    “Ruth, this is Melissa,”  
 
      
 
    “Oh hi Mom,” Ruth replied happily. “What’s up?”  
 
      
 
    Mom? But Mel quickly figured out that Ruth wasn’t in a position to speak. “Ruth can you call me back when you get the chance?”  
 
      
 
    “Sure, you bet, Mom,” Ruth replied. “I’ll take care of it for you.”  
 
      
 
    “Good,” Mel replied. “Talk to you later.”  
 
      
 
    “Bye Mom,” Ruth said into her phone before hanging up. She turned as the company president’s secretary entered the conference room. “Now who did you say was going to be here this afternoon?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later, Ruth called Mel back from a place where nobody could hear her speaking.   
 
    “Hi Ruth. Thanks for getting back to me,” Mel told her.  
 
      
 
    “No problem. Sorry about earlier. The company owner’s secretary was a bit too close.”  
 
      
 
    “No problem. And if she was around, then it’s best that you didn’t say anything else.”  
 
      
 
    “So what can I do for you?”  
 
      
 
    “That confession letter you gave me…” Mel started.  
 
      
 
    “Yes? What about it?”  
 
      
 
    “It’s not the original. My husband noticed it earlier today.”  
 
      
 
    “Your husband! Him?”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t knock him. He’s brilliant!”  
 
      
 
    “Could have fooled me,” Ruth muttered.   
 
      
 
    “Ruth, I still don’t know if it will help, but is there any way you can get me the original instead?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth thought about that. “I’m not sure. I’ll have to let you know.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s fine, even if you don’t. To be honest, the one thing that it would help with, is the one thing that I still think is the least likely to happen.”  
 
      
 
    But Ruth knew what that one thing was, and it was still important to her. Very close to the importance of ten million dollars. “I’ll…do what I can,” she promised.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Later that evening, Ruth knocked on Monica’s apartment door. Monica answered only moments later.   
 
      
 
    “Ruth!” Monica exclaimed, surprised to see her there. “What brings you here? You didn’t tell me you were coming.”  
 
      
 
    “No, I didn’t,” Ruth replied, a seriousness in her voice that immediately concerned Monica.  
 
      
 
    Monica stood back a bit. “Come on in Ruth.”  
 
    Ruth entered the small apartment and looked around. It looked as spotless as the last time she had been there. But then, Monica didn’t have a husband and a couple of young kids running around to constantly keep her place messed up. “Monica,” she started, “do you still have that confession that Steve signed?”  
 
      
 
    “The confession? Uh…absolutely! Why?”  
 
      
 
    But Ruth wasn’t about to tell her why. “Can I see it?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…sure.”   
 
      
 
    Monica headed into her bedroom. Ruth followed. In her bedroom, Monica dug around in one of her dresser drawers moving things aside. She pulled out a folded piece of paper and handed it to Ruth. “Here it is. What’s wrong?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth examined the paper. There was no doubt that it was the original. She folded it again. “I need this,” she said as she turned and headed for the door.  
 
      
 
    “Ruth?” Monica said with some alarm.  
 
      
 
    Ruth didn’t stop. “I’ll bring you something in return tomorrow.”  
 
      
 
    “Ruth! I need that!”  
 
      
 
    “No! I need it more right now.” She hurried toward the door with Monica right on her heels,  
 
      
 
    “Ruth!” Monica said, trying to get the woman to stop.   
 
      
 
    Ruth reached the door, opened it, and finally stopped. Only then did she turn around. “I need this!” she said. “It’s important! Just don’t ask why. I’ll bring it back to you tomorrow.” She started out the door, but again she stopped and turned. “Monica, I’m not a witch anymore. I’m out. Finished! And you should do the same. I recommend you stop playing with Steve now. Leave him alone.”  
 
      
 
    Before Monica could ask her anything, she turned and hurried as fast as she could for her car.  
 
      
 
    Monica was left wondering what was going on. She was surprised that Ruth no longer wanted to be part of their little group to annoy Steve. That was fine. But what else was going on. And Ruth’s warning to leave Steve alone now? Why? She watched as Ruth’s car drove quickly out of sight. What the heck was going on?  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane’s phone rang. “Hello?”  
 
      
 
    “Diane? This is Steve.”  
 
      
 
    “I know, dummy! My phone told me that!”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, well…”  
 
      
 
    “What do you need? Me to come over for a bit?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…no. Not really. I was wondering something else.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay, what?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…the shoes I have to wear tomorrow?”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled. “Yes?”  
 
      
 
    “Can I wear the ones I wore last week?”  
 
      
 
    Diane’s giggling became an outright laugh. “Oh heaven’s no! We bought you those booties to wear. And I already know all the ladies are looking forward to seeing you in them.”  
 
      
 
    It was absolutely not the answer that Steve wanted to hear. Damn those witches! All of them! Including crazy Diane.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Booties. Boots. High top shoes really. Or short boots. Either way, they were women’s shoes – period! And the biggest problem was, they looked it. They weren’t at all like the pair of women’s flats he had been able to wear last week. No, these had to look more like women’s shoes…or boots…or booties. Which is what Diane claimed they were. What he claimed they were, was embarrassing!  
 
      
 
    Yes, they were brown. And yes, he had owned brown shoes in the past. Brown men’s shoes. No, they didn’t have a high heel or anything like that, although the heel was just a tiny bit higher than he was comfortable thinking about. Hopefully, it wouldn’t be noticeable. But he had never owned or even seen a pair of men’s shoes or boots that zipped up the inseam. And to make matters worse, there was a decorative strap with a gold buckle that ran around the top of the boot, and a long dangling gold chain that ran just under it from each side of the zipper. Hopefully, they wouldn’t be noticeable either. And then there was the entire shape of the part his foot went into that was a bit different than men’s shoes. Definitely more feminine looking – without a doubt. Hopefully, that wouldn’t be noticeable as well.  
 
    Hopefully, nothing about the booties would be noticeable. Hopefully. He hoped, but if his pants moved just the wrong way, it wasn’t a lot of hope. That darn gold chain hung down just a bit too low for comfort.  
 
      
 
    Tugging at his pants legs to make sure they covered as much of his shoes…booties…as possible, he headed out the door to go to work. He was going to kill those witches someday. Well, Monica’s magic kept him from doing that. But one of these days, soon now, he was going to get his revenge on all of them. Including crazy Diane. He knew what he wanted to do, he just had to figure out how to go about doing it.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth was late getting to work because she had stopped at her lawyer’s office to drop off the confession she had…taken…from Monica last night. In its place, she now had the photocopy she had made of the thing the night Steve had signed it. Once she had deposited her things on her desk, taking note that nobody even knew she was late, she grabbed one of her notebooks, put the copy of the confession inside, and headed down to the shipping department. There was a young guy working out front when she got there. “Is Monica here?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “In the back somewhere, I think,” the guy replied.  
 
      
 
    Ruth headed towards the small office that Monica and Diane shared. But she spotted them both unpacking some boxes in the big room. “Monica.”  
 
      
 
    Monica looked up and saw Ruth standing there. She immediately stopped what she was doing, and so did Diane. Both of them went over to talk to Ruth.  
 
      
 
    “Ruth, what’s going on?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth’s reply was almost a whisper. “I can’t tell you that, and it would be best if you don’t ever ask. In fact don’t even talk about it with anyone. And I mean that!”   
 
      
 
    “But Ruth…last night…”  
 
      
 
    “I know. And I’m sorry. But it was necessary. Trust me.”  
 
      
 
    “What did you do with the confession?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth opened her notebook and pulled out the copy she had made. “Here,” she said. “Take this instead. I can’t tell you what I did with the real thing.”  
 
      
 
    “But Ruth! That was important to me. I want it back!”  
 
    Ruth shook her head. “What I did was for your own good! You too Diane.”  
 
      
 
    “But what did you do?”  
 
      
 
    Again Ruth shook her head. “I can’t…and I won’t tell you. Just trust me. And like I said last night, I suggest you stop playing with Steve!”  
 
      
 
    “Ruth,” Diane said, “did you turn that confession over to the police?”  
 
      
 
    “No. Nothing like that.”  
 
      
 
    “Are you trying to get Steve arrested now?” Monica asked.  
 
      
 
    “No,” Ruth said again. “And like I said, don’t ask, and don’t even discuss it with anyone. Just trust me. What I’ve done, I’ve done for not only me, but both of you and Carla too. In fact, more than just the four of us. So for your own sakes, don’t talk about this, and like I said, I recommend you stop playing with Steve now. Just…drop it.”  
 
      
 
    “But…”  
 
      
 
    But Ruth shook her head, turned and hurried away.  
 
      
 
    “What the heck is going on?” Diane asked Monica.  
 
      
 
    “I’d like to know the same thing. I needed that confession!”  
 
      
 
    “I know,” Diane replied. “I wonder if we should see if Carla is free for lunch today so we can decide what to do.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was nearly lunchtime and Steve still hadn’t gotten a text from any of the witches demanding their daily pictures. He was tempted to just go and take care of it before any of them could ask. The only problem was, he was reluctant to get up from his desk and walk anywhere if he didn’t have to. He was too concerned with that darn flash of gold from the chain on his booties showing below his pants as he walked.   
 
      
 
    His desk phone rang and he immediately thought about the witches, but the name on the screen showed it was his boss, Mr. Carter. “Hello?”  
 
      
 
    “Steve. Before you go to lunch, can you come to my office? I’ve got something new I want to run past you.”  
 
    “Uh…okay. I’ll be right there.” Damn. Now he had to get up. And most likely, some people would be leaving early for lunch to beat the crowd.   
 
      
 
    Standing, he pulled down on his pants legs to make sure they would cover as much as possible. He walked slowly and carefully, taking smaller steps than usual to make sure that gold chain wouldn’t show. He passed people, and people passed him. Fortunately though, it wasn’t far to his boss’s small office. “You’ve got something new for me?” he asked as he walked in?  
 
      
 
    Mr. Carter glanced up from his work and pointed to one of the chairs in front of his desk. Steve sat, glad that Carter wouldn’t be able to see his feet. But as he sat, he looked down and saw that small flash of gold. He pulled on his pants legs to try to cover it. Which didn’t entirely work.  
 
      
 
    “Steve,” Carter said as he tossed a file folder to the other side of his desk. “This came in this morning. I want you to look through it and let me know what you think. If you think we should go with it, I’m going to let you lead the project and all the coordination on it.”  
 
      
 
    Steve was surprised. It was an obvious step up in responsibility. And hopefully, a big step toward getting a promotion. “Sure!” he agreed quickly. “I’ll do what I can.”  
 
      
 
    “Just don’t go jumping on it if you have any reservations at all. If that’s the case, then we want to scrap it completely. I’ll find something else for you to head up instead. But if you do decide to go with it…or not…let me know your reasons. Got it?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Sure. Not a problem. I’ll look into it right away.”  
 
      
 
    Carter smiled and nodded. “Good.” He glanced at his watch. “But it’s lunchtime now. Take a break and relax for a while. Then get to it afterwards. There’s not that much of a rush on this thing.”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…yeah. Great!” Steve replied happily.   
 
      
 
    There were more people in the hallway as he made his way back to his desk, and a couple of times he noticed someone looking strangely at his feet. He looked down as he walked and noticed that tiny flash of gold. He had been walking too fast! He shortened his steps. Doing nothing but constantly watching his feet. If he was careful. If he took small steps, that darn gold chain didn’t show at all. He just had to…walk funny.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “What the heck is going on?” Carla asked as the three women sat down to lunch.   
 
    “That’s what we want to know,” Diane replied. Ruth acted so…strange!”  
 
      
 
    “For our own good?” Carla asked. “How can she do anything for our own good? Especially if she won’t tell us anything.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” Monica replied with a touch of anger. “All I know is that she took that signed confession from me, and now all I’ve got is a photocopy. And I have no idea if a photocopy will do me any good or not if I ever need it.”  
 
      
 
    “So what do we do about Steve?” Diane asked. “Ruth seemed awfully insistent on that too.  
 
    And the way she was acting, it seemed like something serious was going on.”  
 
      
 
    Monica nodded. “That’s what I keep wondering about too. It was the way she kept saying everything that has me worried. Very worried! Almost as if our jobs are on the line.”  
 
      
 
    “She works outside of HR,” Carla said. “Actually, I think she’s somehow part of the HR department. Maybe she’s heard something she can’t tell us about.” Her face suddenly turned more worried as she thought of something. “Oh my God! Maybe the company’s getting ready to start laying people off!”  
 
      
 
    That brought wide-eyed worried looks from Monica and Diane. “Do you think?” Monica asked.  
 
      
 
    Carla shook her head. “I have no idea. But I guess it’s possible.”  
 
      
 
    Monica thought about that. Getting laid off would be the worst thing that could happen to her. She liked her job. She liked the people she worked with. And she quickly realized, that if even a hint of what they were doing to Steve ever got out, her job would be history – revenge against him or not. “Girls,” she said, somewhat fearfully. “As much as I hate to say it, maybe we better lay off of Steve. At least until we find out what’s going on for sure.”  
 
      
 
    Diane and Carla both nodded in agreement.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve’s desk phone rang right after he got back from lunch. What surprised him, was that the screen showed that it was Diane calling him. It was only surprising because she usually called his cell phone instead. Knowing she was going to ask for pictures, he picked the phone up. “Hello?”  
 
      
 
    “Steve,” Diane said. “Don’t bother sending us any pictures anymore. I’ll come over to your place tonight to explain it. So don’t worry about it.”  
 
    “No more pictures?” Steve asked, surprised and happy.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing else either,” Diane said. “I’ll talk to you tonight. I gotta go.”  
 
      
 
    Steve hung up his phone. No more pictures? Nothing else either? He wondered what that meant. It sounded awfully good if it was true. But the fact that Diane was coming over later to “explain it” sounded all too worrisome. He had no doubt that those four witches had something else in mind that would make his life far worse than it already was. He immediately worried that Monica had finally figured out whatever she had been looking for from all the magic research Diane had said she was doing.   
 
      
 
    So if Monica now knew how to do something worse to him…. His thoughts turned immediately to something he hadn’t had much time to think about yet. His way to finally get back at all four of those witches. He just had to figure out how to do it. No matter what Monica did to him later, he had to figure out how to get all four of them – fired!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Mel took a large forkful of the salad Sissy had made for her earlier that morning, and stuck it in her mouth. As she chewed, she picked up the tiny baby spoon from out of the baby food jar, filled it with mush-like food from the jar, and stuck it into Sissy’s mouth. He couldn’t exactly protest since he was currently trapped into the custom made highchair in his office/nursery. This was the way they spent most of their lunches…whenever he was under her thumb, and whenever he was actually in the office, and whenever she didn’t have any prior lunchtime engagements. Feeding him his baby food meals three times a day had somehow made her feel even closer to him than ever. He was forced to depend on her, and she was forced to give him the close loving attention he craved.   
 
      
 
    “I’ve spent all morning going through those files you sent,” she told him. “Thank you for boiling it all down and recopying everything so that all I have to read, or look at, is the important stuff.”  
 
      
 
    “Youw wewcome,” he replied before she shoved another tiny bit of the baby food into his mouth.  
 
      
 
    “I see where you rearranged things too. It does kind of put things into a different perspective.”  
 
      
 
    “Fankth,” he said, waiting for more of his lunch.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me,” she said. “You know we’ve got to present this differently than anything normal.  
 
    You know this can never go to court. How do you think we should play this?”  
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t know,” he replied, one of the few phrases that ever left his mouth clearly. “As far as I can thee, thhe’th twyin to bwackmaiw them.”  
 
      
 
    Mel nodded. “That’s my impression too.”   
 
      
 
    “Tho don’t do it. Don’t take the cathe.”  
 
      
 
    Mel shook her head. “No. I’m going to take the case. There are other aspects of this that are entirely legal and justified. In fact, those are all the aspects that pertain directly to sexual discrimination that she’s suing them for in the first place.”  
 
      
 
    “Tho what awe you goin to do?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know yet,” Mel admitted. “I’m still looking through everything.” She smiled. “But the way you’ve rearranged some of that material is giving me some unique…options.”   
 
      
 
    She shoved another spoonful of baby food into his mouth. Yes, once again she was glad she had let Sissy look that material over first. He had rearranged things and presented her with several spreadsheets, regrouping and outlining several different subjects and factors. And based on those new groupings and outlines, Mel was starting to see her way out of some major problems. That just left a ton of other major problems to figure out now. But that was her job.  
 
      
 
    Sissy had done well for her yet again. Just like he always did. Once again she figured he deserved some kind of reward. But rewarding Sissy was far different than the rewards anyone else would think. She briefly wondered how Sissy would enjoy another trip to Europe. This time dressed and acting the entire time just as he was now. She had no doubt that the humiliation of having to do that would drive him absolutely crazy. Yes, just as soon as she could wrap this case up, maybe it was time for them both to take another little vacation.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Later that evening, Steve was still in his girly underwear, and was still wearing the girly booties. Knowing that Diane was coming, he didn’t dare take them off. He finally heard the knock at his door. “Diane,” he said as he opened it and saw her there. He quickly looked around. She was alone again. He stood back and let her in. “So what miserable things has Monica cooked up for me now?” he asked with more than a hint of frustration in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing,” Diane replied. “Nothing at all. In fact, like I told you earlier, you don’t have to worry about sending us any pictures at all anymore. In fact, you don’t have to wear anything you don’t want anymore.”  
 
      
 
    “Nothing?” Steve asked, not believing it.  
 
      
 
    “For now anyway. I can’t say what Monica will want to do later.”  
 
      
 
    “Later?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…in the future. You know?”  
 
      
 
    “So what the hell is going on now?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…nothing,” Diane replied. “We’ve just decided to lay off for a while. That’s all.”  
 
      
 
    “For a while,” Steve asked suspiciously. “What’s that mean?”  
 
      
 
    “For a while,” Diane replied. “Until we decide otherwise, I guess.”  
 
      
 
    Steve still wasn’t sure if that was good news, or just the calm before the real storm started. “So how about my underwear? That too?”  
 
      
 
    “Of course. Whatever you want to wear. We’re not forcing you to wear any of it anymore. We’re…done with you…for now anyway.”  
 
      
 
    It was the ‘for now anyway’ part that Steve was the most suspicious of. “You’re sure,” he asked again.  
 
      
 
    “Yes Steve. We’re done. For now anyway.”  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “I guess that’s good news.”  
 
      
 
    Diane was clearly surprised. “I thought it would be something you’d really want to hear.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh it is. Trust me. It’s just that I don’t trust Monica. I’m just waiting now for her to hit me with something even worse!”  
 
      
 
    “Steve,” Diane said, “I told you, we’re stopping for a while. Laying off completely.” She smiled. “But of course, if you want to wear that stuff, I certainly wouldn’t mind,” she said playfully.  
 
      
 
    “Forget it!” Steve said, now grinning. “I’m going out tonight to buy all new underwear.”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled, then she turned more serious. “Hey Steve, you haven’t heard anything about the company doing any layoffs have you?”  
 
      
 
    “Layoffs? No,” he said cautiously. “Why?”  
 
      
 
    “Because…um…I don’t know. Just something Ruth mentioned that has us all worried.”  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s just it. She wouldn’t tell us.”  
 
      
 
    Steve knew that Ruth worked up by the HR department. And if Ruth was worried about it, then that didn’t sound good at all. He thought that he was safe though, especially since Mr. Carter had just given him that new assignment to head up. Because of that, Steve wasn’t worried about getting laid off. He was worried about not getting that promotion. And then another thought hit him. If the company was indeed looking for people to lay off, then how could he get the witches on that list! If he could somehow manage that, then the company would do his dirty work for him.   
 
      
 
    “So you haven’t heard anything about that?” Diane asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve shook his head. “Nothing at all.”  
 
      
 
    “I just hope we’re wrong,” Diane replied, obviously worried about it.  
 
      
 
    But now that Diane had told him that he could wear normal underwear again, Steve had more important things on his mind. “Um…Diane, if you don’t mind. Since you say I can wear men’s underwear again, I’m going out tonight to buy some. I can’t wait!”  
 
      
 
    Diane’s mood suddenly changed as she giggled. “Maybe not tonight,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Why not?”   
 
      
 
    “Because we still have one last piece of business to figure out.”  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    She reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of pink handcuffs and held them up.  
 
      
 
    Steve stared at the handcuffs suspiciously. “For you…or me?” he asked.  
 
      
 
     Diane giggled. “Well, that’s the part we need to figure out. Flip a coin?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 38.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Blessed freedom! That’s all Steve could think as he finished getting dressed for work. No more women’s underwear. No more women’s clothes at all. And the witches weren’t going to pester him anymore. Hooray! Hooray! Hooray! He only hoped that it was true.   
 
      
 
    No more women’s clothes at all, but he was still wearing panties. That was only because Diane had spent the night last night and he never got a chance to go out and buy any new men’s underwear. But that was at the top of his list of things to do as soon as he got off of work today.   
 
      
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror. His newfound confidence showed – he thought. And why shouldn’t it. The witches were gone, and he was up for a promotion. Feeling great and more like himself than he had in a very long while, he straightened his tie, buttoned his jacket, and preened in front of the mirror, admiring himself like he hadn’t done in some time. Yes, he was still a great looking guy. Now he just needed to find someplace new to pick up women since those witches had pretty much destroyed his reputation at all his usual places. Something inside of him didn’t seem as happy with that thought. And for some reason, thoughts of crazy Diane moved into his head.   
 
      
 
    Crazy Diane. The two of them had wound up falling asleep last night, in his bed, handcuffed to each other. She hadn’t left until very early that morning. Early enough that Steve had gone back to sleep for a little while afterwards. Man could that woman make love – over and over and over again. She had worn him out several times last night, and she was still ready to keep going. What a woman! It was just too bad that she had to look so…dull. As he thought that, something inside of him felt angry about it, as if he was mentally kicking himself. Why?  
 
      
 
    With an air of total confidence in his step, Steve headed out the door for work.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan hadn’t gotten an email from Karen the night before, and now reading the email Karen had sent early that morning, she knew why. Handcuffed to Diane all night long? Without a doubt, Karen had a pretty good excuse for not writing Susan the night before. It was everything else in the email that now had Susan concerned.  
 
      
 
    What the heck was happening out there with Monica and her little group of fake witches? What was going on? No more games? That’s the way Karen had described it. They were suddenly not requiring him to do anything anymore? Setting him totally free? It was all so…sudden. As far as Susan could see, there had been no warning at all.   
 
      
 
    So if that was the case, was Steve now all hers to play with? Were Monica and her friends now totally out of the picture? She wanted to believe that, but it was just that one thing that Karen had said that Diane had seemed to stress a few times. Monica and her friends were out – for now! And Karen had the distinct impression that they would be back for more fun sometime in the future.   
 
      
 
    There was one other thing in Karen’s email that had Susan concerned, Steve was looking for some way to get revenge against not only Monica, but all her friends too. He was looking for some way to get them all fired! That was a nasty thought that Susan was going to keep a close eye on.  
 
      
 
    So now Susan needed to know what the heck was going on with Monica, her friends, and of course, their relationship with Steve. She quickly wrote an email to Monica asking just that.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was quiet in Mel’s office. You could hear a pin drop. More often than not, that’s the way it was. But Mel didn’t pay any attention to the quiet. She was totally focused on what she was working on – the same thing that had kept her up and working most of the night, and had her in her office earlier than usual that morning. The case of Ruth H. McGruder versus Hudgens Technology…and more truthfully, Gerald Hudgens, the president and founder of Hudgens Technology.  
 
      
 
    This would not be a “normal” case by any stretch of the imagination. Hopefully, it wouldn’t be any kind of case at all that would actually reach the court system. But of course, the courts were always a possibility. She doubted it would happen though, because in some ways this case would be pure and blatant blackmail – under the guise of a very legitimate sexual discrimination case.   
 
      
 
    She had spent most of last night redoing all of Ruth’s demands. Completely! Yet everything that Ruth had originally asked for was still represented. Including the one really stupid one that Mel already knew would most likely never happen. But since Ruth seemed to place such a high emphasis on it, Mel had paid it very special attention as well. In fact, extra special attention, just because she was curious…for personal reasons.  
 
      
 
    She had been up most of the night redoing that list, and she had been hard at work this morning making her own list of things that needed to be done and arranged for. She looked that list over carefully, trying to find additional problems and things to add. She couldn’t. It was time now for the next phase, drawing up the contract. And contracts were the one thing she enjoyed working on the most. She was an expert. In fact, she was now considered to be a noted expert on them. And this contract was going to be like nothing she had ever put together before.   
 
      
 
    More often than not, she worked on things for Harry Feinbaum that involved the sale or merger of companies. This wasn’t that kind of thing at all. More than likely, this contract would never get filed anywhere – except in some very secure safes, in her office, Harry’s office, and of course, at Hudgens Technology. With her notoriety as a contract lawyer, she had moved up into the really bigtime as far as legal work went. Sexual discrimination cases weren’t anything she would normally handle. But this case was different. This case had far reaching implications.   
 
      
 
    In the last few years, she had learned to play hardball with the legal system in ways she never believed she ever would. But when you reached a certain pinnacle in the game, it came with the territory. With this case, she would be playing hardball once again. And she was looking forward to it.  
 
      
 
    With her newly created list of demands as her guide, she began working on something that for her was nothing but fun and interesting. And the contract she would create would be about as ironclad as she could make it. It had to be!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Monica read the Sorceress’s email. Once again she was somewhat amazed at how much the Sorceress seemed to know. How did the woman do it? How did she do anything for that matter? Monica had been reading everything she possibly could about magic for the last week, and she was no closer to knowing how to do real magic than when she had started. According to most of what she had read, what the Sorceress was capable of doing was simply impossible. Yet it wasn’t impossible. Monica had seen the proof, time and time again, with her own eyes. And now this email was another little bit of that proof. The Sorceress had ways of finding out. But evidently, she couldn’t find out everything. Only those things that pertained directly to Steve. So therefore, the Sorceress was asking what was going on. Well, Monica was wondering what was going on as well – with Ruth!   
 
      
 
    She quickly typed her own reply to the Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    We don’t know what’s going on ourselves, but we got word that something is going on and we think it’s something serious. Just to be cautious, we have stopped everything we’re doing with Steve until we know more. None of us want to lose our jobs.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan read Monica’s short email with great interest. It explained everything – and nothing. As far as she could see, she once again had Steve all to herself to play with. The only problem was that Monica had said something was definitely going on. And if they were concerned about losing their jobs, then that something sounded big…and serious! Did any of that have to do with Steve wanting to get all those women fired? Were they somehow related? Karen hadn’t told her of anything Steve had done yet towards trying to get any of them fired.  
 
   
  
 

   
 
    She decided to be cautious about whatever she chose to pester Steve with next. She wasn’t sure if she would do something to him, or wait and see like those fake witches were doing. She’d ask Karen to keep her up to date. That was probably a better way to go about things…for now.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    On Thursday morning, Steve felt even more like his old self as he stood preening in front of his mirror. Part of that feeling was because he was no longer wearing anything at all that was feminine. Looking at himself in the mirror, he realized that he should have tried wearing a tie and jacket to work a long time ago. As far as he was concerned, he looked really good. Successful! The women would be dripping off of him. That is, if he could ever find anywhere to go where nobody knew him. Damn witches. With a spring in his step, he set off to work, still trying to come up with some way to get every last one of those witches fired.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Mel picked up her desk phone and dialed. Her call was answered quickly. “Hi Dottie,” she said to Harry Feinbaum’s personal secretary. “Is Harry In?” A moment later her call was put through. “Hi Harry, it’s Mel. Can you make time for me this morning? We need to talk. Oh, and it might be a good idea if Dick is there too. We’ve got a lot to go over.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve got up from his desk and made his way toward the elevator. Since Mr. Carter had given him the go-ahead to handle everything with his latest little project, he needed to confer with someone on who the best people were to work with. Carter had suggested he talk with HR about it. So now Steve was on his way to do just that.  
 
      
 
    As he entered the elevator though, he had more on his mind than just the right people to help with his project. He had layoffs on his mind as well. Particularly, layoffs for all four of those damn witches. Was there any way that he could accomplish that while he was up talking with Human Relations? He would just have to wait and see.   
 
      
 
    Once upstairs, just outside of the HR section, he passed Ruth’s small office. He noticed her inside hard at work on something. Not that he cared one bit what she was working on. He entered the HR office and two minutes later, was going over with one of their the people who might work out best for his project. Ten minutes after that, they had a list of three of the five people Steve figured he would need. As they discussed the next person, another of the HR people poked his head into the office. “Got a minute?” the man asked the guy Steve was working with.  
 
      
 
    “Uh…sure,” Steve’s contact replied. He turned to Steve. “Just give me a minute.” He got up from his desk and walked out.  
 
      
 
    Steve turned around in the chair he was sitting in and saw the two men walking out of the entire department. Knowing he would have a minute or two, he quickly got up and went around to the other side of the desk. He searched quickly through some of the papers and folders, but didn’t see anything that might pertain to layoffs, or who might be up for a promotion either. He checked the doorway, they still weren’t returning. Since the guy’s computer was still up, he quickly checked some of the files there, but again he didn’t see what he was looking for. No luck.   
 
      
 
    Instead of sitting back down, Steve wandered out of the office, just to wait for his contact’s return. While he waited, he looked around for any other possible avenues he could see to find out who might be getting laid off…or who might be on the promotion list. But as he expected, he found nothing evident. Two minutes later, the man he was working with was back, and the two of them sat down to discuss the final two people for Steve’s team. When they were done, Steve asked. “You’re sure these will be the best?”  
 
      
 
    “In my opinion,” the guy replied. He smiled. “Besides, we picked them all out together. You know what each of them are qualified to do.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. And I think they’re all going to be perfect. I’m just making sure none of them are going to get…laid off or something before this thing is finished.”  
 
      
 
    “Laid off! Why the heck would you worry about something like that? And trust me, I wouldn’t recommend anyone to you who was in danger of that.”  
 
      
 
    Steve could only thank the man and go back to his desk. No luck as far as finding the list of people to be laid off. But it had almost sounded to him like such a list might actually exist. But the real question remained. How could he get all of those damn witches on it?  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Mel sat in Harry Feinbaum’s office. Dick Feinbaum was there as well. The discussion had been long already as they discussed everything on the list that Mel was concerned about.   
 
      
 
    “So that leaves just the one last thing,” Mel said, “the safe-house for Ruth and her family. And for obvious reasons, I’m not going to put them up at my house. As much as my husband loves kids, Sissy is not the kind of person her children need to be around…when I’ve got him in the state he is now.”  
 
      
 
    “Definitely not!” Dick Feinbaum agreed whole heartedly.  
 
      
 
    “Heaven forbid!” Harry said at almost the same time. “Besides, since we’re concerned about the men this company hires to do their dirty work, then I think we need someplace we can post security guards around them all the time.”  
 
      
 
    Mel nodded. “Like it or not, they’re going to be needed. Until we know for sure that they’ll be safe, Ruth and her family are going to be stuck there. Personally, I don’t think they should even be allowed to leave.”  
 
      
 
    “That would be best,” Dick agreed. “But we can’t actually make her stay there. We have no legal authority to do that.”  
 
      
 
    “I know,” Mel replied. “But it will be for her family’s safety. Her entire family.”  
 
      
 
    “I’ll have my people find someplace out of the way,” Harry offered. “Maybe someplace that will seem like a vacation for all of them. That should help keep them happy.”  
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to contact the security company?” Dick asked.   
 
      
 
    Harry nodded. “Yes. Let them know what we’re going to need.”  
 
      
 
    Mel looked around. “Any other suggestions?”  
 
      
 
    “None that I can think of,” Harry replied. “When do you think you want to get started with this?”  
 
      
 
    “I need to talk to Ruth first and prepare her. This isn’t going to be easy for her. And I have no doubt she’s not going to be happy with some of it.”  
 
      
 
    “No doubt,” Harry agreed.  
 
      
 
    “If you think you can have everything ready,” Mel continued, “then I’d like to get this over with as soon as possible. Perhaps Monday might be a good day to drop the ball?”  
 
      
 
    Harry looked to Dick. “You see any problem with it?”  
 
      
 
    Dick shook his head. “No. None that I can see. Unless there’s some problem with the safehouse.”  
 
      
 
    Harry shook his head. “I’ll have Dottie look into finding somewhere right away. I know she’ll come up with something.”  
 
      
 
    Mel nodded. “Then I’ll call Ruth as soon as I get back to my office and see when she can talk. And Monday morning, we send a courier to Hudgens Technology.”  
 
      
 
    Harry nodded. “And I guess it’s time then for me to arrange another golf game with an acquaintance of mine in Washington.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth’s cell phone rang and she automatically checked to see who was calling. Her attorney! “Hello?” she said somewhat quietly.  
 
      
 
    “Ruth? It’s Melissa. How soon do you think you can come in to talk to me? Is it possible that you can you arrange to get off of work today? We have a lot to go over.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth thought about it. It sounded to her like her lawyer was finally ready to get off her ass and do something. “I’ll see if I can get off this afternoon. Will that be okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Perfect!” Mel replied. “Just let me know if you can’t. I’ll be here all afternoon.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan had Steve on her mind. Particularly, she had punishing him again on her mind. And of course, punishing him meant humiliating him in some fashion or another. But how? And should she? She wasn’t the least bit worried about Steve losing his job. Well, not that greatly anyway. Karen had indicated that Steve seemed to be up for a promotion, so she wasn’t worried about Steve’s job at all. But those witches…that was another matter. Anything she did to Steve right now, he would most likely directly blame them.   
 
      
 
    But was that a problem? She had full control of Steve, whether he knew that or not. He might blame the witches, but Karen would make sure he never actually did anything against them, no matter how hard he tried. And that included him actually doing anything to get them fired. So Steve blaming Monica and her friends wasn’t really a factor.   
 
      
 
    Monica said they were staying away from Steve for a while. But it was Thursday and the weekend would be coming soon. Susan just didn’t see any real reason to let an entire weekend go to waste – as far as Steve was concerned. So what could she do to him? What could she put him through?   
 
      
 
    Still unsure of exactly what she wanted to do to Steve, she opened her email program and began writing.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was shortly before lunch when Monica got the Sorceress’s email.   
 
      
 
    Dear Monica,  
 
      
 
    I know you and your friends are not doing anything with Steve for a little while. If you’re concerned about possible layoffs, then I think you’re doing the right thing. It’s better to be cautious.   
 
      
 
    But I’m not in the position you are. I’m many miles away and don’t work for your company. I agree that for now, as far as Steve is concerned, you should all stay away from him and let him remain at least somewhat normal – at work. But since I don’t work for your company, I see no reason why I can’t continue having fun with him – outside of his job. Because of that, I’m going to try to set something up for him this weekend.   
 
      
 
    I only wanted to let you know because after you told Steve you would be laying off of him for a while, I’m sure he’s still going to continue to blame you for what happens.   
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Monica read the email, but she wasn’t sure what to make of it. It sounded like the Sorceress didn’t care about their personal situation or fears. Or did she? The Sorceress had mentioned that she thought what they were doing was a good idea. So now she had to worry about whatever Steve would say or do next week when she got back to work – if he mentioned anything about it at all.   
 
      
 
    She saw Diane come back into the office. “Got another one from the Sorceress,” she told her.  
 
      
 
    “You did?” Diane said as she headed over to stand behind Monica. “Let me see.”  
 
      
 
    Monica let her read the short email. “Hmm…” Diane muttered. “I wonder what she’s going to do.”  
 
      
 
    “No telling,” Monica replied. “She didn’t say anything about it.”  
 
      
 
    “No. Usually she lets us know at least something.”  
 
      
 
    “Usually,” Monica agreed.  
 
      
 
    “I wonder…”  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    “If she’ll let me tag along with whatever she does.”  
 
      
 
    Monica was surprised. “You want to go with him…again? The last time you spent the entire day wandering around at the mall. And you want to spend more time with him?”  
 
      
 
    Diane of course didn’t tell Monica about all the time she had been spending at his apartment. Monica didn’t need to know that. She just shrugged. “Why not?” she replied. “Maybe I’ll email her and see what she says.  
 
      
 
    Monica shook her head. “You’re crazy!”  
 
      
 
    “So?”  
 
      
 
    “So let’s get out of here and get some lunch!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth waited until after lunch before she went to see her lawyer. She was anxious, but she figured that even a lawyer deserved the opportunity to eat something once in a while. When she walked in, she was shown directly to Mel’s office again.  
 
      
 
    “Hi Ruth,” Mel said as she got up from her desk. “Why don’t we sit where it’s more comfortable?” Mel grabbed a thick file folder from her desk before she joined Ruth in her seating area.   
 
      
 
    “What we’re going to try to do,” Mel said, “is to force some policy changes and a minor restructuring of the company.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Ruth replied. “But I still want to sue them. Ten million dollars!”  
 
      
 
    “We’ll get to that,” Mel told her. She opened the thick folder. “I won’t show you the actual contract I wrote, but everything we’re going to discuss today is in it, plus a few other things to make sure they stick to it.”  
 
      
 
    “Contract? I thought this would just be a simple legal case.”  
 
      
 
    Mel shook her head. “There’s nothing simple about it at all.”  
 
      
 
    “Do I still get my money? And how about the other things I asked for, especially against that bastard Steve?”  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled as she removed the new list of demands that she had written from the folder. It’s all in here, including that one…odd request. I’ve made sure to account for it all.” She passed the papers in her hand over to Ruth. “I reworked your requests and this is the boiled down version that the contract is built around.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth started reading the document, but she didn’t get more than a few words in, when she stopped and blinked. She stared down at the paper in front of her, then looked up at Mel. “Fifty…million dollars?”  
 
      
 
    “We needed an amount that would make this more serious for the company. Ten million would certainly catch their attention, but it could also be all too easily dismissed, paid, and everything else you asked for ignored.   
 
      
 
    “In a normal court case like this, the most you would ever be awarded is probably a few thousand dollars, and very likely, far less, and I’m sure the company knows it. Since we’re stressing sexual discrimination on your behalf, but also on behalf of all the female employees in your company, we want to be taken seriously. Fifty million dollars will ensure that they pay a little more attention to what we’re going to ask for. In fact, I seriously considered asking for a hundred million. But I finally settled on fifty.  
 
      
 
    “You will note however that the final amount will be determined by several other factors. The one big one is that we’re offering them a fifty-percent discount on the final amount if they go ahead and sign off on everything in the contract I’m proposing.”  
 
      
 
    “So if they sign that, then I only get twenty-five million?”  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled. “You were originally asking for ten. A court of law would most likely award you a few thousand. Do you have a problem with it?”  
 
      
 
    “No! Not at all,” Ruth replied quickly. “I just didn’t imagine….”  
 
      
 
    “There are other factors as well that could affect the amount, but I’m trying to work things so that they won’t be a factor at all.”  
 
      
 
    “What kind of factors?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, for one, for every twenty-four hours that they delay and they don’t show up to discuss this, or that contract doesn’t get signed, the amount goes up by ten million dollars. We’re trying to force them to the table and get this done as quickly as possible.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded, still stunned by the larger amount of money. “That should do it, I would think.”  
 
      
 
    “Do you want to look over the rest of what I’ve got in there?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth looked down at the papers in her hand and began reading again. But again she didn’t get far. “Where’s my second item? The one pertaining to Steve? I don’t see it.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s at the end now,” Mel told her. “Since you’ve been placing such a big emphasis on it, I’m dealing with it in a more severe manner so it doesn’t get overlooked.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth went back to reading again, but now she was reading quickly. A number of things caught her eye that she really wanted to ask about, but she was more interested in finding out what had been done to the things she had spelled out for Steve. Consequently, it didn’t take her long to turn the page.   
 
      
 
    The entire second page seemed to be devoted to what she wanted done to Steve. Everything she had asked for was there, along with a few other things. “Five years?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “I put a time limit on it, because otherwise they could keep him there for a few weeks, and then dismiss him. Too long wouldn’t have worked either. I felt five years was sufficient. At the end of which, the company can either keep him there, or dismiss him. You’ll also note the additional incentive of one million dollars for each of those five years should they terminate his employment.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth nodded as she stared at the page.   
 
      
 
    “I have to tell you though,” Mel continued, “that most likely your friend Steve will elect to quit and not accept this change at all. Even if it means he might wind up in court for the things he did to your friend Monica. With a good lawyer, he could wind up with nothing more than a big slap on the wrist for it.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth thought about that. It was exactly the thing she didn’t want to happen. “What if…” she started as she tried to consider something she had thought about a number of times now.  
 
      
 
    “Yes?” Mel asked.  
 
      
 
    “What if…I could…guarantee that he would sign it and go along with everything here.”  
 
      
 
    Mel’s eyebrows went up. “Do you know something else damaging against him? Some kind of blackmail? This is already serious. I need to know if you’re contemplating making it worse.”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “Nothing like that at all. And nothing at all illegal.”  
 
      
 
    “So that would have to mean that he really is into humiliation. Perhaps not like my husband, but certainly enough for him to go along with all of that.”  
 
      
 
    Again Ruth shook her head. “Trust me, Steve is not like that at all.”  
 
      
 
    “Then how?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth took a big breath. “I was trained as an engineer. I believe in science. I don’t believe in magic. Or at least, I didn’t used to. But lately…I’ve seen enough things I can’t understand to seriously make me start believing in magic. And for the life of me, I can’t figure out any other explanation for it. For any of it, because I’ve seen it time and time again now.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
      
 
    “Magic! At least as far as Steve is concerned.”  
 
      
 
    “He’s a magician?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth shook her head. “Not him. But magic against him…and I guess only him. But there’s simply no other explanation!”  
 
      
 
    Mel didn’t believe what she was saying for a moment.  
 
      
 
    “I just don’t know if she’ll go along with it,” Ruth finally finished.  
 
      
 
    “Who…will go along with what?” Mel asked.  
 
      
 
    “All this!” Ruth told her, brandishing the papers in her hand. “Everything pertaining to Steve.”  
 
      
 
    “And who are we talking about?”  
 
      
 
    Ruth looked Mel straight in the eyes. Her voice was almost a whisper. “The Sorceress!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    At the end of her business day, Susan checked her email again. She hadn’t gotten anything back from Monica after the email she had sent out earlier, so she was guessing that Monica wasn’t going to protest or complain about her plans at all. But when she got into her email, Susan was surprised to see yet another email from Diane. She quickly opened it and read it.  
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    I saw the email you sent to Monica. What do you have planned? And is there any way I can go along with him to watch? Please?  
 
      
 
    Please let me know,  
 
      
 
    Diane.  
 
      
 
    Susan shook her head. She should have realized that Diane would want to be there. Diane was way too hooked on Steve! Susan’s only problem was, she wasn’t totally sure of what she wanted to do with Steve, but she was considering a few good ideas.   
 
      
 
    She quickly typed back her reply telling Diane she wasn’t sure yet what she wanted to do with Steve. She also promised to write Diane again tomorrow once she finalized her plans.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    That night, when Karen went into the special email account that had been set up for her to contact Susan, she found an email waiting for her, asking her to call Susan as soon as she got the chance. A few minutes later, Karen and Susan were discussing possibilities for Steve’s further “enjoyment.”   
 
      
 
    Susan was mostly concerned about things between Monica as well as the possible layoffs that had been hinted at. But in the end, Karen was just as anxious to continue having fun with Steve as Susan was.   
 
      
 
    They discussed a few possibilities, none of which sounded like good ideas – under the circumstances, especially since Diane wanted to be part of it. And Karen was really trying to think of Diane as a personal friend.   
 
      
 
    In the end though, Karen herself came up with a suggestion. Something that she had wanted to try for some time now. Because of that, a decision was finally reached. Karen was absolutely giddy she was so happy.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was fairly late at night when Ruth sat down in front of her computer. Her kids were long in bed and her husband had just retired for the night. She had discussed in detail with him everything she had learned from her lawyer that afternoon. He wasn’t happy about some of it, but he could easily see where it would be necessary. If all went well, their entire family would have to pack up soon and disappear – for their own safety. And Ruth knew all too well how prudent it was going to be. Convincing her husband had been somewhat of a chore, but the promise of twenty-five to fifty million dollars was more than enough to finally sway her husband to completely agree…despite the situation with his own job.  
 
      
 
    But that was simply one matter. Now it was time for Ruth to address the matter of Steve. Very carefully, she typed out her email. She read it through three times, making sure it was just what she wanted. Finally, she hit the send button. Her husband didn’t know anything about the Sorceress, and she meant to keep it that way. Now, with her email sent, she would just have to see what the Sorceress would do about it all.  
 
    Chapter 39.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The moment Diane got to work on Friday, a few minutes earlier than usual, she checked for an email from the Sorceress. She was excited to see it waiting for her. She opened it quickly and read it carefully. It was a very short one.   
 
      
 
    Diane,  
 
      
 
    I know how much you like Steve, but this time I recommend you leave Steve alone for the weekend. Your presence could only hinder what I have planned for him Saturday night.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Diane wasn’t happy at all. She had been looking forward to another fun weekend with Steve. Perhaps the entire weekend. But now the Sorceress had claimed that she would hinder what she had planned? How? What was she planning on doing with Steve…Saturday night?   
 
      
 
    Perturbed, she closed her email program as Monica walked into the office. Monica didn’t need to know she had written to the Sorceress again. Even if the Sorceress was once again not being very kind to her.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    As always, Susan checked her email when she got to work on Friday morning. She was shocked to see an email from an unknown address with a subject that said: “For the Sorceress.” She opened it and read it.  
 
      
 
    Dear Sorceress,  
 
      
 
    We have never communicated directly before, but I am Ruth, Monica’s friend and a former “witch” in their little coven dedicated to punishing Steve. I have no doubt you know who I am. I’m just not sure how much you actually know about me. From what little I’ve been able to piece together, you only know what you can find out directly as it pertains to Steve and nothing more. So hopefully, what you know is very limited. I’m not going to tell you anything else about me, and you have no need to know anything else.  
 
      
 
    I do need to tell you just a little bit about what’s going on, but I ask that you please don’t let Monica or anyone else know. This is private and personal, and in the end, if everything works out the way I hope it will, not only Monica and the other witches will benefit, but so will all the other women in the company. So please do not relay what I am going to discuss with you here to anyone at all, even though what I will tell you here will only be a very small part of what I am trying to accomplish.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress. I do not believe in magic, yet I have no other explanation for any of what I’ve seen that you can do. But whether it is magic or not makes no difference. One fact stands perfectly clear – you can control what Steve does. And you can make him do almost anything at all – whether it is something he might want to do, or even something that he is strongly against. That little trick you did to stop him from using that gun and turning it against himself was a very good example of just how much control over him you have, and just how powerful you are.   
 
      
 
    Very soon now, hopefully beginning on Monday, I am going to be suing the company for sexual discrimination. There are a number of details I have outlined that I want from the company in return. There is also one special piece of interest to me that affects Steve personally. I’m afraid that I have singled Steve out specifically since he and I joined the company on the same day to work at the same job. And since then, he has been the one person I have focused on for every bit of frustration this company has thrown at me over the years – even though most of it has not come directly from Steve at all. He has simply become a major symbol to me representing all of it. Of course, the fact that he really is a despicable bastard doesn’t help his cause one bit. And in my opinion, despite my personal feelings toward him, he deserves everything I have outlined that I want done to him, and probably a whole lot more.  
 
      
 
    The few people who have seen my requests so far, are all highly placed lawyers. None of them believe that Steve will agree to any of the things that I want for him. Every last one of them firmly believes that he will not agree and quit the company instead, which would then cause another little clause to go into effect – the original of the signed confession stating that he was the one who ransacked Monica’s apartment and stole her jewelry will be sent directly to the police. I have no doubt that the police will promptly arrest him. But according to my lawyers, depending on how good his council is, he may get off with very little more than a slap on the wrist over it. I would much rather see him suffer instead.  
 
      
 
    From the very beginning, Monica, Diane, Carla, and I have noted that everything you’ve done to Steve has been in the form of humiliating him through feminizing or sissifying him in some way or another. You yourself have even admitted this in one of your emails, stating that it is the easiest way for you to work. I don’t know why that is, nor do I care. I do know that because of it, you may very well be interested in my hopes for Steve, and I am praying that you will go along with my wishes and help me accomplish this.   
 
      
 
    Sorceress, I have just this one single request: Please force Steve to accept the terms I’m going to outline below. Force him to accept them, and don’t let him quit and be arrested instead. Please! This is all I ask of you. And I hope in light of the way you seem to enjoy humiliating Steve that you will find what I am suggesting to be of interest to you.   
 
      
 
    I will do my best to explain the things I’ve outlined for Steve’s future.   
 
      
 
    I was originally hired as an engineer along with Steve, on the same day, to work at the same job. But because I am a woman, I was forced to do other menial tasks instead that the company feels should be handled by a woman. Eventually the company moved me out of the job I was hired for and made those menial tasks my full-time position. I want Steve to be moved from his current position as an engineer, into the position that I am serving in right now. In that capacity, his main responsibilities will include organizing birthday and retirement parties, setting up the board room for meetings, organizing all the company fund raising campaigns, and many other duties that are so trivial that nobody else wants anything at all to do with them.   
 
      
 
    Since he will be doing work that this company deems only a woman should do, then he must dress completely as a woman whenever he is at work. And by completely, I mean he must adhere to the company dress code for women, even though it is far more lax and lenient than I would prefer for Steve. In this capacity, I expect him to try his best to look and act like a woman, including styling his hair or wearing a wig. When he is not at work, I don’t care what he wears, male or female, but on the job he is to be considered a woman in the company and by the company in every way possible, including having to use the female rest rooms.  
 
      
 
    In the capacity of his new job, his pay will be reduced to the original pay I started at in that position. I’m sure it will be a substantial reduction from the amount he makes now, but that is the way women in this company have been treated for many years. He will of course be able to get the same raises that I hope to give to the rest of the women in the company. But those raises will still be dependent on his starting pay in the new position he will be occupying and his old salary amounts will no longer be considered.  
 
      
 
    When I created my list of demands, I hadn’t thought about any kind of time limit for any of it, but my lawyer has set a time period of five years on everything. And after she has explained that it would be necessary, I can understand her reasoning. So Steve will be locked in this position for a period of no less than five years. After that, the company can either keep him there, or he can leave and find work elsewhere. That will be up to him – five years in the future.  
 
      
 
    Sorceress, nobody believes that Steve will go along with this and sign an agreement moving him into my current job. Nobody believes it, but I believe in you. I believe in the power you have over Steve to make him do this. So please, grant this one and only request that I have.  
 
      
 
    I ask this humbly,  
 
      
 
    Ruth.  
 
      
 
    Susan stared at the email in front of her, but she didn’t read it a second time. There was no need. She now knew what was going on out there, and it had nothing at all to do with anyone getting laid off…except perhaps Ruth. Susan couldn’t see how a sexual discrimination case could ever do anything for anyone except the person involved. And if Ruth didn’t win the case, she would most likely stand a good chance of getting fired. But that was her business. And obviously, Ruth seemed to think she was going to win.   
 
      
 
    She thought about the things Ruth wanted to do to Steve. Yes, it would be very easy to just tell Karen to sign whatever they wanted her to sign…or make Steve sign it. But the problem was, she wasn’t sure she wanted to do that. Moving Steve into Ruth’s job…as a woman…sort of…was a very major step. Literally a life changing event for Steve. And evidently he would be stuck in that position for the next five years.   
 
      
 
    There was a lot that Susan needed to think about before she agreed or disagreed with Ruth’s request. She was going to need time to mull it over and decide. The problem was, she didn’t have a lot of time. According to Ruth, her court case was supposed to happen on Monday. And it was already Friday! Not much time at all.   
 
      
 
    She quickly wrote back to Ruth:  
 
      
 
    Ruth,  
 
      
 
    This is not anything I had ever intended for Steve. I’m going to have to spend some time considering it carefully.  
 
      
 
    The Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Blessed normalcy! That was Steve’s reaction as he finally crawled out of bed on Saturday morning – much later than usual. The witches were done with him and he could start getting his life back on track…somehow. Normal underwear. Normal clothes. Normal life! Finally!   
 
      
 
    He spent the morning doing little jobs around his apartment. Laundry, a little cleaning up. Nothing too much. He kept the TV on for some background entertainment and enjoyed his relaxing morning. For a brief few moments, he considered tossing out all of the women’s clothes that now clogged his dresser and closet, but something in the back of his mind kept warning him that it would be a bad idea. Why, he wasn’t sure. But knowing the power of those witches, he figured that maybe it would be prudent to hold onto all that junk…for now.  
 
      
 
    He went out for a burger at lunch, then came home again and sat in front of the TV to watch another game. The games on TV every weekend were some of his favorite things on TV.   
 
      
 
    In the middle of the afternoon, he was watching another game, when he drifted off to sleep. Actually, Steve drifted off to sleep, Karen was simply taking over. She turned the TV off for a while. She wasn’t interested. She had other things on her mind. And at the top of her list was doing some research on the internet. Twenty minutes later, she had a list of possible places she wanted to try later that evening.   
 
      
 
    That done, she went back to the chair Steve had been sitting in and turned the TV on again. A few minutes later, Steve roused himself from the little nap he had been taking and avidly watched the game again – totally unaware that Karen had taken over for a little while.  
 
      
 
    Late in the afternoon, Steve ordered himself a pizza for dinner and had it delivered. Karen toyed with the idea of dressing Steve up before the deliveryman got there, but Steve was already going to be in for a difficult night. No sense jumping the gun now.   
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until seven o’clock in the evening that things suddenly went haywire for Steve. He was sitting watching TV, waiting for another show to start, when all of a sudden his body got up and headed for the bedroom – and he didn’t want to go to the bedroom. Once again, he wasn’t in charge of his body at all. He mentally yelled and screamed and cursed at those damn witches, but there was nothing in the world that he could seem to do about it.   
 
      
 
    He was forced to watch as he got completely undressed and got into the shower. He was forced to watch as he shaved every bit of his body clean. He was forced to watch as his body grabbed a frilly pink panty and bra set from his drawer and put them on, along with the dreaded breast forms he hated almost as much as everything else. He was forced to stare at his face for what seemed like an eternity as his body went about applying makeup – all too carefully. He was forced to watch as his body selected a garter belt and some stockings to go with it. He was forced to watch as his body selected a nice skirt and top from his closet and put them on. He was forced to watch as his body added a necklace and bracelet. And he was forced to smell the damn perfume that his body insisted on spraying liberally in far too many places. Yuck! And then he was forced to watch as his body moved all too many of his things into one of his purses, check his reflection in the mirror, and then walk out the door.   
 
      
 
    No! Not again! Not again! Not again! And there was nothing in the world that Steve could do about it. He was forced to go along for the ride and that was it. Someday. Somehow. Somewhere…he was going to kill those damn witches. Every last one of them. And one of them in particular – named Monica!  
 
      
 
    He didn’t know where he was going when his body got into the car and drove out of the parking lot, but he already didn’t like it. He was angry, frustrated, panicked, and ready to commit murder – if only he could. Would his problems with the witches never end? And they had said they were done with him! Obviously, witches were liars! Something he should have already known. Never, ever, trust a witch!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve’s car wasn’t the only car to leave the parking lot. Diane followed right behind him. She had been waiting in her car since late in the afternoon, just waiting for him to leave. She had almost given up waiting a number of times. Now, she was glad she had stayed.  
 
      
 
    Where was he going? She had no idea. She followed him as best she could as he seemed to be heading into the middle of the city.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Karen was excited. This was going to be a special night for her…she hoped. She was especially happy because Steve was so miserable in the background of her head. She had been created to torment him, and she loved doing it. His ranting and anger were only sweet music to her ears.  
 
      
 
    There! There it was! The first place on her list. It took her a few minutes to find a parking place, but once she did, she excitedly got out of the car, checked her skirt and top, locked the car, and headed toward the first gay bar on her list.   
 
      
 
    Karen had pleaded with Susan for this opportunity, and now she finally had it. She may have had to reside in Steve’s male body, but she had been created by Susan as female. And from the start, Susan had programmed her to be interested in men, with the possible intention of enjoying sex with them. But things hadn’t worked out that way for her. In Saint Thomas she had learned all too well the joys of sex with women instead. And since then, she had only made love to women. Fortunately, through her shared body with Steve, she absolutely loved every second of it. And fortunately, Susan had explained to her that making love to women was just fine and she shouldn’t feel bad about that at all. But tonight was going to be different. She had tasted women. Now Karen was desperate to experience a man.   
 
      
 
    She was nervous as she walked through the door. The place was dimly lit with mostly pinpoint areas of light at the booths and of course over the bar area. She headed for the bar and climbed up onto a bar stool. She smiled welcomingly at the men sitting nearby who all turned to look at her.   
 
      
 
    “Can I buy you a drink?” one of them asked as she was still settling herself on her stool.  
 
      
 
    “What’s your name, honey?” the man on her other side asked.  
 
      
 
    Karen smiled at the first man and said, “Sure.” Then she turned to the other side. “I’m Karen,” she said with a broad smile.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, hi Karen,” the man replied as he moved his bar stool closer.  
 
      
 
    “What kind of drink would you like?” the first man asked, clearly perturbed that the other man was trying to move in.  
 
      
 
    “Um…do you think they have pina coladas here?” she asked the first man.  
 
      
 
    “Pina colada for the…lady,” the man said firmly to the bar tender.  
 
      
 
    “I haven’t seen you before,” the second man said.  
 
      
 
    “Um…it’s my first time here,” Karen replied, realizing that the first man on her other side had now moved in closer as well. She felt like a girl sandwich, something that actually made her giggle.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Inside of Steve’s head, Steve himself felt sick over where all this drivel talk was most likely leading. It was as if his worst fears in the world were suddenly coming true. And he had no way on earth to stop any of it.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “So what brings you out tonight?” man number one asked.  
 
      
 
    Karen looked surprised. “Um…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I’m hoping to get…lucky,” she said, just loud enough that both men could hear her. She didn’t miss the looks between both men, both of whom moved in even closer. Karen quickly sized up each of them. They both looked like somewhat losers, but neither of them were that bad either. She just wasn’t sure which of them she’d rather go to bed with…if she went to bed with one of them. And inside her head, Steve was now shouting his absolute horror. Delicious!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Outside, looking in through the window, Diane was fuming. The Sorceress had Steve trying to make out with a man. And not just one, but two men! Diane didn’t realize she was looking through the window of a gay bar. There were no signs on the outside proclaiming it, and the dim interior didn’t let her really see anything except the brighter lit area at the bar.   
 
      
 
    It wasn’t the fact that Steve was already having far more luck finding a man than she ever had, what bothered her was the fact that Steve would be interested in anyone other than her at all – even though Diane was sure that it was all the Sorceress’s doing. And she wouldn’t put it past the Sorceress at all to be making those two guys fawning over Steve to be so interested as well. The Sorceress was certainly powerful enough.   
 
      
 
    A man walked past her heading for the door. He stopped and looked back at Diane peering through the window. “Huh!” he grunted. “You going in after your husband, or just spying on him?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not married!” Diane returned angrily.  
 
      
 
    “Your boyfriend then.” He shook his head. “Lady, I suggest you look for a new boyfriend!”  
 
    With that, he opened the door and went inside, leaving Diane fuming at the window. He walked over toward the bar. “Hey, some lady outside is spying on her boyfriend,” he laughed.  
 
      
 
    The men at the bar quickly looked to the windows where they saw Diane see them and quickly back away out of sight. But by the time Karen could get turned around enough to see, there was no one there.   
 
      
 
    “I wonder who it was?” man number one said.  
 
      
 
    “She was looking this way,” man number two noted.  
 
      
 
    “Your wife?” he asked Karen.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, I’m not married,” Karen replied. “And trust me when I tell you that I don’t have a girlfriend.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I believe that!” man number one said.  
 
      
 
    “Me too!” man number two agreed.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane backed away from the window and went back to her car. Just wait till she got her hands on Steve. She’d…well, she didn’t know exactly what she was going to do to him, but she knew she was going to punish him severely for this. Even though she knew the fault was all with the Sorceress. She stayed in her car, fuming and watching the door to the bar. She was going to follow Steve until he got all the way home. And then…well, that was just interesting things to think about while she waited.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Another drink?” man number two asked.   
 
      
 
    “Um…sure,” Karen replied.   
 
      
 
    “Wait a second though,” man number two said. “Before I go spending my money, what’s the chance of you and me really hooking up tonight?”  
 
      
 
    “Hey! That’s what I want to know,” man number one added forcefully.  
 
      
 
    Karen looked back and forth between them. She still hadn’t made up her mind.  
 
      
 
    “So which one of us?” man number one finally asked.  
 
      
 
    Karen looked between them again, then smiled mischievously. “Actually, she said, “I was thinking of…both of you.”  
 
      
 
    Both men looked at each other and smiled. “Another pina colada for the lady here,” man number two called to the bartender.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane sat fuming in her car watching the door to the bar for almost an hour before she saw Steve walk out…with both guys from the bar seeming to be all over him. All three of them were just a little too chummy for her taste.   
 
      
 
    She watched as the three of them talked for a minute, then all three of them went their separate ways and Steve headed for his car. Finally! Diane was more than ready to go home…or back to Steve’s apartment where she was going to give him a good piece of her mind!  
 
      
 
    When Steve finally pulled out of his parking place, Diane followed. But a minute later, she was completely puzzled when she realized that Steve wasn’t going home. “Now what?” she said angrily into the junky interior of her car.  
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, she saw Steve’s car turn into the parking lot of an older rundown motel. She drove past it, then turned around. By the time she drove past it again, she saw both the guys from the bar with Steve, and they were all heading toward the motel office. Diane couldn’t believe it, and it made her even angrier. She pulled into the far side of the parking lot and watched as Steve and his two new friends walked from the office to one of the rooms where all three disappeared inside. She was going to kill him! And she didn’t care what the Sorceress thought about it.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Are you boys…man enough for me?” Karen asked sexily as she stood in the room and slipped her skirt off, revealing the garter belt and stockings she was wearing underneath.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know about him, but I am,” man number one said as he moved up close and put his arms around Steve. He held Steve and planted a big passionate kiss on his mouth.   
 
      
 
    Steve kissed the man just as passionately. And then he was grabbed from behind, turned around, and he quickly found himself in another passionate kiss with man number two. Karen could already feel her body’s stupid male appendage responding, despite the vehement protests Steve was yelling in her head.  
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, the two men were totally naked and Karen was down to her bra, garter belt, stockings, and heels. All three of them somehow made it to the bed together as one passionate unit, where they laid there caressing each other and kissing each other. Ten minutes later, Karen had one cock in her mouth, while the other man was pounding away at her rear end. Ten minutes after that, the two men had reversed places and Karen had a different cock buried inside her while her fingers worked on the now totally limp cock of the first man. Steve in the back corner of her head, was nothing but sick.  
 
      
 
    And then while Karen was getting pounded in the rear by man number two, she finally felt one of them grabbing and massaging her cock…Steve’s cock. The man who she was now trying to bring back to life was finally paying a different kind of attention to her. The pounding in her rear continued, the cock in her hands was growing ever so slowly, and the feelings of ecstasy to her own cock were all she could think about. The man in her rear finally orgasmed, and as he pounded extra hard, Karen came too, in one glorious orgasm that spurted all over man number one as well as part of herself.   
 
      
 
    The three of them wound up side by side on the bed for a few minutes before man number one got up to get dressed. Man number two quickly joined him, and the two of them left the room to go home before Karen herself even got off of the bed. Steve, still in the back of her mind, was still sick over it all. It was a few minutes before Karen finally got up and got dressed, reliving the entire delightful evening in her head. She had enjoyed it…especially Steve’s discomfort. But in truth, she found she enjoyed sex with women far more. Maybe it was because of the male body she had to inhabit with Steve. But the reasoning didn’t matter. Sex with men was okay. But sex with women was far better. She washed her face, touched up her makeup, and headed out to her car.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane saw the two men leave, but not Steve. She waited a few minutes and still didn’t see him. She was beginning to worry. Did those two men hurt him? That was entirely too possible. She was about to get out of her car to go check on him when she saw the hotel door open again and Steve finally walked out. She watched as he headed over toward his car, and then he seemed to just stand there looking at it.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve felt nauseous. In more than just his mind. That damn witch had just made him have the most demented sex possible with not just one man, but two! And now when he wanted to go home, he was just standing there next to his car and not moving. Why? But a sudden suspicion made him test moving his own body. His hand reached out as he wanted it to and touched his car. He was back in control again. The damn witch was gone – he hoped! And with that, he yelled every bit of his frustration and anger up into the air as he pounded with his fists on the back end of his car.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane, on the other side of the parking lot, was surprised. She had seen something like it before when the Sorceress had woken Steve up in the mall. Once again, she was guessing that Steve was back and the Sorceress was gone. She watched as Steve quickly got into his car and drove off. And once again, she followed him.  
 
      
 
    She was relieved when she saw Steve pull into the parking lot for his own apartment building. She herself parked a few places further away. Before she got out of the car, she saw him getting out of his car. She watched as he gripped his purse in a very unfeminine manner, and then angrily smack the hood of his car with it as he walked past. Steve was halfway up the steps before she herself got out of her car and hurried after him.   
 
      
 
    She didn’t catch up to him until he had just unlocked and opened his door. “Steve!” she said angrily.  
 
      
 
    Steve turned, totally surprised to see Diane there. “Diane?”  
 
      
 
    Diane walked angrily up to him, and slapped him in the face as hard as she could. “You bastard!” she exclaimed angrily. “You had to go out and have sex with someone else!”  
 
      
 
    “You…saw?” Steve stammered as he rubbed his sore face.  
 
      
 
    “Damn you!” Diane yelled as she slapped him again. “Of course I saw. I followed you all night!”  
 
      
 
    Something dawned on Steve. “Then it wasn’t Monica that made me do that…it was you!  
 
    You were the one who was closest to me. You’re the real witch who made me do it!”  
 
      
 
    “Not me, you idiot! There’s only one person in the world with that kind of power.”  
 
      
 
    “Monica!” Steve fumed.  
 
      
 
    Diane backed off, realizing that she had almost said the Sorceress. She didn’t correct Steve. Instead she literally pushed him inside his own apartment and closed the door behind them. “I’m so mad at you I could scream!” she yelled.  
 
      
 
    “What did I do? I couldn’t help what happened tonight. And trust me, I would have given anything to be able to prevent any of it. I hated it!”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t give a damn!” Diane returned. “I’m still mad.”  
 
      
 
    “Then complain to Monica!”  
 
      
 
    “Damn you!” Diane yelled again. “She grabbed his hand and pulled him hard…directly toward his bedroom.   
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
      
 
    “Shut up!”  
 
      
 
    She kept dragging him straight to his bed where she pulled harder on his arm and fished it around one of the sturdy decorative upright pieces of the headboard. Reaching into her purse with her other hand, she pulled out a pair of handcuffs. A moment later, Steve’s hands were handcuffed, and he was thoroughly stuck to his bedframe. “Just stay there till I get back,” she said angrily before walking back to the living room.  
 
      
 
    She opened his front door and found his keys still in the lock. She took them.  
 
      
 
    “Hey!” Steve yelled. “Don’t leave me here like this. I’ve got to pee!”  
 
      
 
    “Tough!” she yelled back. “Wet yourself for all I care. I’ll be back later!”   
 
      
 
    She slammed his front door and went back to her car. What a miserable day. Everything made even worse by having to sit and wait while Steve made love to two guys. Guys! Not even women! But what hurt her the most, was that it was someone else he had been having sex with, not her. She wanted him all to herself. Everyone else hated Steve. She hated him too. But that didn’t mean she didn’t still want him.   
 
      
 
    She knew it was all the Sorceress’s fault, but to her that didn’t matter. Steve had made love to someone else, and that’s the primary thing she was seeing. Well, there were ways that she could make sure that little problem would never happen again. She might like being submissive once in a while, but she still had her dominant side too. And since she did, she knew exactly what she wanted to do about that problem.   
 
      
 
    She made a brief stop on the way home at a sex shop she sometimes went into to find her toys. She knew exactly what she wanted to buy. Ten minutes later, she was back in her car and heading home.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    In the back of Steve’s mind, Karen was somewhat enjoying Steve’s latest plight. She had no idea what had gotten into Diane or what her problem might be, but feeling Steve’s latest frustration and anger over being handcuffed to his own bed was nothing but a wonderful feeling for Karen. It was like the cherry on top of an ice-cream Sunday after the rest of her evening.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Steve was more than frustrated. He was hurt, angry, and still sick over having been forced to have sex with not just one, but two stupid guys. Totally…miserable! And to make matters worse, those two guys had cum in his backside, and now it was leaking out into his panties. He could feel how wet and sticky his backside was. Yuck! And now he needed to pee so bad it was starting to hurt.   
 
      
 
    He pulled hard on his bound hands, but all it did was to hurt his wrists. He pulled this way and that, trying to break his own bedframe. But his efforts did nothing but hurt him as the unyielding metal handcuffs cut into his wrists and refused to give. Where was that witch Diane? What was she doing? When was she coming back? And what the heck was her problem in the first place? She didn’t have any reason to be angry at him. He was the one with all the reason to be angry. And he was certainly that!  
 
      
 
    An hour and a half later, he was so desperate to pee that he was going from laying on the bed to standing next to it, to dancing around in the tiny space he could move in.  He heard the door finally opening. “Diane? Is that you?” No answer. But a moment later he was relieved to see Diane walk into his bedroom. He wasn’t surprised to see the suitcase she was dragging behind her. He was surprised however at her outfit. All red leather, right down to her red high heeled boots. Sexy! But not his style. “Please undo me,” he said desperately. “I’ve got to pee something fierce!”  
 
      
 
    Diane stopped and just looked at him.  
 
      
 
    “Hurry!” Steve urged.  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “Forget it. Wet yourself.”  
 
      
 
    “What?”  
 
      
 
    Diane ignored him and dragged her suitcase further into the room.  
 
      
 
    “Diane…” Steve pleaded. “I’ve got to pee!”  
 
      
 
    “You said that already,” she told him. “Don’t let me stop you.”  
 
      
 
    “Damn you! It’s not funny.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not laughing.”  
 
      
 
    “Diane…let me go.”  
 
      
 
    “Like hell!”   
 
      
 
    “But I’ve got to pee. Bad!”  
 
      
 
    “Then wet yourself.” She smiled then. “In fact, I think I’d rather like to see that.”  
 
      
 
    “You what?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m waiting….”  
 
      
 
    “No!”  
 
      
 
    Diane shook her head. “Then don’t. I don’t care. But you’re not getting loose.”  
 
      
 
    “Why?”  
 
      
 
    “’Cause I’m mad at you.”  
 
      
 
    “But it’s not my fault! I hated it more than you did!”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t care,” she replied nonchalantly. “I’m still mad at you.”  
 
      
 
    “But that doesn’t make sense! Now please let me go.”  
 
      
 
    “No way. And I don’t care if it makes sense to you or not. I’m mad and that’s all that matters.”  
 
      
 
    “But I’ve got to pee!”  
 
      
 
    “And I’m still waiting to see you wet yourself.”  
 
      
 
    “No!”  
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “Suit yourself.”  
 
      
 
    She left him alone in the bedroom, but she was back a minute later, dragging one of his kitchen chairs behind her. She set the chair back a bit from him where she could sit and watch him. Before sitting down though, she went over to him.  
 
      
 
    “Finally!” Steve exclaimed, fully expecting her to turn him loose.  
 
      
 
    But Diane didn’t go near his bound hands. Instead, she unfastened his skirt, and pulled it off him. Leaving his panties, garter belt, and stockings fully exposed. “Huh!” she grunted. “Did you know the back of your panties are wet?” she asked. “What the heck did you do?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m leaking,” Steve replied.  
 
      
 
    “Leaking? Leaking what?”  
 
      
 
    But Steve refused to answer that. “Just undo my hands…please!”  
 
      
 
    “No way,” she said as she walked back to her suitcase. She opened it, and hunted around a bit. She finally pulled out a small bottle of red nail polish and another bottle of clear coat. She sat in the chair and started painting her nails.   
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
      
 
    “What does it look like I’m doing?”  
 
      
 
    “But you can’t do this to me!”  
 
      
 
    “Who says I can’t? Seems to me, I already am.”  
 
      
 
    “Diaaanne… Please let me go!”  
 
      
 
    “No. I’m waiting to see you wet yourself.”  
 
      
 
    “If I do, will you finally let me go?”  
 
      
 
    “Like hell! No way!”  
 
      
 
    “Why not?”  
 
      
 
    “‘Cause I’m mad at you…and I want to see you wet yourself.”  
 
      
 
    “No!” he exclaimed rather desperately.  
 
      
 
    “That’s fine,” she replied as she went back to painting her nails. “I’m not going anywhere for the rest of the weekend, and right now, I’m doing my nails.” She looked up at him. “Do you have any idea how long it takes me to do my nails? Trust me, a long time! Two coats of polish and then a clear coat. And don’t forget how long this stuff takes to dry in-between coats. So don’t worry, I’ve got plenty to keep me occupied while I wait.”  
 
      
 
    “But you said you’re not going to release me if I wet myself.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s right.”  
 
      
 
    “Why?”  
 
      
 
    “You ask the same stupid questions over and over again. ‘Cause I’m mad at you. That’s why.”  
 
      
 
    “Damn you!” Steve cursed as he tried once again to pull himself loose. It was a futile struggle and he quickly gave up.   
 
      
 
    Diane sat doing her nails as she watched him bouncing around. Sometimes he’d lay on the bed for a minute, but it never lasted long and he was soon back on his feet moving around trying to keep from wetting himself. She knew that eventually he would have no way to avoid it.   
 
      
 
    She was just starting her second coat of red polish when she heard him say, “Damn you!”  
 
      
 
    She looked up quickly and saw him still fidgeting, but a moment later, she saw a wet spot on the front of his panties growing quickly. Pee spurted out slightly from the thin material, but most of it literally ran down his legs. She smiled. “Now that wasn’t so hard, was it?”  
 
      
 
    “Damn you,” Steve said again.  
 
      
 
    Diane went back to her nail polish.  
 
      
 
    “How much longer am I going to have to stay like this?”  
 
      
 
    “I just started my second coat and my nails are all wet. I’m not going to mess them up!”  
 
      
 
    To Steve, it was an eternity before he saw her finally get up and head toward him. He expected her to release him, but instead, she simply turned his body a bit and closely examined his now soaked and miserable wet panty.   
 
      
 
    “Yep!” she exclaimed. “Nice and wet.”   
 
      
 
    “You’re not going to release me?”  
 
      
 
    “Hell no,” she replied as she moved away and grabbed her purse. “I’ll be back in a little while.”  
 
      
 
    “Where are you going?”  
 
      
 
    “Out!”  
 
      
 
    Steve couldn’t believe it. Talk about an evil witch. And now his panties were soaked, along with his legs from the pee. And that didn’t count the cum that had leaked out of his backside earlier. Double yuck!   
 
      
 
    It was nearly half an hour before he heard his door opening again, and before long, Diane was back with a large bag in her hands. She dropped the bag on the bedroom floor. As she headed toward him, Steve was hopeful that she would finally release him, but instead he watched as she pulled the blankets completely down on his bed.  
 
      
 
    Diane went to his bathroom where she grabbed several towels. She brought them back to the bedroom and spread them out on his bed to protect it.   
 
      
 
    “Lay down,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    “Lay down?”  
 
      
 
    “We’ve got to get your hearing checked.” She went over to her suitcase, hunted through it, and pulled out a riding crop. She brought it back to him and swung it as hard as she could across the wet panty covering his backside.  
 
      
 
    “Ow!” he yelled as he tried to get away from her, which was impossible since he was stuck where he was.  
 
      
 
    She hit him again. “I said, lay down!” One more time she swatted him as hard as she could. But he was moving by then, laying down on his bed with his hands still bound to the headboard.   
 
      
 
    Diane stripped his clothes off of him completely. She even went so far as to cut his blouse off with a pair of scissors. She went to the bathroom and got a wet washcloth that she used to clean him up. Then she went back to her suitcase and brought out a spreader bar. Before long, Steve’s ankles were spread four feet apart. Only then did Diane find the bag she had gotten at the sex store earlier. From it, she pulled a package that she opened right on the bed, but between his stretched legs where he couldn’t see what she was doing. She began fitting the pieces to his penis.  
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” Steve asked, fully alarmed.  
 
      
 
    “God your stupid!” Diane exclaimed as she continued fitting the chastity device over his completely flaccid penis.  
 
      
 
    “Why?”  
 
      
 
    “Same answer!” she replied. “‘Cause I’m mad at you.” She clicked the lock shut, fully securing the chastity device. “That’s one problem taken care of, she said more to herself than to him. “Now for the next.” She went to the large bag she had just brought in, and from it, pulled an adult sized diaper. Carrying it over to the bed, she began diapering him.  
 
      
 
     “Now what are you doing?”  
 
      
 
    “If you can’t figure it out, then you’re too stupid for me to tell you!” Diane replied as she continued fastening him firmly into the diaper. “This way, you don’t have to worry about getting up during the night. You can just pee right where you are in bed.”  
 
      
 
    “Why?”  
 
      
 
    “Stupid idiot,” Diane muttered. When she was done, she went back to her toy box and pulled out a ball gag. Steve tried to keep his mouth shut so Diane couldn’t put it in his mouth.  
 
      
 
    “It’s either this,” she said, “or I shove your wet panties in your mouth and tape them there for the rest of the night.”  
 
      
 
    Steve reluctantly opened his mouth, and a minute later, the ball gag was firmly fastened to his head.  
 
      
 
    “That should keep you quiet so I can sleep!” she told him.  
 
      
 
    She walked out to his living room and turned off the light. She came back to his bedroom and stripped naked. She pulled the covers up over him and turned off the bedroom light. Then she crawled into bed next to him. She crawled over until her naked body was completely on top of his, and began planting kisses all around his face. “You smell nice,” she told him. “I like your perfume.”  
 
      
 
    Steve refused to answer…not that he really could with that gag in his mouth.   
 
      
 
    Slowly, she began rubbing her naked body over his, up and down, again and again, eventually putting most of the pressure on her wet crotch as she rubbed it against his diapered crotch. “Does that feel good?” she asked in the dark of the room.  
 
      
 
    “Steve made a noise behind his gag, but it wasn’t any kind of intelligible answer. Actually, it did…and it didn’t feel good to Steve. Her body certainly felt good against his, but what didn’t feel good was that dumb chastity device she had stuck on him. He was already growing hard…or trying to, and the damn thing was really starting to hurt. “Uh…uh….uh!” he protested as the pain increased.  
 
      
 
    Diane stopped and smiled. “What’s the matter?” she asked. “Is that little toy covering your penis keeping you from really enjoying yourself?”  
 
      
 
    Steve nodded.  “Uh…uh….”  
 
      
 
    Diane leaned close next to his ear. “You’ve already had all the sex you’re going to get this weekend. The rest of the pleasure is going to be all mine!”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t sleep hardly at all that night. Between being bound the way he was, having a sleeping woman draped half over his body, and later, having to pee again, sleep wasn’t something he was managing very well.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan checked her email late that night before she went to bed. Nothing. Two hours later, still worried, she got out of bed and checked again. Still no word from Karen. She was now truly worried. Tonight had been all Karen’s idea. Something Karen had wanted to experience. And since Susan had created Karen as a female entity, part of that creation process had included her finding men attractive. But so far, for as much sex as Karen had experienced in her young life, she had never had sex with a man. That was what tonight was supposed to be all about.   
 
      
 
    The problem was, there was also too much potential for something horrible to go wrong. And there was absolutely nothing Susan could do about it if something bad did happen.  
 
      
 
    Worried, Susan went back to bed. She would just have to hope and check for an email in the morning.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane rolled over, rubbing her eyes in the morning light and stretching a bit to get the kinks out. She pulled herself up to Steve’s face and kissed him. She saw his eyes fly open. “Morning,” she said softly, then giggled. Her hand went to the crotch of his diaper.  “Nice and wet. Good! Enjoy it.”  
 
      
 
    “Uuuuuuuh!” Steve grunted angrily, wanting to be released. He hadn’t slept hardly at all, and just then, he was desperate to move. What little about him that he could move he couldn’t move far enough to matter.  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled again and got out of bed. “Be right back,” she said.  
 
      
 
    It was a little while before she returned. When she did, she had two bowls of cereal in her hands. “Did you know you don’t have much food in this place?” she said. She saw him roll his eyes. “Not even milk for the cereal. So I guess we’re both stuck eating it dry. At least you had coffee. I’ll get you some as soon as it’s finished making.”  
 
      
 
    She pulled the blankets completely off of him, then she released his legs from the bar that held them so far apart. “Can you sit up?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Steve managed to sit on the edge of the bed, even though his arm were still pulled and held to the headboard. Diane reached around to the back of his head and unbuckled the ball gag that had been in his mouth all night. “Uhhhh!” Steve groaned as the gag was finally removed. He worked his jaw a bit. “Damn that thing hurts. And so do my arms…and everything else on my body.  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled. “Fun, isn’t it?”  
 
      
 
    “Hell no!” Steve replied emphatically. “Now get me out of here! Let me loose. And I’ve got to pee again!”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled again. “You’re not getting loose, which means you’re not getting to the bathroom. That’s what the diaper is for, remember?”  
 
      
 
    “But I don’t want…”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t care! You’re not getting loose until I leave!”  
 
      
 
    “And when will that be?”  
 
      
 
    Diane shrugged. “Maybe tonight sometime. Maybe…not!” She giggled again. She grabbed one of the cereal bowls and stuck the only spoon she had brought with her into the dry cereal. “Here,” she said, “have some breakfast.” She stuck the spoon into his mouth. When the spoon was empty, she stuck it into the bowl of cereal again and ate some herself.   
 
      
 
    “So why won’t you let me go?” Steve asked as they ate.  
 
      
 
    “I told you already, ‘cause I’m mad at you.”  
 
      
 
    “Still? But Diane, you know I couldn’t help anything that happened yesterday!”  
 
      
 
    Diane shrugged. “I know. And basically, I don’t care. And besides, this is fun.”  
 
      
 
    “Not for me!”  
 
      
 
    Diane giggled again. “Give it time. I’m sure that it will be.”  
 
      
 
    Steve didn’t see it that way at all.  
 
      
 
    Diane kept him there, bound to his bed, all day long. Every so often, she brought out different toys to bind him in different ways, but none of them involved removing his hands from being handcuffed around his headboard. He was forced to use his diaper all day, and Diane only changed him when she thought he was wet enough. But for Steve the worst part of all of it, was the damn chastity device she had stuck on him. Diane not only played with a number of her bondage toys with him, but she also played with a strap on dildo that she fastened around his hips…and she rode an endless number of times while all he got was pain from the frustratingly small chastity device – inside of his all too often wet diaper.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan was going crazy. She checked her email an endless number of times during the day, but still no word from Karen. What had gone wrong? What had happened to her…to her and Steve? Something horrible must have happened. She should have never let Karen do it. Never! It was too risky! Like a frightened mother, she paced her home trying to figure out what to do. But there was nothing she could do. Nothing at all.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was nearly eleven o’clock at night when Diane brought out a length of rope from her suitcase. She then packed all her other toys away and closed it up. She was all dressed to leave. The only thing left now was to take care of Steve. She tied his legs with the rope firmly. He would be able to untie himself, but it would take him a few minutes.   
 
      
 
    She leaned over him and kissed his lips. “Till next time,” she whispered. Then she reached up and finally unlocked his handcuffs. “Good night,” she said with a small giggle. She grabbed her suitcase and headed for the door.  
 
      
 
    “Diane!” Steve yelled after her as he sat up and started trying to untie his legs. “What about this crazy thing you’ve got on my cock?”  
 
      
 
    “Have fun!” Diane yelled back. She was giggling loudly as she hurried out the door. She was a mile away before Steve got his legs untied.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan was sick. Totally sick! But finally seeing the email from Karen late Sunday night filled her with relief. She had been so worried!   
 
      
 
    She read the short email and grunted. Diane again! Diane had kept Steve captured all this time…literally tied to his own bed. Karen promised more details tomorrow, but right then, she was sore and very tired.   
 
      
 
    Susan was very relieved that Karen was okay. But the one thing that Karen had never mentioned in the short email, was what had happened in her quest to have sex with a man. Did she? Susan had no way of knowing. Hopefully, Karen would let her know tomorrow.   
 
      
 
    But tomorrow was also the day that Ruth had said she was going to court to sue the company for sexual discrimination. And Susan needed to make a decision regarding Steve – by tomorrow so she could tell Karen what to do.   
 
      
 
    Tomorrow, tomorrow, tomorrow. As difficult and worry-filled as the weekend had been, Susan was now worried about tomorrow – and what she would decide to tell Karen. Steve’s entire future was at stake. And consequently, so was Karen’s.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 40.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Steve was so tired he almost didn’t get out of bed Monday morning, which means he almost didn’t go to work. He was tired, and his entire body hurt! Damn crazy Diane had been crazier than ever! Before he went into the bathroom to shave, he sat on the side of his bed and took another good look at the chastity device she had locked onto him. He had tried very briefly the night before, but he hadn’t been able to get it off. He spent another two minutes trying again. He suspected that if he had more time, he could get out of the stupid thing. But just then, he didn’t have enough time. If he didn’t hurry, he’d be late for work. And being late for work when a promotion was on the line wasn’t good. Still fuzzyheaded after his long weekend, he headed for the bathroom to get ready.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Two large white SUV’s pulled in and parked in Ruth’s driveway. Ruth and her husband watched as an army of men got out of them. “Mr. and Mrs. McGruder?” one of them asked as they opened their front door.   
 
      
 
    “That’s us,” Ruth’s husband confirmed.  
 
      
 
    “Are you all ready?”  
 
      
 
    “I think so,” Ruth nervously agreed.  
 
      
 
    “Let us get your bags for you,” the man offered.  
 
      
 
     Because of the young kids, it was nearly half an hour before Ruth and her family left for whatever safe-house they were supposed to be going to. Ruth had no idea where it was or what it would be like.   
 
      
 
    She had checked one more time for an answer from the Sorceress, but again there had been no answer. And now, as she had agreed, she and her family were leaving. According to what little she had been told, her access to communications of all kinds would be strictly monitored and limited – for her family’s safety. She had her laptop with her, but she didn’t know if she would be allowed to use it. She didn’t even know if wherever they were going would have internet service. Just like she didn’t know where the safe-house was. Just like she didn’t know what the Sorceress had decided about Steve. She was going to have to wait and see.  
 
      
 
    As they rode out of the driveway in one of the big SUVs, the other one stayed. She had no idea what the people from the security company were doing inside her house.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    At exactly ten o’clock on Monday morning, a courier arrived at the executive offices of Hudgens Technology. The package he delivered was addressed to the President and founder of the company, Gerald Hudgens, but it was signed for by his personal secretary. The package was marked, urgent and confidential.   
 
      
 
    “What the hell is this?” Gerald Hudgens asked when his secretary brought the package in.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. A courier just delivered it. It’s marked for you and it’s confidential.”  
 
      
 
    “What now?” Gerald Hudgens muttered as he grabbed the package from his secretary. She made a hasty retreat from his office. Hudgens opened the package. There were two pieces of paper inside. He read the top one.  
 
      
 
    Mr. Hudgens,   
 
      
 
    You and your legal team are to be present at the offices of the Feinbaum law firm at two o’clock today to discuss a case of sexual discrimination against one of your employees. Currently, the base price that will be set against your company is fifty million dollars. Failure to be there will cost your company an additional ten million dollars over and above all other penalties decided.   
 
      
 
    I highly recommend you heed this notice and attend.  
 
      
 
    Hudgens looked at the signature. It was signed by some lawyer he didn’t recognize the name of, not that he would. And it was a woman to boot. He didn’t bother looking at the second page that had been in the package. Sexual discrimination? He had a legal department to sort out those trivial details. And fifty million? Somebody was dreaming, and obviously they were on drugs. He called his secretary and handed her the package. “Send this down to legal,” he told her. “Let them deal with it.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Mel sat in Dick Feinbaum’s office and looked at her watch. “Ten minutes after two,” she said. “I don’t know if I’m surprised or not that they didn’t show. Well, Ruth just earned herself another ten million dollars. Now we’ll have to see how they react to tomorrow’s package.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan stared at her computer. She needed to email Ruth with an answer, and she needed to do it today. But she still didn’t know how to answer. She sat there for almost half an hour before she finally began typing.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Late in the afternoon, one of Ruth’s toddlers screamed, and at almost the same time, so did his younger brother. There was no real reason for them to scream, they were just excited. Ruth’s two toddlers were decked out in bathing suits and life jackets, as were Ruth and her husband. And now Ruth and her husband were peddling a paddle boat away from the beach on the edge of a beautiful mountain lake. Behind them, two security guards were staying on shore. Two more were taking another paddle boat and would stay a discrete distance away. There was one more security guard back at the lovely lake house that had been rented for them. After arriving at the house and seeing what the area around them had to offer, Ruth wasn’t sure she ever wanted to leave.  
 
      
 
    She had managed to get the Sorceress’s email shortly after they arrived when one of their security people had deemed it okay. But the answer from the Sorceress had basically said she wasn’t sure yet. She would have to wait until the time actually came to decide. So there was really no answer. But in the meantime, Ruth was determined that she and her family were going to have a great time vacationing at the lake.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Holy shit!” the chief legal officer exclaimed all too loudly. He stared again at the paper in front of him, the second page of the package that had been delivered early that morning. And now it was almost time to go home. He picked up both pieces of paper and ran for the executive offices upstairs.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t bother stopping at the secretary’s desk. He didn’t bother knocking. He barged in as fast as he could, brandishing the papers in his hand. “Did you see what’s in here?” he asked Gerald Hudgens.  
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about?”  
 
      
 
    “This sexual discrimination case you sent down to me.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s sexual discrimination,” Hudgens replied. “That’s what I pay you to handle.”  
 
      
 
    “But you didn’t look at what’s in here?” the lawyer asked incredulously.  
 
      
 
    “Why should I?”  
 
      
 
    “Because the crazy allegations in here could get you and half the officers in this company sent directly to jail!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It was nearly five thirty when the phone rang. Andrea, Mel’s assistant, answered the call. When she heard who it was, she nearly laughed. “I’m sorry,” she replied, “but Melissa has gone home for the day. Please try again tomorrow.” With that she hung up the phone.   
 
      
 
    She quickly got up from her desk and went to Mel’s office. The door was open. “They just called,” she said as she walked in.  
 
      
 
    “Good! I was beginning to think they wouldn’t. What did you say?”   
 
      
 
    “Just that you’d gone home for the day and they should try again tomorrow.”  
 
      
 
    “Good,” Mel replied with a smile. “I have no doubt they’ll call early tomorrow. And then we’ll see if they show up at our meeting tomorrow afternoon.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    As soon as he got home from work, Steve stripped naked and sat on his bed, his goal was to try to remove the damn chastity device that crazy Diane had locked onto him. He fussed, he pushed, he pulled, and he prodded. At times, it hurt. But ever so slowly, he finally managed to get the damn thing pulled off of him.   
 
      
 
    Relief! He breathed a big sigh as he rubbed himself. The witches were bad enough, but when you added crazy Diane on top of them, things were so much worse! He headed for the shower, praying he could have a nice quiet, normal, evening!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Where’s Ruth?” someone asked the head of the HR department Tuesday morning.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. She wasn’t here yesterday either. And every time we called, we got no answer.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s really weird. Ruth is always here. I sure hope nothing’s happened to her.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    If it wasn’t for her kids, Ruth would have gladly slept late. But kids, no matter what the situation, had to be tended to. Oh well. They had decided to take a nice nature hike with the kids today – to wear them out! The sooner the better.  
 
      
 
    According to what one of the security people had told her yesterday, the company hadn’t shown up at the discussion, and her lawyer had added another ten million dollars to the pot. As far as Ruth was concerned, she was happy right where she was for the time being, and it would be nice if the company didn’t show up for another several weeks. Ten million dollars a day or not.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Andrea answered the phone. She wasn’t the least bit surprised to find out who was calling. “Yes sir,” she replied. “She’s in. One moment please.” Instead of calling her boss, she got up and went to Mel’s office. “They’re on the phone,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Mel smiled, noting that Andrea wasn’t leaving. She picked up the phone. “May I help you?”  
 
      
 
    “What the hell is this business of sexual discrimination, who the hell is slandering us with it, what the hell is all this really about, and where the hell do you come off with fifty million dollars?”  
 
      
 
    “Actually that’s sixty million dollars now. Since you didn’t show up yesterday, an additional 10 million was placed as a penalty on top of the amount it was originally going to cost your company,” Mel replied firmly but calmly. “If you’re not at the meeting in the Feinbaum offices at two o’clock today, it will cost you an additional ten million. And the rest of it, I won’t discuss until then. I do suggest you show up. Mr. Hudgens and your legal staff will all be required to be there.  If not, as I said, the amount will go up by another ten million dollars.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s ridiculous!”  
 
      
 
    “No, it’s the way we’ve chosen to deal with this. Has our courier arrived yet today?”  
 
      
 
    “Courier?”  
 
      
 
    “The same company I sent with a package yesterday. Has today’s package arrived yet?”  
 
      
 
    “Not that I’ve heard.”  
 
      
 
    “Then I suggest you take a good look at what’s in there. And hopefully, we’ll see you at the Feinbaum offices later today. Good day.”  
 
      
 
    Mel quickly hung up the phone and looked to Andrea. “I bet they show up this time.”  
 
      
 
    Andrea smiled. “I bet they do too.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    At exactly ten o’clock, the same courier arrived at the Hudgen’s Tech executive offices. This time he was greeted by several lawyers waiting for whatever he had for them. They signed for what he had and he was dismissed in almost record time. The chief legal officer hurried straight into Gerald Hudgen’s office to open the package.   
 
      
 
    This time there was only a one page note…and a small USB storage device.  
 
      
 
    Together, Gerald Hudgens and his chief lawyer read the short note.  
 
      
 
    Mr. Hudgens,  
 
      
 
    You and your legal team failed to show up at the Feinbaum offices yesterday, so the overall amount for this action is now set at sixty million dollars. I suggest you listen to a few of the recordings I have included in this package, and I strongly suggest you and your team are at the Feinbaum offices at two o’clock this afternoon.  
 
      
 
    Gerald Hudgens noted that it was signed by the same female lawyer.  
 
      
 
    “I checked her out,” the chief lawyer said to his boss. She’s not actually part of the Feinbaum firm, but she does do contract work for them. From what little I’ve found out, she’s kind of a major league player in the legal business world. Evidently, she’s got quite a reputation, and so does the Feinbaum firm. They’re the company that all the big corporations use for mergers and take overs.   
 
      
 
    “Do you think this could be some kind of maneuver for a takeover?” Hudgens asked.  
 
      
 
    His chief lawyer shrugged. “Could be. From what I understand, some of the corporations that specialize in that kind of thing use dirty tricks all the time.”  
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Hudgens muttered. “That’s the last thing we need right now. A takeover!”  
 
      
 
    “There were five different…supposed…transcripts in the things they sent yesterday,” the lawyer noted. “Was any of that real?”  
 
      
 
    Hudgens looked at him for a moment before answering. “I hope not,” he replied guardedly. Although he knew for a fact that they appeared to be all too real.  
 
      
 
    The lawyer picked up the USB device. “She said there’s audio files on here. Maybe we should listen.”  
 
      
 
    Hudgens grabbed the device from his lawyer. “I’ll listen. You make plans for us to be at that meeting this afternoon. We’ll get to the bottom of it then. Somebody is trying to make up junk and slander this company. As you said, maybe a takeover is in the works. But this afternoon, be prepared to pound them hard about what this is really all about. Sexual discrimination? Don’t make me laugh.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Five men, including Gerald Hudgens, sat on one side of the long gleaming table when Harry Feinbaum, Dick Feinbaum, and of course Mel walked in. They all sat on the opposite side of the table with Mel in the middle.   
 
      
 
    “What the hell is going on here?” Hudgens demanded as they were sitting down.  
 
      
 
    “A sexual discrimination case,” Mel replied.   
 
      
 
    “Bullshit!” Hudgens exclaimed.  
 
      
 
    Mel didn’t reply. Instead, she started handing out copies of the contract she had created to Hudgens and each of his men.   
 
      
 
    “Ruth McGruder?” Hudgen’s exclaimed as he read the beginning of the document. “The party lady?”  
 
      
 
    “And therein, Mr. Hudgens, lies the biggest part of your problem.”  
 
      
 
    “I thought you were joking!” Hudgens’ chief lawyer said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s no joke,” Mel replied. She gave them all another minute to quickly glance through the document.   
 
      
 
    “This is ridiculous,” the chief lawyer suddenly exclaimed. “It’s all nothing but pure fantasy.  
 
    No judge in the world would award anything at all like this – in any court!”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I quiet agree,” Mel replied with a smile. “But I’m quite confident that this case will never reach any judge or any court.”  
 
      
 
    “Then what the hell is this really all about? Why are we here? Because it’s certainly not for a…sexual discrimination case!”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, but as you can see by that document, that’s exactly what this is all about. And Mrs.  
 
    McGruder is insisting on it. Now gentlemen, let’s go through this from the top.”  
 
      
 
    She ignored the incredulous looks from all the men across the table from her, and continued on. “First of all,” she said, “since you didn’t seem interested in being here yesterday, the starting amount here is sixty million dollars. As you’ll see, there are a few things that can affect that amount up or down. Some of them will affect it substantially, so you’ll want to pay attention.” She saw the chief lawyer shake his head and lean back in his chair. She also noted that he wasn’t even bothering to look anywhere near the document on the table.   
 
      
 
    She ignored him and began going through each of the demands one by one. The money for Ruth. The immediate raises for all of the women depending on their level of responsibility and time of service to the company, then other raises spread out over time. The gradual change in the manager and supervisor positions over the next five years to put women in a much higher percentage of those jobs. One by one, she went over every detail of every part of the contract.  
 
      
 
    She had just started on the final item, everything that would involve Steve, when the chief lawyer again interrupted rudely.   
 
      
 
    “That is more than ridiculous! It’s…absurd!”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I quiet agree,” Mel replied. “But as you can see, since Ruth placed such a high emphasis on it, then we’re going to pay just as much interest in it here. One by one, she went through every single detail that had been outlined for Steve’s future – if he signed and agreed to the document.  
 
      
 
    “It’s just stupid!” Hudgens said. “Why bother even putting it in here. I’ve met this guy. He’ll never agree to this…stupidity.”  
 
      
 
    Mel nodded. “Most likely not, but it’s something that Ruth insisted on. So I’ve laid it out for you too. You will note though that if he doesn’t sign, that the only requirement for your company will be to terminate his employment immediately.”  
 
      
 
    “What about this…document of wrongdoing that you’ve mentioned here pertaining to him?” one of Hudgens’ lawyers asked. “I don’t see that in here.”  
 
      
 
    “No,” Mel replied. “That document will be held in a very secure location. If he signs and goes along with this deal, then it will never see the light of day. However, if he decides to not take it, then we will have no choice but to turn it over to the authorities.”  
 
      
 
    “But if he’s done something illegal, why should we be required to keep him on?”  
 
      
 
    “Because it’s what Ruth specifically requested,” Mel replied.  
 
      
 
    “As far as I’m concerned,” the chief lawyer jumped in, “we can all just go home right now. Our company isn’t going to sign any of that. And if you want to pursue this any further, we can see you in court – a hundred years from now!”  
 
      
 
    Mel nodded. “I was fairly sure you would react that way. Gentlemen…” she addressed all the men across from her. “Perhaps it would be a good idea for Mr. Hudgens and I to speak privately for a little while. Then we’ll see if you still want to ignore this list of demands or not.”  
 
      
 
    The chief lawyer shook his head. “As far as I’m concerned, we can all just leave right now.”  
 
      
 
    “I suggest you stay, Mr. Hudgens,” Mel told the owner directly. Mel had no problem seeing the nervousness on Gerald Hudgens’ face.   
 
      
 
    “If he stays, then I stay,” the chief lawyer replied.  
 
      
 
    Mel was still looking Hudgen’s in the eyes.   
 
      
 
    “No,” Hudgens told him. “Go. Let me talk to her.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s against my council!” the lawyer told him.  
 
      
 
    “Just go!” Hudgens insisted firmly.  
 
      
 
    The lawyer shook his head, but filed out with the rest of the men. Harry Feinbaum led them all to a small lounge not far from the conference room where there was coffee and other snacks available.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what the hell you’re really trying to pull here,” the chief lawyer said to Dick Feinbaum, “but it’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard of. I’m betting there’s some kind of takeover in the works by another company.”  
 
      
 
    Dick smiled. “No takeover at all. Just a small restructuring of your company – due to sexual discrimination. And trust me, we’ve got plenty of proof of just what has been going on in your company…among other things.”  
 
      
 
    “If this is sexual discrimination, then your company isn’t half the big deal it’s supposed to be.”  
 
      
 
    “You know,” Harry Feinbaum said before his son could answer, “there’s been an old adage running around the legal community for some time now. One that I find kind of funny. It’s…‘you never say no to old man Feinbaum.’ That’s me of course, which is one of the reasons I find it so humorous. But lately there’s been another saying that I’ve heard floating around among my legal staff too.” He leaned forward. “You don’t mess with Mel!” He pointed to the conference room. “That Mel in there! And trust me, you don’t want to get her mad! I’ve seen what she can do to the best in our business, and it’s not pretty!”  
 
      
 
    Inside the conference room, Mel and Hudgens stared at each other for a moment. “I noticed that none of your legal staff knows about the things I sent you.”  
 
      
 
    “Not…exactly,” Hudgens replied.  
 
      
 
    “As I guessed,” Mel said. “Yesterday I sent you five transcripts of recordings made at your company. Today, I sent you copies of just those recordings. Mr. Hudgens, we have in our possession, not five recordings, but sixty four! And the ones I sent to you were not even close to the really damaging ones that I have.”  
 
      
 
    “Where did you get them?”  
 
      
 
    “From Ruth, of course.”  
 
      
 
    “Such things are illegal!”  
 
      
 
    Mel considered that. “Yes and no. But the authorities, particularly the FBI, will find many of them very enlightening. Mr. Hudgens, we’ve got enough to send you away for most of the rest of your life, and several other members of your company for almost as long. In fact, why don’t we visit a few of those recordings right now.”  
 
      
 
    Hudgen’s looked very uncomfortable, but Mel was only getting started. She had a playlist set up and ready to go at a push of a button. One by one, Hudgen’s was forced to listen to, first his Human Resources manager explaining all the reasons why women weren’t given more in the company, then more damaging recordings involving procurement of contracts, then still more damaging recordings concerning changing materials after production started to produce cheaper quality goods for the government. And finally, Mel played the recordings where the men talked about silencing certain government and influential officials to obtain contracts. During the last recordings, Mel saw Hudgens’ face turn white.  
 
      
 
    Mel turned the recordings off. “Sixty four recordings, all carefully made, documented, and transcribed. Each one more damaging than the next. Mr. Hudgens…who were those three men you had that last conversation with?”  
 
      
 
    If Hudgens was afraid before, he reacted even more afraid. “I…can’t tell you that.”  
 
      
 
    “Why not?”  
 
      
 
    “Because…they’ll kill me.”  
 
      
 
    Mel stared at him. It was clear to her that he was telling the truth. They would have to find those men some other way. “All of these recordings will be kept in a safe in my office, and a copy also here in the Feinbaum offices. None of them will ever see the light of day…if…you sign that document right now agreeing to every one of Ruth McGruder’s terms. If you don’t, then I suggest you start planning on spending the rest of your life in prison!”  
 
      
 
    “This is extortion!” Hudgen’s complained.  
 
      
 
    “No, Mr. Hudgens, this is correcting what’s wrong with your company. Nothing more, nothing less. What will it be?”  
 
      
 
    Hudgens stared angrily at her for a very long time, but not once did Mel ever back down glaring right back at him.  
 
      
 
    The legal team finally filed back into the conference room. The moment they were all in the room, Gerald Hudgens picked up a pen and signed the document.  
 
      
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” his chief lawyer complained.  
 
      
 
    “Just sign that damn thing!” Gerald Hudgens told him. “Sign it, and let’s get the hell out of here.”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    On Thursday night, long after midnight, three men stealthily made their way into the yard of Ruth McGruder and her family. A pane of glass in the back door was quickly broken and the men were in the house only moments later. They moved fast, very fast, spreading out all through the house, looking for any sign of occupancy. But there was nobody home. Just as silently as they had come, they were gone.   
 
      
 
    In the security offices, word had been sent to the police the moment they entered Ruth’s yard. The motion detectors on the cameras started the recordings of everything that happened – both outside and inside the house. Unfortunately, the men were gone before the police could arrive. But the recordings clearly showed the faces of all three men. Three hours later, the security company, the police, and the FBI had the names of all three men.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until Friday that Steve got called from his desk to go up to the HR office. Thoughts of getting his promotion were at the top of his mind. When he got there, the director of Human Resources took him back to a private room and sat down at a table with him.  
 
      
 
    “Steve,” the director began, “I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but some things have recently happened in this company that are forcing the company to make a lot of significant changes in our policies and the way we do business.”  
 
      
 
    “What happened?” Steve asked, no longer sure of his promotion.  
 
      
 
    “Well, that part is something I don’t really have any knowledge of,” the director admitted. “But I’m afraid that one of the mandates that came down from both Mr. Hudgens as well as the legal department, specifies you directly.”  
 
      
 
    “Me?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid so. Steve, I’m sorry to say this, but your position with his company is being terminated.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m fired?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, actually you’ve got your choice. It’s either leave, or take another position that I’ve been…ordered…to offer you. Actually the legal office drew up a contract for you for that position, and sent it to me. And let me tell you, it’s so ridiculous that I’m sure you’d never agree. Your only other option is to accept being laid off. And I’m afraid that to make matters worse, some kind of damaging document is mentioned that will get turned over to the police if you don’t take the offered position. I have no idea what this damaging document is, or what’s in it, but it seems your only choice is either take the offered position, which I’m sure you won’t, or be fired and, I’m guessing, deal with the police.”  
 
      
 
    Steve immediately knew what document he was talking about – the signed confession that Monica had. “That witch! All those damn witches!”  
 
      
 
    Actually, I understand that all this had something to do with Ruth McGruder.  
 
      
 
    “She’s a witch!” Steve proclaimed angrily.  
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you think that,” the director told him. “But she’s no longer employed with this company.”  
 
      
 
    “You fired her too?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…I’m not actually sure what happened there,” the director admitted. “Do you want to bother looking at the document that legal sent?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was about to say no, he wasn’t interested. He would take his chances with the police.  
 
    But instead he was surprised to find himself saying. “Sure. Why not?”  
 
      
 
    The director laid the document with the terms on the table so that Steve could see them. “First of all,” he told Steve, “you will be moved from your present position as an engineer, into Ruth’s old job of planning parties, fund raisers, and whatever else she was doing.” Steve’s jaw dropped as he stared at the document.  
 
      
 
    “And since this company has always felt that such a job should be done by a woman, you will be required to dress and act as a woman at all times when you are here at work. We of course don’t care what you do outside of work. But here in the company, you would have to basically become a woman. That means you will have to either style your hair appropriately or wear a wig, and dress appropriately of course according to our company guidelines. I’m afraid that they also specify that you would have to use the ladies room as well. Basically in all ways, you will be considered to be a woman by this company and not a man. Ridiculous isn’t it?”  
 
      
 
    Steve was so shocked and could only nod.  
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid there’s more,” the director continued. “Your salary will be decreased drastically I’m afraid. I don’t know why they set the amount specified here, but at least I can tell you that all the women in the company will be getting varying degrees of raises very soon, so at least that should help…some.”  
 
      
 
    Steve looked at the new figure for his pay. It was little more than half what he made now. “That’s…ridiculous. I can’t live on that.”  
 
      
 
    The director only nodded. “As I said, it’s all…ridiculous! This contract specifies that you would be locked into this position for a period of not less than five years. After that, you can either elect to stay in the position, or your employment here will be terminated at that point. And evidently after the five years, whatever that document is that they mentioned will cease to exist. So I would guess that you wouldn’t have to worry about it anymore.”  
 
      
 
    Steve could say nothing. He was out of a job. He was being fired. And the job they were offering instead was…absurd!   
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry Steve,” the director said. “I happen to know you were probably going to be getting a promotion within the company instead. I never ever imagined anything like…this.” He could see that Steve was still in shock. “You’ve got till the end of the day,” he said, “but I suggest you clear out your desk when you leave.”  
 
      
 
    Steve nodded. He was about to get up to leave, but for some reason he couldn’t. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t seem to move any part of his body. And the reason for it…he was no longer in charge of his body. The witches were at work yet again! And then he heard himself saying, “If I sign that contract, can I make one request?”  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” the director asked, not believing that Steve would even consider signing the thing.  
 
    “I want everyone to call me Karen.” Chapter 41 – Epilogue.  
 
      
 
    Two months later.  
 
      
 
    Mel looked at the items that Andrea had just delivered to her office, and smiled. This was going to be soooo good! She left them there and headed for the small kitchenette at the back of the hall. Going all the way through it, she opened the door on the other side to Sissy’s office/nursery combination. “Hi Sissy,” she said, seeing her husband hard at work on the latest contract problem that Harry Feinbaum had sent for her review. She saw him immediately get up and curtsey.   
 
      
 
    “Hewwo Mithdweth,” Sissy replied in his required lisping language.   
 
      
 
    “How’s it going?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Vewwy good! No pwobwems yet.”  
 
      
 
    “No problems. Perfect. How much longer do you think it will take you?”  
 
      
 
    He looked down at his computer, and shrugged. “I’m awmotht done. Jutht a wittle whiwe.”  
 
      
 
    “Just a little while,” she repeated. “When you get through, please come see me. Okay?”  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” he replied happily. He curtseyed, then sat back at his child sized table and got back to work.   
 
      
 
    Mel went back to her office. Sissy was a dream – in more ways than one. His odd quirky needs to be dominated and humiliated fit perfectly with her needs to dominate someone else. And that didn’t even scratch the surface of the things he did for her to take care of her home and cook her meals like a world class chef. And then on top of all that, he had that amazing analytical mind that saw things that even she missed.   
 
      
 
    As she got back to her office, she remembered the last major thing Sissy had done for her, reviewing all that material from Ruth McGruder. That case was over now, Ruth’s check had been sent to her over a month ago. Ruth was now a very rich woman.   
 
      
 
    There were other aspects of that case that came to mind as well. The more troubling aspects. Hudgens Technology didn’t know it yet, but their founder and CEO would most likely soon be arrested. A few other officers in the company as well. Harry Feinbaum had arranged that with one of his “golf games” with some buddies he knew up in Washington D.C. Harry had “arranged” for them to get some of those recordings that Ruth had made, with the provision that they go about researching the material from a direction that would never point at either Ruth or the dealings she and Harry Feinbaum had made with Hudgens Technology.   
 
    Those thoughts led to her remembering hearing that the three mercenaries that Gerald Hudgens had hired to do his dirty work had finally been apprehended. They were all being held for now on lesser charges just to keep them in jail. The last Mel had heard, they weren’t saying much of anything about anything. They were all now being closely investigated in relation to some very important murders that had taken place. Hopefully, it would only be a matter of time before the law got the definitive evidence they needed. At least Ruth didn’t need to worry about them anymore. Hopefully.  
 
      
 
    The sight of Sissy suddenly coming into her office and curtseying brought an immediate smile to her face. His bright red and white party dress was…adorable! As was he.   
 
      
 
    “You wanted to thee me Mithdweth?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes Sissy,” she replied. “After work today I’ve arranged for you to be fitted for three new party dresses.” The look of delight was everything she could hope for.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Fankyou Mithdweth!” he exclaimed happily.  
 
      
 
    “You’re going to need them,” Mel told him as she picked up and showed him the tickets that Andrea had deposited on her desk a short while ago. “I’ve decided that you and I are going to take a little trip to Europe in two weeks, and I want my sissy baby girl to have some new dresses for the trip.” The look of shock and fright on his face was matched by his weak kneed wobble. “And yes,” she continued, “I intend on you dressing and acting just like that for the entire trip!”  
 
      
 
    She was absolutely certain he was wetting his diaper, right then and there.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Ruth breathed in deeply, fully enjoying the crisp clean mountain air. She was a free woman. At least in terms of never having to work again. But she did intend on working, just not for that damn Hudgens company again. But even with two young toddlers running around, she wasn’t going to sit and do nothing. She just didn’t know what she wanted to do. Maybe some volunteer work would be good. She’d find something, just as soon as she and her husband decided on their new house together.   
 
      
 
    They were back in the mountains again. A different area than where the security company had watched over their forced vacation, but it was very similar in many ways. They were waiting to meet with a real estate agent to show them another house. Another million dollar house. Just the thought of it seemed so strange. Yet here she was, rich enough to afford one several times over. Her husband was more ecstatic than she was.   
 
      
 
    She had gotten everything she had asked for – including the weird part to punish Steve. She had written a thankyou note to the Sorceress for that part, but had never received an answer. The Sorceress, how amazing, yet how impossible! She still had no answer for how the woman did it, and she figured she never would. But she would certainly like to meet her one day. That would be…incredible!  
 
      
 
    She was moving to an entirely different state, in an entirely different time zone. The Sorceress had claimed she was in a different time zone. Ruth briefly wondered if it was the same one. Not that she would ever know. But at least in moving, she was leaving knowing that she had done a good thing. A miraculous thing as far as most of her old friends were concerned…those she had managed to talk with. They were all grateful. Every last one of them. And Ruth felt very good about that.  
 
      
 
    Now it was time for a new life, in a new location, and she had no doubt it would bring its own challenges. But she was ready for any new challenges that might lie ahead. She had already accomplished what most would have considered impossible. And she was proud.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Carla was shocked! Never in her wildest dreams had she imagined! She felt completely overwhelmed as she walked out of the HR Department after talking with one of the men there.   
 
      
 
    She passed Steve’s new office and automatically looked in. He wasn’t there, just as he hadn’t been there when she came up here a short while ago. She wondered where he was…or should that be where “she” was…at least whenever he/she was at work. She had seen him a number of times around the building now in his new role. According to the new company policy that had been passed around, Steve was to be considered to be a woman in every way while he…or she…was at work. At home, he might be something different, but the company was only interested in while he was at work. But the strangest part was that Steve now had Ruth’s old job. She was guessing that Ruth had something to do with that. Ruth, and no doubt, the Sorceress.  
 
      
 
    Ruth was gone now. Steve had been…reduced…to Ruth’s old menial job. And now she…Carla…was being sent by the company to train for a new position – as a manager! Never in her wildest dreams did she imagine such a thing. As soon as she was far enough away from the HR Department, she grabbed her phone and dialed…and squealed like an excited little girl. “Monica! You’ll never believe what just happened. We’ve all got to meet for lunch!”  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    “Heelllooooo.”  
 
    Monica looked up and blushed. Her boss was standing in the doorway to the little office she shared with Diane. Diane was currently off delivering something to one of the upper floors. “Hey,” she replied, remembering the evening they had enjoyed last night…not their first.  
 
      
 
    “Last night was fun,” her boss said as he walked in.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “I thought so too,” she agreed as he sat on top of the far side of her desk. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been bowling.”  
 
      
 
    Her boss smiled. “I enjoyed more than just the bowling.”  
 
      
 
    Monica could feel her face blushing even more. “Me too,” she agreed softly. They had been out together four times now in the last few weeks. And for some reason, they seemed to be hitting it off really well together. He was a good guy. He had proven that to her in a number of ways since she had gotten this job. But the problem was that they worked together, and the company frowned on anyone who worked together in the same department getting that close.   
 
      
 
    “Do you think you might be up for some fishing Saturday? You once said you loved it.”  
 
      
 
    “And you’ve got a boat,” she replied with a smile. “Yes, you told me several times.”  
 
      
 
    “Well I do. So is it a date for Saturday?”  
 
      
 
    But Monica remembered something then. “Uh…I’m not sure.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
      
 
    “Um…I may have something else I have to go to that night.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh,” he said disappointedly. “But hey, we can easily get back early enough to get you there. What’s happening?”  
 
      
 
    But Monica couldn’t tell him that. “Um…just…kind of a women’s club thing,” she said. “It’s become very important to me.”  
 
      
 
    He nodded knowingly. “Well, after some of what you’ve been through, I think a women’s club might be a good thing for you.” He stood up and pointed a finger at her. “Saturday morning! It’s a date!” And then he walked out.  
 
      
 
    She breathed a sigh of relief. She hadn’t lied about the women’s club she was going to Saturday night. It was a women’s club…of sorts. A Wicca Women’s club. Wiccan Witches.  
 
    She was still determined to find the kind of magic the Sorceress had. But so far, she was having absolutely no luck at all. But here with these witches, she was at least starting to find an inner peace she hadn’t had…perhaps ever in her life. And she was truly enjoying their company.   
 
      
 
    It had been a long time now since she and Diane, Ruth and Carla had held any of their pretend witch ceremonies. It had been a long time now since they had even messed with Steve in any way – except for Diane of course. But Diane was a different story. Diane and Steve were now living together, and Monica knew for a fact that Diane was keeping Steve on a very tight leash…sometimes literally! And she had witnessed that little bit of odd fun in person! She was still somewhat disturbed by it.   
 
      
 
    And then there was Steve himself…or Karen as he now was supposed to be called at work. Totally weird! He now had Ruth’s old job. Who in the world would have ever thought? Ruth had somehow arranged it, but Monica had no doubt that the Sorceress herself had somehow been involved as well. The whole thing wreaked of something the Sorceress would do to him. And in truth, Monica was loving the hell out of it. Served the shit right!   
 
      
 
    She had recently had to deliver a package up to his “new” office. He had blushed furiously the whole time she was there and had barely been able to mumble a small thank you. Yeah, the shit had gotten just what he deserved. Let him see how it feels now.   
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Diane looked around their apartment. It might not be exactly spotless, but it was at least neat and comfortable. Homey. Even if it hid so many little things she very often had fun with. Her life had changed a lot in the last two months, ever since Steve had lamented that with his new job he could no longer afford to keep his apartment. But she had had an answer for that. She moved in with him…like it or not. With only the one rent to pay, between them they could easily afford it. Especially with the raise they each had gotten shortly after.   
 
      
 
    The Sorceress might not have been willing to make Steve love her, but she now had Steve all to herself anyway, and she was guarding him like an overly jealous mother hen. She wasn’t about to let him get away – or stray! He was hers, and she planned to make sure he stayed hers…and hers alone!   
 
      
 
    She got a big kick out of him now having Ruth’s old job. She got a bigger kick out of seeing him have to dress up like a woman every day. She got an even bigger kick out of taking him shopping for new clothes for work, and he certainly needed help with that. The guy had no sense of style at all. At least not feminine style. Men’s style he had no problem with. And that was another side of him that she absolutely loved. A woman by day, and a man all the rest of the time…well, much of the rest of the time. She did like making him dress up to go shopping. And very often she was finding it more like two women out together. Like they were two girlfriends. So very…odd…yet pleasing. Fun. And then later Steve always denied that he had enjoyed himself at all. Yeah right! She had been there with him, and she had seen no other sign of the Sorceress at work.   
 
      
 
    But all the rest of the time, she loved him to be all man! And he could really be – all man! She especially loved going out with him, being seen on the arm of a big strong attractive guy. And she knew for a fact that he wouldn’t be looking at any other women. Not seriously anyway. He could look, but straying was absolutely impossible. And the new chastity device she was keeping locked on him made doubly sure of that. They might not be married…yet…but he was hers now and she was making sure he would stay that way.  
 
      
 
    She grabbed her purse from the table by the door and checked her watch. “Kaareen! Get a move on. We’re going to be late for work!”  
 
      
 
    Steve quickly finished putting the final earring in his pierced ears, brushed the long hair of his wig with his fingers to get it back in place, and hurried out to the living room where Diane was waiting. He still felt completely uncomfortable and embarrassed having to dress as he did for work. And Diane seemed to be taking great delight in making him wear skirts and dresses to work most of the time instead of slacks like the rest of the women did.  
 
      
 
    He quickly glanced around their apartment. It no longer looked anything like it used to since Diane had moved in so they could both save on the expenses. She had completely redecorated it, and somehow managed to either arrange things or get different furniture that she could literally bind him to in every way possible. He hated it, but she still loved it, and she still insisted that he would come to love it – in time. Not…likely! But at least he got to return the favor to her…often.  
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?” Diane asked. “You look like you’re hurting.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s this new damn chastity device,” Steve told her. “It hurts. It’s too damn tight!”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t swear, or I’ll wash your mouth out with soap again!” Diane cautioned. “And it’s supposed to be tight. You managed to get out of the last one.”  
 
      
 
    Steve said nothing. He wasn’t happy that Diane was trying to keep him in the damn thing – permanently. Well almost permanently. She did remove it whenever she decided that he could have sex. Which fortunately was frequently. Sometimes, too frequently. Man the woman could make love – over and over again, for hours and hours on end! Whew!  
 
      
 
    He grabbed “his” purse from the small table by the door, on the opposite side of the table from where Diane kept her purse.   
 
      
 
    “Any big projects today at work?” Diane asked as they headed down to his car to go to work. “Just another board meeting this afternoon.”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t forget, we’re going to the gym tonight after work. I want you looking good whenever we go out.”  
 
      
 
    “I won’t forget,” he agreed with a sigh. At least he’d be able to dress like a man there. He just needed to hide his damn chastity device. If any of the guys got a glance at that, he’d be laughed right out of there. But knowing Diane, she’d insist he go right back again…laughter or not. She loved humiliating him. Damn her.   
 
      
 
    Crazy Diane. His nickname for her was all too appropriate. He just dared never use it. Her punishments could be…horrible! And all too often, especially at those times when she made him go out shopping as a woman, he was more convinced than ever that she really was a witch. Just like Monica! The two worked closely together. No doubt, Monica taught her how to control him in ways that he didn’t even know. Several times now they had been out shopping and he had found himself doing things and acting in ways he didn’t want, so he knew for sure that it had to be Diane making him do it.  
 
      
 
    Witches! He knew for a fact how dangerous they could be. There was just no fighting them. He had learned that the hard way. The proof? Just look at him now!  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Deep in the recesses of Steve’s mind, Karen was humming a soft but happy tune. She had come a long way in the short time since Susan had created her. Steve was currently in a semipermanent condition of humiliation. And because of it, she, Karen got to live most of her real life now as the girl she was on the inside, even though most of the time it was still Steve who was in control of their shared body. But that didn’t matter to Karen, at least she was now more girl than ever. It was so…satisfying!   
 
      
 
    And then there was Diane. Steve hated what she did to him too. Which only gave Karen more enjoyment of his predicament. Predicaments! Because Diane seemed to come up with new ones all the time.   
 
      
 
    Karen was developing a fondness for Diane. At times, they had actually been able to be…girlfriends, even though Diane didn’t know it. But for Karen, it was such a nice feeling. Susan may have created her as a girl with the distinct purpose of humiliating Steve, but Karen was getting to enjoy being feminine in ways that Susan had never imagined.   
 
      
 
    Karen smiled at the thought of her creator and mother. Susan had done so much for her. Given her so much. With Diane now permanently in the picture, more often than not she had to put Steve to sleep at her desk at work and then send her updates to Susan. But that was working out just fine. Susan had no problem with it at all. And more importantly, Susan was always concerned with how she, Karen, was doing and feeling. Just like a mother. A mother she cherished and loved.  
 
      
 
    ––––– o0o –––––  
 
      
 
    Susan read Karen’s latest email. Diane had gone crazy again last night. She had used four different bondage toys on him at the same time, in conjunction with fastening him to two different pieces of their furniture. Steve’s naked body had been contorted and bent over painfully backwards, forcing his chastity covered cock to be fully on display. And then, evidently Diane had removed that chastity device, made love to him bound up like that, and then fastened him into a brand new chastity device that Karen claimed was somewhat uncomfortable and more than a bit too small. Susan couldn’t even imagine what that might feel like for Steve.   
 
      
 
    Two months ago she had talked on the phone with Karen, discussing what to do about Ruth’s demands. Susan had a lot of misgivings and had pointed out all the problems it would bring, including for Karen. But in the end, she had let Karen make the decision herself. And she had let Karen make that decision…at the time when she would either have to sign the paper, or not sign it.   
 
      
 
    Karen had made the decision, and evidently her created daughter had been very happy about it ever since. Susan herself was glad about that. She genuinely cared about her created daughter. She didn’t care that much about Steve, who she would just as soon see drowned in the same lake he had once dumped her into. But her daughter Karen…she was a different matter.  
 
      
 
    It had been over two months now since Monica or any of her friends had contacted her. Evidently, they were done with the silly witch business now. Which meant that Susan was no longer the Sorceress. That was good, and it was bad. She had rather enjoyed the intriguing role. Someday, she figured she might need it again. If so, she and Karen were well prepared. Now, more than ever.  
 
      
 
    As she sat pondering Steve and Karen, she thought long and hard about the situation now, as opposed to when she had known Steve back in high school. Back in high school, Steve had gone out of his way to humiliate her and make her entire life as miserable as possible for many years. Now, Steve was in a position where his whole life would be humiliating and miserable.   
 
      
 
    As far as Susan was concerned, it was…poetic justice.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The End.  
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