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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Isn’t the secret of evolution mutation? ~ Dr. Victor Frankendick 
 
      
 
    “Sample my cunt, mylord. Only two cents.” 
 
    The gentleman stared at the midget blankly, then hurried on. He was not a lord, only a hard working man, and he would have no truck with gypsies. 
 
    Silithia sighed and pulled her thin coat tighter around herself. 
 
    This was a shabby section of town, but the only place where gypsies were allowed to ply their trades. 
 
    She watched the passersby pass by, sneering at her, if they deigned to take notice of her at all. 
 
    “Blow job, only one cent!” She tossed at a university student. Pah. University students were poor. 
 
    She was a small woman, barely scraping three feet tall, and that was in socks. For that, she was still perfectly shaped. Soft, brown hair, large, expressive eyes, and her body was a perfect hourglass. Indeed, if she had been photographed against other woman, and placed ten feet closer to the photographer, or otherwise made to look normal size, she would have been indistinguishable from the other women. Except maybe a bit more voluptuous, a tinier waist, a more beautiful face. 
 
    She sniffed. She was sure she had caught the French Disease. She had round sores and a higher temperature. 
 
    But she had to live. 
 
    “Let me tiny hands please you, milord. Only a ha’ cent.” she waggled her mittens, laced with holes, at a passing magistrate. 
 
    That worthy was drunk and sneered at her. 
 
    Silithia sighed, and decided that if she had no customers in the next five minutes she would move on. Maybe risk the better section of town. Rich people were always hornier than the poor. 
 
    The University student appeared in front of her. “One cent, eh?” 
 
    “Best penny you’ll ever spend, milord.” She smiled at the young man. 
 
    Thomas Scurvy was a pinched-faced bully. He was tired of being poor. His mother forced him to go to the college, constantly telling him he had raise his station in the world. 
 
    Thomas didn’t care about his station, he wanted money, and Dr. Victor Frankendick had it. And the good doctor would part with it in exchange for warm corpses. 
 
    Thomas picked at a scab and thought about it. 
 
    Digging into the cemetery and hoping to find a stiff warm enough for Frankendick was dicey. They always had the cold of the earth in them, and if the worms had already infested the corpse…bah! 
 
    He studied the midget. She was actually quite beautiful, but she already had a skin rash that spoke of disease. 
 
    She would wither and waste, cough up her lungs, piss out her spleen. She would get sent to some poor house, if she didn’t just perform a service and die on the street. 
 
    Hell, he would be performing the world a service, and saving the community money, if he just put her out of her misery. 
 
    He looked around, his thin eyes assessing the chances of not getting caught. 
 
    There were no people on the streets, it was gloomy and the shadows of night were already present. As if to help him, tendrils of fog were seeping through the city. 
 
    He could do it. 
 
    “Got a alley?” he asked. 
 
    The joy on the little woman’s face was pathetic, and Thomas knew he had made the right decision. 
 
    Silithia reached up and took his hand and led him towards a nearby alley. At last! She could buy a crust of bread this night. She led the young man into the mouth of darkness. 
 
    In the darkness she worked his pants, unbuttoned him and extracted his thin, little cock. She placed it in her mouth and sucked, and waited for it to grow larger. 
 
    Thomas grunted. Those tiny hands felt good on him, and her mouth was warm and adequate. Maybe he could let her do him first. After all, there was no hurry. Not until after he had done the deed. 
 
    Silithia sucked and felt him grow hard. It wasn’t a big cock, and that helped her manipulate it. She managed to get the whole tool in her mouth and she slid her tongue along his shaft and licked the underside of the head. 
 
    Thomas groaned. The little bitch was good, and he hadn’t masturbated for a couple of days. This was going to be good. He tilted his hips and drove his cock into her sucking mouth. 
 
    Silithia moaned, a sound that encouraged the young men, and did her best. It was obvious the young man hadn’t washed his cock recently, but she was used to such things. She tried not to breath through her nose, a difficult thing when one’s mouth was full of cock, and she handled his balls with her small hands. 
 
    Finally, Thomas felt the pulsing in the vein under his testicles. He felt the juice shoot up the tube, and he gave a groan as white semen erupted form the head of his cock and entered Silithia’s mouth. 
 
    He held her head, enjoyed her gagging and the way his spunk seeped out of the corners of his mouth. 
 
    Silithia batted at him with her miniscule fists, but had no effect. The man kept a hold on her head and she began to grow faint. 
 
    Thomas realized that if he killed her with a mouth full of his sperm the doctor might notice, and that would lead to questions he had no wish to entertain. He let go of her head. 
 
    Silithia fell to her knees. She took in great gulps of air and wiped his dick drool off her chin. She swallowed the rest, but it was so stinky she wished she could just regurgitate it. 
 
    But nourishment was nourishment, which helped the price of a ha’ penny and fooled her into thinking more profit. 
 
    Thomas stared at the little woman kneeling before him. So small, didn’t even come up to his waist, actually looked like a child, and for a moment he had a doubt, a misgiving, an idea that perhaps he should not commit this murder. 
 
    But the lure of the five cents the doctor would pay for a warm corpse, added to the penny he would retain for not paying this whore, he took off his scarf and reached down. In a quick motion he wrapped it about the woman’s head, covered her nose and mouth, then he applied pressure with his palm to her breathing apparatus. 
 
    Silithia reared her head, jerked, and fought the giant hands stopped her from taking in air. She beat upon the man with her fists, her legs kicked and she struggled to get away. 
 
    Thomas had a firm grip. He paid no mind to the small, weak hands clawing at him. Silithia began to fade. 
 
    In truth, Silithia was a good soul. She had a poor job, it is true, one which, in other circumstances she would never had taken. But she prayed to God daily. She helped her people, caring for the sick, sharing her food, even sharing her clothes with the children. 
 
    As she faded thoughts went through her head. Her childhood, her life, kindnesses and cruelties, memories of parents who died before she was five. Being cared for by the community. And…God. 
 
    She loved God. She prayed to him every day. She prayed to overcome her height, to be rich, to be in a position to help her people. 
 
    To help her people. 
 
    It is said that God does not listen…he just watches. 
 
    Did he listen on this gloomy night? Did he hear Silithia’s entreaties? 
 
    So many factors went into the making, and now unmaking, of Silithia that such ideas could only be conjectured upon. 
 
    Did God decide to reward the miniscule woman as she struggled and died? Or was there some larger plan? Did he plan to rescue the human race, give it a salvation hundreds of years in the making? Or was it just one more ingredient in the crucible of suffering that is the human existence? 
 
    None will ever know, at least until they see God and ask him face to face. 
 
    Thomas’s hands kept their grip, the small woman, a kind soul, expired, and he was left with a truth. Silithia had died. She was just a warm seed for the ground, and five cents from a doctor. 
 
    Silithia had died, and soon…long live Silithia. 
 
      
 
    Thomas carried the small corpse through the cobbled streets. He avoided the main streets where a constable might find objection with his load. He kept inside the grasp of fog and hurried. 
 
    He hugged her to him, almost like a baby in his arms, and he circled the university. 
 
    Behind the great campus, to a small house, he took the body. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door with one fist. 
 
    Footsteps, murmurs, and the door opened a crack. 
 
    Martha Frankendick peered out at Thomas. She was a middle-aged woman with a bony nose and thin lips. She was the doctor’s assistant. 
 
    “Ma’am, I have a body for the doctor.” 
 
    Without a word Martha opened the door and Thomas slithered in. 
 
    The door closed, Martha snapped, “Put it here.” 
 
    Thomas lay the small woman on the kitchen table. He looked around. 
 
    For a kitchen it made a pretty good laboratory. Beakers boiled on the stove, cupboards were filled with all manner of alchemy potion, and books were stacked on the floors. 
 
    Thomas glanced down at a row of stacked books. He caught some of the titles in his eye. 
 
    ‘A Familiar Introduction to the Study of Electricity’ by Priestley. 
 
    ‘Kimiya-yi Sa'ādat,’ Abū Ḥāmid Muḥammad ibn Muḥammad al-Ghazālī. 
 
    ‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira. 
 
    ‘Experimental researches in electricity,’ Michael Faraday. 
 
    ‘The Modern Prometheus,’ by some bitch named Shelley. 
 
    ‘The Secrets of Life and Death,’ by some author Thomas couldn’t see the name of. 
 
    “Still warm,” murmured Martha, studying the corpse. “Good. good. Just what the doctor ordered.” 
 
    Then she jerked her head up and stared at Thomas. 
 
    Thomas said not a word. He barely breathed. He could see that the old woman was thinking: not cold, no marks of a charnal house, not even any dirt. 
 
    Then the old woman curled a lip and returned her attention to the corpse. 
 
    Silithia lay upon the table, not even taking up half of it. Her face peaceful in death. Her eyes closed and not revealing of the terror of her final moments. 
 
    Her spirit stilled and at peace with God. She had been, at heart, a good woman. 
 
    “Got the pox,” muttered Martha.  
 
    “No…no she doesn’t.” 
 
    “Don’t try to fool a doctor, nor a doctor’s wife,” snapped the dour woman. She glanced at him again, “Don’t worry about your price. Doctor Frankendick will fix her. That he will.” She laughed a wheezy sort of snicker. 
 
    “My money?” 
 
    “Wait here.” The crotchety woman left the kitchen, returned a moment later. Dr. Frankendick was right behind her. 
 
    While Martha counted five small coins into Thomas’s outstretched hand while Victor examined the corpse. He bent over it, opened the eyes and looked into them. 
 
    “Hmm. Excellent. Excellent.” He looked up at Thomas. “I need  more bodies this fresh.” 
 
    Did he suspect the woman was recent murdered? Probably, he was a doctor, after all, but did he care? Not where science was concerned. 
 
    What was the life of a sickly midget, gypsy woman when compared to curing mankind of its ills and short-livedness. 
 
    “I’ll do my best, sir,” responded Thomas, thinking of future riches. 
 
    “Yes. Well, good night.” 
 
    Thomas being summarily excused, he went to the door and out. 
 
    Martha came and looked down at the body. 
 
    “She was a pretty thing,” remarked Frankendick, “we need electricity.” 
 
    Martha sneered. She didn’t like her husband to remark upon any woman’s beauty. The sooner this corpse was experimented on and gotten rid of the happier she would be. She certainly didn’t want to risk Victor playing with the dead woman’s sex organs, or even pushing his little dickie into her. 
 
    She quickly began working, prepared the electrical lines, starting up the machines the doctor used. 
 
    Frankendick went to the cupboards and began sorting through potions. He returned to the body, stripped the clothes from Silithia and began coating her body with a stinky substance. He injected several shots into her neck, placed his hands upon her boobs. 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    Victor didn’t even bother looking at his wife. “Checking the pulse.” 
 
    “Before you even done the electricity?” 
 
    “I’m checking to make sure the woman is truly dead. She looks so well preserved.” 
 
    “Electricity is ready,” snapped Martha. She was holding two leads and looked like she wanted to press them to the doctor. 
 
    “Yes, well, okay.” 
 
    Quickly, the doctor placed two metal disks, one on each side of Silithia’s neck. 
 
    “Too big.” 
 
    “Let’s use spoons.” 
 
    “Will they conduct well enough?” 
 
    “Well enough,” he assured his wife. 
 
    Now sound was rising in the small laboratory. The hiss and crackle of electricity as it powered up the machines, the turning over of the dynamos. 
 
    The smell of ozone filled the air and Frankendick positioned the leads. He was wearing thick, rubber gloves. Taking a breath, he touched the leads to the spoons taped to Silithia’s neck. 
 
    CRACKLE! SNAP HISSSSSSSS! 
 
    Smoke rose in the air and Silithia’s body jerked. Her back arched, and Frankendick noted how like that arch was to the spasm of pleasure when a woman came. 
 
    He touched the leads again…and again. 
 
    When it was all over Silithia lay still. Still dead. Unmoving, and Frankendick and his wife stared at the corpse distastefully. 
 
    “I was sure this would work.” 
 
    “Better try again,” said his wife. 
 
    “Well, put it out back. Have it disposed of.” 
 
    Martha picked up the body and carried it through the house. She placed it on a table in the backyard. A tall fence protected the yard from busy eyes, and the trash man had been paid off. 
 
    Damned body was useless, better to just get rid of it. 
 
    Martha went back into the house. 
 
    The night was silent. 
 
    A cat crept across the ground, sniffed at the table, jumped to the surface and sniffed the body. A starving creature, it tried to assess whether this was food. 
 
    It decided not, and jumped down and slunk away. 
 
    Silithia wasn’t even food for beasts now. 
 
    But there was a warmth in her chest. A spark in her heart. A growing contagion of electrical impulse. 
 
    Her heart had caught the lightening and was not letting it go. 
 
    A muscle twitched, a spurt of blood through a chamber. 
 
    A pulse spurted and stopped. 
 
    The body lay quiet, the night surrounded it with peacefulness. 
 
    The thoughts of man were far away, and in the forest where beasts slept there was only a dream, a lurch, and a finger clutching at nothing. 
 
    People sleeping in the city, or fucking, or searching for dreams to make their lives better. 
 
    Searching for some iota of happiness in a life called Hell. 
 
    The hand clutched, a snappy jerk, a flicker. 
 
    The other hand. 
 
    The chest lurched, the heart within beat again. Slowly, hesitantly, as if not sure it wanted to power the human body around this sad planet yet again. 
 
    The body gasped. The head rose a fraction, then fell back. 
 
    Life had been hard, was it worth returning to? 
 
    Yet how can you stop that which is compelled to beat…by God. 
 
    How can one refuse the whims of the creator? 
 
    How can one not live? 
 
    Indeed, the human species lives harder in the face of tragedy. 
 
    Silithia opened her eyes. 
 
    She tasted cum in her mouth, the remains of some man who had…who had done something terrible to her. 
 
    Yet her memory was not fully returned, which was good, for had she woken to the horror which had put her to sleep she might have just chosen to lay back and be dead again. 
 
    Then she remembered trying to breath, gasping, and she gasped again, but a reflex. She was breathing properly now, taking in rich amounts of oxygen, her heart was now pounding regularly, and blood was coursing through her. She could feel that pulse going through her body, waking up organs, telling her to live. 
 
    She sat up and looked around. 
 
    She was in a small yard behind a tall fence. There was only a slit of moon above to guide her. All was shadows. 
 
    She climbed down off the table. 
 
    She was feeling better now, and better and better. Whatever that young man had done to her…it seemed to have imbued her with a feeling of health. 
 
    Hunh! Health…her? Not likely. 
 
    She felt her way around the yard. A cat spurted out of a corner and disappeared into another. 
 
    She found a latch, and, thank God, it was just within her short reach. She worked the latch, manage to pull the gate open, and exited into an alley. 
 
    She didn’t know where she was, only that she was surrounded by tall buildings. She walked down the alley, feeling better and better. 
 
    What had that man done to her? She had never felt so good! Yet he had strangled her breathing. What was his plan? Why? And why had she wound up in that yard, laid upon a table like a feast? 
 
    She had no answers, she had only her footsteps, and the finding of a path that led away from this terrible place. 
 
    Shortly, when she came out of the mouth of the alley, she realized where she was. The University. 
 
    Hunh! A place she could never go to, it was reserved for people of normal frame. 
 
    She walked around the vast lawns and silent buildings, and she picked up speed. 
 
    She began running. The feeling of health was so strong in her. She didn’t know what had happened, but she had never felt so strong and healthy, and there was even a core of happiness deep within her chest. 
 
    She ran.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Don’t curse love. Curse the asshole that hurt you. 
 
    Old Gypsy Saying 
 
      
 
    Silithia ran through the night, a minuscule woman of perfect proportions. 
 
    Before this her back hurt if she ran, and her legs ached after only a minute. But now she felt no pain; it was as if every pain and ache in her body had been erased. 
 
    She passed people walking along the sidewalk and they stared after her, wondering what a child was doing out alone this late at night. 
 
    She forgot about going through the shabby section of town in her joy. The wind blowing her hair, her lungs working in a way that energized her, she ran right through the good section of town. Past constables, past bars and shops, past lovers huddled in shadows. 
 
    She ran faster than she ever had before, even faster than when she had been a child, before all the tremendous aches and hurts had lodged in her small body. 
 
    Before this, she had had to struggle to keep up with normal sized people. Her little legs twinkling and her lungs huffing painfully, and still she fell behind. She was just too short, her legs too stubby. But now…now she flew like a young colt, knowing no pain, just feeling the bursting flower of perfect health in her. 
 
    She reached the outskirts of the city and slowed to a fast walk. Even then she would burst out with a sprint every once in a while. 
 
    Through the fields, past the lumbering cows, giants that dwarfed her but were slow moving shapes in her wind. 
 
    Down lanes, past houses, to the gypsy encampment. 
 
    She slowed to a walk then, she was bursting with good feeling. Her eyesight was sharp in the night, her hearing was perfect. She approached the low campfires where her people sat around fires and held muted discussion. 
 
    How long can we stay here before they kick us out? 
 
    When will the authorities send their armed men after us? 
 
    Are our womenfolk in danger of being raped? Or, rather, when will our women folk be raped? 
 
    And, under it all, when should we move on? 
 
    Silithia stepped into the light of the fire and sat on a log. 
 
    A smattering of greetings. Cheer without being too loud. They were a robust people who knew when to keep their mouths shut. 
 
    Kezia was stirring a pot. She raised an eyebrow and ascertained that Silithia did want a bowl of…whatever it was. 
 
    Mahala was sitting with the Shiditha brothers, giggling and trying to figure out which to bed, and which to marry. 
 
    Motshan, with the long beard and the knowing eyes, half blind, played his violin sweetly, sadly, charming the people with his compassion. 
 
    “How were the pickings?” asked Vano. He was a studly man who Silithia dreamed about, but knew she could never have. 
 
    He was full-sized, and she was not. 
 
    “Not a thing,” murmured Silithia. Funny, her voice sounded different to her ears. 
 
    She thought about what had happened to her. 
 
    She didn’t know what had happened. It was a mystery. She had been blowing some young University student, and he had placed a rag over her mouth and stopped her breathing. She had woken up, dazed, confused, and feeling like she was recovering from a long bout with…all manner of illnesses. 
 
    Silithia ate her stew. It was delicious, for Gypsy’s knew how to season. When there was little meat and a lot of bulbs dug out of the ground people learned how to change the taste of their meals to something palatable. 
 
    Night. Crickets and frogs. Twin points of light from thick bushes. The moon, silver, little sliver, crawling across the sky. 
 
    Vano waited till most were gone to sleep, wrapped in their rolls under the wagons, huddled in the wagons, or just dozing near the fire. 
 
    “Silithia?” 
 
    Silithia looked at the handsome young man. He had a strong face, good teeth, and lots of muscles. He was a catch. She saw a light in his eye she had never seen before. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Would you like to go to bed?” 
 
    Her breath caught in her chest. Her healthy, soundly beating heart stopped. She felt a warmth come into her cheeks, explode deep within her body. 
 
    She had wanted him for so long, and he had never…but now he was. 
 
    Red-faced, not sure what was happening, she nodded. Then: “But I dare not. I might have the Franch Disease.” 
 
    Vano frowned. He wanted the small woman. He didn’t know why, he had never wanted her before, but now his cock was pressing in his pants and he felt a lust unfamiliar. 
 
    “I don’t…I can get a bladder.” Disease be damned. She was just so beautiful. 
 
    Silithia thought about it. Animal bladders could be fashioned to prevent disease, but did she dare risk him. 
 
    The look in his eyes convinced her. She had never seen such poorly concealed eagerness in her life. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Come. Let us find a place.” 
 
    They rose, stepped out of the light, and took a few steps into the woods. Under a tree, the ground padded with dead leaves, he spread a blanket. 
 
    She waited, dazed by this turn of events. She watched him in the gloom, a shadow doing shadowy business. 
 
    He knelt on the blanket and aid one word. “Come.” 
 
    She approached him, and his long, strong arms engulfed her. His lips pressed against her, and his hands sought her breasts. 
 
    Though she was an experienced whore, she was as a virgin to him. 
 
    Before she had never given herself up, just sucked the cock, or laid down and felt the fumbling as men expended their seed in her. 
 
    She was a gimmick. An erotic something else. She was a toy to be fucked. 
 
    But now it was different. 
 
    She was healthy, feeling glorious, and the most handsome man in the world had just come to her, called to her, and wanted to bed her. 
 
    He placed her on her back, lifting her and moving her like a doll. She slithered out of her clothes, and he felt her in the night. 
 
    His hands roamed over her as if to ascertain that here, really, was perfection of woman. 
 
    She placed her small hands on his erect penis and stroked. 
 
    His breath caught and his heart pounded. Her hands fired up his flesh and he was already in danger of cumming. 
 
    “Wait, wait,” he said desperately. Then he was squirting his semen in her hand. 
 
    She felt him spurt, felt the hot liquid splatter on her arm and drain in her hand. 
 
    What had happened? Why had he…men didn’t usually squirt so fast, no matter how erotic a plaything she was, men had a hard time squirting. 
 
    Yet he had erupted, and with savagery, within mere seconds. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” his tortured voice begged for forgiveness. “I wanted you so badly, and now…now…” 
 
    “Shush,” she whispered. “Give it time.”  
 
    So they sat on in the blanket in the darkness, and they didn’t speak much, they had nothing in common except their desire for sex, and waited. 
 
    After a few minutes she reached into his lap and found his pet snake. She fondled it, closed her small grip around it, as best she could, and it became hard. 
 
    “Oh, my god!” he blurted. He never recovered this fast, but now his pecker was hard as a log. 
 
    “Yes,” breathed Silithia. She lay back and helped him into her. 
 
    He was big, and the size of him took her breath away. He stretched her out as none of the townsfolk ever did, and they stared at each others eyes in the night. Eyes that were sparks of light, bits of thought on a man’s face, a woman’s face, and they felt the wonder of the penis in the vagina. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked. 
 
    “God, yes,” she held on to his strong arms with her tiny hands. 
 
    “I’m going to move.” 
 
    “Please,” she agreed. 
 
    He pressed downward with his hips, and his big cock pushed into her flesh. It was her hole that was expanding, but she felt like it was her heart. For a moment she felt dizzy, then the sheer feeling of hard cock in her rescued her, brought her to earth, brought her to pleasure and passion. 
 
    He pulled out, and it felt like he was sucking her insides out, whirlpooling her essence so hard it was in danger of falling out her cunt. 
 
    She had never felt anything like this. She had lain and been used, and she had gotten bits of pleasure from the act, but this was more, much more. This was her nerves screaming and shivering and dancing. This was her heart pounding desperately, drowning in a tsunami of lust. 
 
    She lurched upwards, recaptured him, pulled him back into her. 
 
    He gasped with the sensations pounding through him. He was a lusty man, a man who loved pleasure, but this was ten times better than anything he had ever experienced. 
 
    Who would imagine that a midget cunt would have this power? 
 
    He pushed down, and it was her turn to gasp. The size of him, the glory of doing the act with somebody she liked, loved, had wanted for years, it was more than heavenly. 
 
    Under the tree they wormed and squirmed, stretching her, and reducing him to a bundle of frantic love. 
 
    “I…I’m going to cum…again.” 
 
    “Shh!” she said, willing to accept her lover’s semen, his offering of love. 
 
    He grunted, he groaned, he lost control, he pounded on her, and on later reflection, would wonder that he hadn’t hurt her. 
 
    She was healthy, strong in body and cunt, and she took his force with a smile. Enjoying the hard fucking, letting herself absorb his passion, and she felt something then. She felt…his essence. A spark deep within. A piece of him beyond mere flesh. 
 
    At that moment, almost as if she had pulled it out of him, he erupted. 
 
    He groaned, sounding like a dog growling, and his pecker stiffened and shot semen into her. 
 
    She raised her hips and gloried in his gift. 
 
    And she felt something more…like she had actually absorbed a part of his spirit. 
 
    And she had. 
 
    For though he was strong for a man, he was weak compared to her good health, and she took his energy from him. 
 
    Indeed, he would be slack for days, languorous and deprived of energy, and he would not understand that she had taken it from him. 
 
    They slowed their rocking, thrusting battle, and he withdrew his cock. It was slack now, slimy with his seed, only a bit of drool seeping out of the slit on the head. 
 
    She experienced a lack of satisfaction. She had not cum. And she knew that he was incapable of pleasing her. He wasn’t healthy like her, and he would give up his seed too easily. 
 
    No matter that he was young and strong, a catch, he had not the stamina to please her, to bring her to orgasm. 
 
    They lay in the darkness, him dazed and beaten. 
 
    Her energized by frustration. She wanted another man. Now. She wanted to get off. 
 
      
 
    The next few days were sad. 
 
    Vano would look at Silithia, sitting across the fire, walking to a wagon, eating from a bowl, and then he would look at his dick. Slack. Drained. Empty. He couldn’t get it up. 
 
    The memory of his satisfaction prompted him to, he wanted to, but the flesh was weak. It wasn’t as healthy as Silithia’s. 
 
    So he would watch, and want, and wish, and was sad for his inability as a man. 
 
    To compound his misery, other men started noticing Silithia. 
 
    The Shiditha brothers began ignoring Mahala and sitting on each side of Silithia. They joked with her, and teased her, and flirted with her. 
 
    They wanted her flesh. They wanted to feel her breasts and sink their cocks into her. Whenever one or the other would stand up their cocks would be visible, outlined large in their pants, even the veins visible, and, like as not, there would be a damp spot at the end of their cocks. 
 
    Silithia loved it. She had always been a part of the people, but a small part. Now people were actually taking note of her. 
 
    The next night Silvanus came to her. She had just laid down, under a wagon, and suddenly the older man was squatted by a large wheel, calling to her in a whisper. 
 
    “Silithia? Silithia?” 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    He didn’t even try to take her out in the bushes, he just crawled under the wagon and touched her. 
 
    “I saw you tonight, so beautiful. I needed to talk to you.” 
 
    Talk, but spelled fuck. 
 
    Silithia was dazed by the attention. Silvanus was an important man. He had wives and horses and a big wagon. He could have been lying in one of his wive’s arms, but he was here, under the trailer, stating his need. 
 
    “So talk.” 
 
    “You are so beautiful. Your form is so perfect. And your eyes, they are sweet and mystical and innocent all at the same time. They reveal your beautiful soul.” 
 
    Silithia listened. She didn’t interrupt, but even if she had, he would have just continued spouting his desire for her. 
 
    Finally: “I need you, dear Silithia, could you…could we…” 
 
    Silithia took off her clothes. in the darkness she reached out a hand and felt Silvanus He was already stroking his cock. 
 
    She brushed his hand away and took over the stroking duties. 
 
    Silvanus gulped loudly. He had never felt such softness, such tenderness. His nerves exploded with desire, and he came. 
 
    “Uh…uh…uh!” 
 
    Silithia stared at him in shock. She had barely touched him, and he had exploded all over her hand. 
 
    She felt him pumping his seed on her flesh, and she felt a disappointment. She wanted to cum. She had finally played with herself the night previous, bringing herself to an orgasm, but it wasn’t the same. 
 
    Sex was designed for two people, not one person and a hand. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, realizing that he had exploded his groin all over her. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” and he was, but he was satisfied. 
 
    Silithia realized how selfish men could be then, for he backed out from under the wagon, tucked himself back into his pants, and disappeared into the darkness. 
 
    She lay there, sad and unsatisfied. She had put her clothes back on, and now she reached under her garments and felt herself. 
 
    Her slit was fully functional. Yet, if she was not careful, she would never feel another man in it, for they exploded too fast. 
 
    What was wrong with her that they did this? 
 
    She didn’t realize that it was what was ‘right’ with her. That her good health inspired men to lust, and then to premature drainage of their essence. 
 
    But she did know that when she had fucked Vano the night before she had gained something. Some bit of strength, an addition to her own self that made her feel, if it was possible, even more healthy. 
 
    And she had felt a similar gain with Silvanus just a few minutes before. 
 
    “Silithia?” 
 
    She listened, it was Borq Shiditha. He had come looking for her. 
 
    “What do you want?” she hissed into the night. 
 
    He found the wagon she was under then and crawled next to her. 
 
    “Dear Silithia. You are so beautiful. I would suckle at your breasts and eat at your core. I need you.” 
 
    No flowers, just a dive into lust. 
 
    On one hand, Silithia was disappointed. No woman likes to not be appreciated. Yet Borq was just intent on sampling her charms. Hell, he was frantic to sample them. 
 
    Silithia couldn’t help herself. She was hungry herself. She wanted a good fucking and a glorious cum. But she knew she was going to have to play it cagey. 
 
    “Take off your clothes and lay down. 
 
    Borq did. He was a lump on the ground, but Silithia knew exactly where his penis stood up straight. 
 
    She climbed over him and sank down. 
 
    He impaled her with stunned surprise. He had never felt such electrifying flesh in his life. His dick surged and…he began to cum. 
 
    Silithia snorted in disgust. She rose up, him still spurting and groaning, and sat down and let the bit of seed that had found its way into her find its way out. 
 
    Once again she was not satisfied, and it seemed to be getting worse. Maybe it was just her pussy over her hand, but the boy had squirted even faster than Silvanus. And she had made sure she didn’t touch him! 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” he managed, then he was gone, a satisfied shadow in the night. A hard on drained. A dick done. 
 
    Silithia rearranged her clothes, and lay back. 
 
    Frustrated. 
 
    Sighing, she reached a finger down again. She fully intended to hook her pussy to an orgasm, and then: “Silithia?” 
 
    Silithia groaned.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Rocks in my path? I keep them all. 
 
    With them I shall build my castle.” ~ Nemo Nox 
 
     
 
    Silithia had spent her youth traveling with the gypsies. She had giggled and played tag with the children, been spanked (gently, because she was so small) when she misbehaved, and grown to love her life. 
 
    Sure, she was short, but people are people, and these were the ones she knew. 
 
    It all changed. 
 
    Every night the men came around, begging, pleading. Many men, every night. 
 
    If she let them fuck her they were drained for days, but there were others to take their place. 
 
    She rapidly came to love her ability to touch their cock and make them cum. She did that more and more, soaking the ground with their sperm, emptying their balls dismissively, wishing she could find someone who loved, who cherished, who wanted more than a ball drain. 
 
    Yet they did love her. They spoke of their love often, the night was filled with their whispered guarantees. But when they had cum, the love waned. 
 
    But, still, they loved her. 
 
    But she didn’t love them. 
 
    She was rapidly becoming disillusioned. Men she had admired turned out to be nothing more than horny goats begging in the night. 
 
    But that wasn’t the worst thing. 
 
    The women. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the women to discover that their husbands and boyfriends were seeking solace with Silithia, and this did not warm Silithia to their hearts. 
 
    Not even three days had passed before the women looked upon her with frowns. Five days and they sneered openly. Seven days and Silithia knew she must leave. Leave or be stoned. The women were that hostile. 
 
    “Borq, give me money,” she demanded. 
 
    But Borq had no money to give. 
 
    “Salvanus, I need money.” 
 
    But Silvanus’s wife held the purse, and there was no way that woman was going to pay money to a trollop who stole her husband’s seed. 
 
    Thus the men, so insistent and frantic, got fucked and never paid.  
 
    Silithia was becoming fearful. The men were so demanding, lining up, whining, begging. Would they become violent? 
 
    In the women’s eyes it was not the men’s fault. A superstitious people, they blamed Silithia. She had put a spell on the men. She was a witch, an enchantress. 
 
    Thus, the men came, Silithia couldn’t find the wherewithal to leave, and the women cast their eyes upon her. Evil eyes, filled with hate. 
 
    Finally, Silithia tried a last resort. She approached Vadoma, the unofficial leader of the women, and she asked, “Vadoma, I wish to leave, but I have no money. Please help me.” 
 
    Was it the begging? The shaming of her ‘rival? Or was it simply the older woman’s desire to rid the camp of Silithia? 
 
    Who knows. But Vadoma put together a small purse. She handed this to Silithia in the morning without a word. 
 
    Silithia mumbled her thanks and, picking up a loaf of fresh bread, which nobody objected to, left the gypsy encampment. 
 
    She entered the forest and followed an old animal trail that led through the depths. She felt relief. No more men. No more of the constant whining for sex. No longer a fear that she would be beaten if she didn’t lay down and spread her small legs. 
 
    The day was warm, she squirrels running through the trees, chirruping loudly. Birds flew over head. And she stopped for a moment to watch a butterfly flutter by. 
 
    A sound. 
 
    She whirled. It was a ways away, but the brush was crackling with urgency. Somebody was following her! 
 
    She darted behind a large rock and hid under some brush. She lay, her heart pounding, and watched the trail. 
 
    For a couple of minutes nothing happened. nobody came along the trail. But she knew they were coming. 
 
    Her hearing was much improved since she had woken in the strange, back yard. As was her sense of taste and smell and other senses. 
 
    Along with good health came a sharpening of perceptions that was quite stark. 
 
    Borq appeared on the trial. He was puffing, following the trail, and it was obvious what his intent was: catch her. 
 
    He passed by, and Silithia waited a moment, then turned to a pathless way. She was small enough that she could go under bushes and squeeze through spaces between boulders. She moved smoothly, but swiftly. She did not want to be caught. 
 
    Yelling in the distance. Not Borq, but someone else. Maybe his brother. Maybe Silvanus. Maybe another. 
 
    Silithia listened, it seemed that she was safe. The men were blundering blindly, and she had a firm plan. 
 
    Along with good health and sharpened perceptions she was thinking more clearly. 
 
    She darted through the forest, off angles to the path she had been following, and all sounds of pursuit faded. 
 
    Finally, she sat upon a fallen trunk and considered her plight. 
 
    She had to escape the men. They would assault heer, gang rape her,  and take her back to the encampment. Where the women would kill her. 
 
    In her mind she pictured where the towns were, where the roads were. Where river meandered and mountain pondered. 
 
    She thought she knew where she was, the question was…where should she go? 
 
    By now the night was lowering and she realized that she needed a place to sleep. A place protected form the wild animals. Yet she dare not start a fire, for that would draw the men. 
 
    She found a stand of boulders. A path circled them and led to an easily defensible height. She mounted the boulders, dragged a couple of limbs to block the trail and disguise it, then settled in for the night. 
 
    She didn’t sleep that much, but listened for the sounds of pursuit. 
 
    She heard voices calling, fading, coming back, but she seemed to be off their course. Finally, late in the night, she fell asleep. She slept uneasily, afraid in her dreams as well as her waking hours. 
 
    Her eyes flickered open. 
 
    Men. Coming up the path. 
 
    She crawled off to the side, behind a small rock, on a small ledge. Behind her was a fall of ten or twelve feet. 
 
    “There she is!” 
 
    She turned to find Silvanus pointing a bony finger at her. 
 
    He rushed around the boulder, and she heard the men on the hidden path pushing the limbs away, trying to get to her. 
 
    She slid down the side of the boulder, holding on to her simple purse. The slide became a fall and she prepared to break her legs, but she had underestimated her good health. She landed, her legs bent and she sprawled, but she was unbroken. 
 
    Quickly, she got her feet under her and scampered into the brush. 
 
    Behind her the men shouted, clamored for her to return, and slid down the boulder themselves. They were on her trail! 
 
    Silithia ran for her life. Bushes tugged at her, her breath became ragged, but she couldn’t draw away from the sounds behind her. They were dogs to her hare, and they had caught her scent. 
 
    She came to a small stream. A dowsing for her, a wader for the men. She ran, splashing, and as she reached the far bank the men burst out of the forest. 
 
    “There! There!” 
 
    Splashing as they forsook wading for sprinting through the swirling stream. 
 
    Silithia ran, and only her good health kept her in front of the howling pack of males. But her legs were too short, and the men had not her health, but they had the stride, and they stayed close upon her. 
 
    Through the woods, across another stream. A sprint up a hill. 
 
    Now, good health or not, Silithia was running out of steam. The men were but twenty yards behind her, she was in their sights at all times, and it was only a matter of time before reached her, tackled her, touched her and groped her and had their way with her. Fucking her till they broke her bones, piling their bodies on until she ran out of breath and was simply crushed beneath their weight. 
 
    In spite of the new clarity of thought she was experiencing, fear began to grip her mind. Desperate, panicky fear. She was going to be caught! She was— 
 
    She fell. A pebble? A stick? She knew not, but the ground slid beneath her. 
 
    The men were a growling mob as they closed in. She turned and backed away using hands and feet, crawling upside down, knowing the futility of further flight. Knowing that her end was—she was stopped by something tall and sturdy. 
 
    But she was still on a path. There were no trees on the path, there was nothing…she turned and realized she had been brought up by a pair of legs. 
 
    She looked upwards. 
 
    He was a sturdy man in warrior garb. He held a scabbard and she heard the raspy whine of metal scraping out of the scabbard. Then he held a sword in front himself, over her head. 
 
    The men skidded to a stop. They were a mob, but the man was not afraid, and so the courage of the mob leaked as if into the ground. 
 
    “Hold, dogs,” the man spoke with a glee, with a wicked enjoyment for the prospect of combat. 
 
    A mob wants a victim. But here was a man who was not, who stood and faced them down. 
 
    “What would you have with this tiny woman?” He held the sword ready. His jaw was firm and his expression steadfast, but with that touch of humor. 
 
    “She’s ours!” protested Vano. 
 
    “We’re Gypsies and she is one of us!” 
 
    “Since when do Gypsy folk chase their own like curs chase rodents?” 
 
    The men tried to protest, but the man stepped forward, his legs straddled the fallen Silithia. 
 
    “Be gone, varlets, lest I separate you from your heads.” 
 
    The men backed away. Unhappy, many of them surging momentarily, unwilling to give up Silithia. but when the man stabbed one in the arm they all broke. They scurried away. 
 
    The man watched them, a curl on his lip, and waited. 
 
    When they had all disappeared he returned and bent to Silithia. 
 
    “What have we here?” 
 
    “My name is Silithia,” responded the girl. 
 
    “Ha! A gypsy name. Should I have let them take you?” 
 
    “No, milord.” She was already recovered and the man helped her to her feet. “And thank you for your rescue.” 
 
    The Lord’s smile turned upside down as he contemplated her. He felt a liking for this wee person. He fell a surge of appreciation for her, and, being a noble man, he tried to ignore the growth of his penis. 
 
    He said, “Well, come along now. My Lord will wish to inspect you.” 
 
    He led the way through the forest and Silithia followed. For the first time in a while she felt protected. The man had chased the Gypsies away, and she felt obligated to him. 
 
    “What is your name, milord?” 
 
    “Rufus of Calledora. And what is yours, wee person?” 
 
    “I am Silithia.” She spoke defiantly, then softened herself by saying, “I thank you, milord. Those men…I was afraid.” 
 
    “No need to fear. You’re under my protection now. But what were you doing way out here?” 
 
    “Running for my life, milord.” 
 
    Rufus thought about that. Yet he didn’t think the mob he had repelled was interesting in killing this small woman. He felt, rather, that they were in heat, lustful, a pack of horny idiots. 
 
    He glanced at the small woman. Her body was so small, but so perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were large for her size, and her face was beautiful He could imagine her full-sized What an awesome fuck she would make. 
 
    Then he looked away, his penis growing harder than he wished. 
 
     
 
    Castello Calledora sat upon a low hill, it commanded the view for miles around. It was a grey affair, a serious construction by men prepared for war. the walls were thick, the battlements high, the crenellations numerous. Two gargoyles sat on the front corners, and two more over the front gate. They had gaping mouths. The glow of flames silhouetting their ugliness indicated hot oil was kept in readiness. 
 
    “Are you at war, milord?” 
 
    “When are we not?” he spoke with a grimace inspired by unkind memories. “Crimea threatens, the Prussians are ever preparing, yet we try to stay back from the wars. Be ready, be prepared, but be circumspect, that is our motto. 
 
    They came around the trail to a moat. A drawbridge was lowered and a cart was crossing it. 
 
    “Ho!” yelled Rufus. He was greeted by a wave, then he led Silithia across the drawbridge. 
 
    Silithia had never been in a castle, and she was fascinated. She studied the sharp spikes on the portcullis. She gazed at the guard holding his rifle. Her head tilted back and she took note of the ramparts, the tall turrets, the cheerfully waving flags over the whole thing. 
 
    She had no words, so she simply said, “This is pretty.” 
 
    “Ha! Pretty. My Uncle would not like that. Call this heap of stones sturdy if you will, but never pretty.” 
 
    “Yes, milord.” 
 
    A lad came out of a doorway, glanced at Silithia, and turned back. 
 
    In the main courtyard vendors were shouting their wares and bickering with customers. They all stopped their bickering and stared at Silithia. Then they remembered to greet their lord, and doff their hats. 
 
    Rufus was held in high regard; Silithia was impressed by how the men smiled and the women tittered behind their fans. 
 
    They entered a kitchen where a dozen fat women labored over the next meal. Peas were being shucked, chickens plucked, and a big fire was roaring. 
 
    “Good day, Mistress.” Rufus greeted the head cook, the largest of the women. She greeted him back, and gazed down upon Silithia. “You have brought a partridge for the pot?” 
 
    “She was beset upon by a crowd. It was Christian to bring her along.” 
 
    “Will she work?” 
 
    “I know not. But time enough for that. Where’s my uncle?” 
 
    “In the big room.” 
 
    They left the kitchen and the roar of hearth and women chatting. He led her through the castle and into a large hall. 
 
    Silithia stared around in wonder. The high ceilings, the paintings and tapestry on the walls, the suits of armor in niches carved into the stone walls, it was an awesome room, and she marveled that anybody could have a home so big. 
 
    “Ho, Uncle. I bring you Silithia.” He spoke ponderously, like he was announcing the conquerer of the world. 
 
    The uncle stood at a large table across the room. He was speaking with a couple of other men, but he stopped, rose, and hugged his nephew. 
 
    “And, what, pray tell, is a Silithia?” He looked down upon Silithia, but he was smiling through his bushy and grey beard. He was old, but demonstrated a vitality that younger men would envy. 
 
    Rufus told the tale of the rescue, and finished up with, “I have invited her to sup, then she may make her choices, stay or go, work or…or…” he stopped talking and frowned. Whatever was in his mind stayed hidden however, and he seemed to forget about it and smiled. 
 
    “I wish she would stay, however, for I have taken quite a liking to her.” 
 
    In Silithia’s mind: Uh oh. Rufus had spoken like one of the men of her tribe, on the edge of lust and thinking about bedding her. It was in the gleam in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    Silithia was shown to a room and advised to rest before dinner. Maids would attend to her and help her prepare. Which advice seemed strange to Silithia, for what preparation is necessary for a meal but to pick up the knife and fork. 
 
    Still, she was tired from running from the men, so she lay on the bed and was surprised when she woke up and found that she had been asleep. 
 
      
 
    The maids dressed her in the finest garments she had ever seen. Soft silk that fell in love with her skin in the most sensual manner. Undergarments that held her breasts in place. Almost embarrassingly in place. And shoes that were too tall for her. 
 
    Most amazing was that they had apparently been prepared especially for her. There were no other small people in the castle. There would be no reason to have such clothes about. But they brought out dress and under garments and accoutered her, and she actually felt like she was beautiful. something she had never thought before. She didn’t know she was wearing children’s clothes. 
 
    She whirled before a mirror and the maids smiled and complimented her. 
 
    There was no hate nor even a dirty look from the maids, and Silithia was heartened. She never wanted her own kind to turn upon her again. 
 
      
 
    Dinner was a frolicking affair. Men and women lined the tables and drank to each other’s health. A deer carcass was turned over a large fire, and plates of meat and vegetables were constantly being brought in from the kitchen. 
 
    Silithia, sitting next to Rufus, had never experienced such largesse. And she had never eaten so fully and of such delicious plates. 
 
    “Your lady friend eats like a woman made larger,” said the Uncle at one point, causing Silithia to blush. 
 
    Rufus chortled and responded, “She is trying to fill herself up, and so grow bigger…bigger.” 
 
    Silithia lowered her blushing face and all laughed joyously at her…with her. 
 
    Silithia was a woman of the country. She was a peasant, and, what’s worse, a Gypsy peasant. But to see such relaxed conversation, such familiarity, and even with the lords, she was astonished and even flabbergasted. 
 
    Thus, Silithia was welcomed to Castello Calledora, and the troubles began that very night.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
     “You have to know that an older man 
 
    cannot hang from a chandelier.” ~ Karola Westheimer  
 
     
 
    Tap, tap, tap. A discreet knock, and the door to her chambers opened.               
 
    Lord Rufus slid through the door and closed it softly. 
 
    “Milord?” 
 
    “I have come to check on you, young lady.” 
 
    Young lady? Silithia realized that she had just been promoted. 
 
    “Oh. I…I thank you, but I am fine.” 
 
    Yet he did not back away, turn and leave. He stepped further into the room. 
 
    “Did you enjoy yourself tonight?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” 
 
    “Excellent. Tell me about yourself.” 
 
    As Rufus took a step closer, Silithia realized that he was acting like one of the men who had chased her; he was besotted with her, the only difference being that he made a show of caring. He covered his plea of lust with concern. 
 
    She was right in her estimation, for suddenly he leaped forward, took knee next to her bed and reached his hands forward to take her hand in his. 
 
    “Oh, Silithia, I knew, from the first time I laid eyes on you, that I must have you.” 
 
    His hands were barely below the edge of the bed, and he fiddled with his pants. In a second he had his dick out and was playing with it. 
 
    Now Silithia felt conflicted. For on one hand she was beholden to the lord, on the other he just wanted to get his rocks out. 
 
    Silithia came close to tears then. What had happened to her to make her a magnet for lust? What had changed in her? She knew the experience, whatever had happened between the time of her attack and waking up in a backyard, was responsible. 
 
    But what had happened? 
 
    “Oh, Silithia, your very name makes me drunk with love!” 
 
    His hands brushed her breasts and she felt a thrill shoot through her. Even though she knew he was in lust, not love, the physical thrill of being wanted had a hold on her. 
 
    “I am but a peasant, lord,” she protested, but lightly. Her flesh responding to his touch. 
 
    He leaned closer, his hand working faster and faster. 
 
    She reached for him then, almost in a daze, and she took his penis in hand. 
 
    “Don’t cum yet,” she begged. 
 
    But he couldn’t control himself. Her touch, her hands on him, he groaned and his back rippled. He spewed slime across the bed, a long rope that soiled her forearm before dripping to the bed coverings. 
 
    Disappointed, she let go of him. She watched as he continued to buck and emit juice. Finally, he lay, gasping, exhausted. He stood up and began to push himself back into his pants, and she said, “Wait, Lord Rufus.” 
 
    She felt the hunger in her. She wanted to have her own cum. 
 
    He wavered. Exhausted in body but commanded by her voice, and yet feeling a spark of desire within. 
 
    “Stay with me for a while, you will be able to do it again, and this time within me.” 
 
    Now he couldn’t leave. Exhausted, drained, yet offered more of the poison, he knelt beside the bed again. 
 
    For a long moment nothing was said, then Silithia, afraid he would leave, blurted, “You must tell me of your castle and the people.” 
 
    So they talked. A winding conversation where she learned of how decisions in government were made, learned the gossip of the castle, even saw the petty jealousies that a prince might have. 
 
    Oddly, this short conversation thrilled Silithia. The only conversations she had had before were of the peasant variety. There was a sameness to the way of the converse, but it was elevated, speaking of elites and their foibles. She knew that there was something in the conversation that not only held appeal to her, but was worthwhile. She was learning. 
 
    Then, 15 minutes later, she noticed Rufus adjusting his pants and squirming, and she knew he was already ready. 
 
    “Are you ready for another round, milord?” 
 
    He smiled, such a handsome man, and pulled out his prick. 
 
    Now she touched it, and though he groaned, he held off squirting. Yet Silithia knew she would have to hurry. These short-lived men were a vexation. 
 
    She threw back the covers, and his eagerness made him clumsy. He almost fell on her, his hands being tripped by the wrinkles of sheets, then he knelt between her legs, erect and ready. 
 
    “Ah,” Silithia sighed as she helped him find her pussy. 
 
    His body covered her, yet he held himself up, did not squash her, as he pushed into her. 
 
    Silithia groaned. She hated that men were obsessed with her to the point of stupid, but she did so love the feel of a long shaft of flesh plumbing her depths. 
 
    Rufus marveled at how he had managed to insert his whole length into this tiny woman. He felt her breasts then, squeezed them, and bent his body so he could reach his mouth to them. 
 
    Silithia gasped as he pulled her nipples with his mouth and sucked on them. She arched her back. With one hand she aided his love making by rubbing her slit button. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” mumbled Rufus, already close. Silithia knew she had to hurry, or…  
 
    “Wait!” she pushed his chest. 
 
    The old Silithia, weak and crippled by pains, would not have been able to do this, but the new Silithia, possessed by incredible feelings of health, could. 
 
    Growing a bit frantic, Rufus left her hole. His face quickly becoming worried that he would not find his way back into her, he asked, “What is wrong?” 
 
    “You overwhelm me, milord.” 
 
    “Oh…oh, yes.” He realized that he had been too fast. With the ladies of the castle he was never this fast. He took his time and brought them along. 
 
    Quickly, he slithered down her body, put his face in her junction and began applying his lips and tongue to her pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” A thrill shot through Silithia, and she quickly understood that this was a part of lovemaking that she had missed out on. 
 
    As a whore men squirted quickly, almost ashamed, wishing to be done and gone even as they plumbed her. 
 
    As a peasant, she had rarely been touched. She was a whore after all, and small to boot. 
 
    After she had achieved her great health, however, the men were too besotted to take their time. They were in. They rushed to fuck her, and so frantic they forgot the basic niceties of serious lovemaking. 
 
    Now reminded, and the edge taken off his own hunger, however temporarily, Rufus went to work. 
 
    He sucked her pussy, making her laugh with his obnoxious pig sounds. He gobbled her breasts with his hands, pulling on the nipples so that her breath caught. He kissed her endlessly, and even without his prick Silithia felt herself climb the mountain. 
 
    But she knew he might be out of control if she didn’t let him squirt in her. 
 
    “I’m ready, but take your time. Let me cum first.” 
 
    He tried, he tried hard, even holding his cock by the base painfully, trying to stop the issue of seed, but it was no use. 
 
    Fortunately, his earlier ministrations had effect, and Silithia managed to orgasm even as he lay, the last of his dribble draining. 
 
    Shortly afterwards, he slunk out of her chambers and she was left to lay on her back, stretched out, luxuriating in the accomplishment of a good cum. 
 
    She wasn’t tired, and a piece of her realized that with good health the need for sleep receded. 
 
    She sat up and lit a candle. She sat on the luxurious bed and looked around. Why she had lit the candle she didn’t know. She just knew that she wasn’t sleepy. She thought about roaming the castle, but she was afraid. She was just a late visitor and she didn’t want anyone to find objection with her acts. 
 
    She got out of bed, nothing impelling her but a subtle restlessness bred of being awake. 
 
    On one side were heavy drapes. On the other side a wall of books. At the foot of the bed, though across the room, slumbered the embers of a fire. 
 
    Idly, she walked across the room to the drapes. She found the slit between the two parts and pushed the drapes apart…and her breath caught. 
 
    She was high in the castle, and the country spread out before. 
 
    Moonlight made it peaceful and magical. Low hills and far mountains, a trickle of stream, looking so small. Pastures and fences and she could even see the little white blobs that were sheep. 
 
    For long she simply stood between the drapes, naked, feeling the air brush her body, staring at the kingdom. She had never imagined anything so grand. She had lived in the land, an ant that never saw the whole picture, but now she felt like a God. She could see an occasional light, a lamp in a house or outside a tavern or barn. There were people down there, each having his or her own life, each caught in the dream of thinking the world was only as big as they thought it was, and never imagining the vast scope of the world. 
 
    For long she stood there, enraptured, captured by thoughts she had never imagined, feeling a subtle ‘pulse’ to it all. Feeling life as she  had never imagined it. 
 
    Finally, the late hour causing the air to become cold, she stepped back into her chambers. 
 
    But still not tired. 
 
    She sighed, thought about wrapping herself in sheets and going back out on the balcony, then her eye embraced the bookshelf across the room. 
 
    Books. She had never touched one. She had seen people reading them, though it was a rarity. Silvanus could read, but he had laughed when people asked him what the books said. ‘Some things are reserved,’ he would always retort. 
 
    But, reserved for what? 
 
    Silithia crossed the room, rounded the bed, and placed her hand atop a row of books. 
 
    Such an odd feeling, the edges and smoothness. She took a book out. 
 
    Endless scribbles of black on white. The paper smooth to her hand. The covers rougher, and sometimes having pictures on them, sometimes not. She wondered what the little black symbols meant. She would have to ask Lord Rufus. 
 
    She replaced the book, then, nothing left but boredom, she went to bed and tried to sleep, and eventually succeeded. 
 
      
 
    The next day she awoke early and went searching for Rufus, but he was nowhere to be found. 
 
    An irritant, men began to watch her, and she could feel the lust building in the castle. 
 
    She liked the castle, she didn’t want to leave it, but she knew what would happen. The men would want to fuck her, the women would hate her, and she would be driven out. 
 
    What to do? What to do? 
 
    Make friends with the women. Hope she could undo any situation before it happened. It turned out to be a very smart thing to do, though not for the reasons she anticipated. 
 
    Thus, she entered the kitchen and talked with the women there. She made herself be interested in their lives, and she ingratiated herself with them. 
 
    Later, she approached various maids and struck up friendships, again trying to be complimentary and appreciative of them. Talking to them as friends. 
 
    It was obvious these women were not smitten by her, whatever magical charm she was giving off left them cold. But they did respond to friendliness and cheer, and Silithia felt that she was making progress right away. 
 
    “Have you seen the Prince?” she asked one maid. 
 
    “The King has sent him to inspect the wineries, milady.” 
 
    Silithia frowned. There was no mention of wineries the day previous, in fact, the Prince had mentioned that he had just returned from touring the countryside, and he looked forward to staying at home for a while. 
 
    Silithia felt a vague unease of suspicion. This unease grew larger at dinner, and blossomed into full fruit that night. 
 
      
 
    Tap, tap, tap. Silithia rose up in bed, thinking the Prince had returned and was looking forward to a tryst. 
 
    Who slipped through the door, however, was not Rufus. It was King Urtan. 
 
    “Your majesty,” whispered Silithia in surprise, though she quickly realized there should have been no surprise. 
 
    The inspection of the wineries? It was a ploy to get the Prince out of the way, to clear the way for the uncle. 
 
    “Urtan approached the bed with his regal stride, yet there was a breathlessness to him that indicated what he was there for. 
 
    “Ah, sweet Silithia. I have come to ask after you. Are you well?” 
 
    Silithia studied the older man. Old, actually very old, his hair was white, as was his long beard. His eyes were washed blue and the lower lids drooped ever so slightly. 
 
    Still, he was the picture of good health, and Silithia knew that older men could still perform the sex act. She had seen Urtan walking the castle, and his stride indicated he still had a set of full balls between his legs. 
 
    “I am fine, your Majesty.” 
 
    “Please, when we are alone, like this, you may call me Urtan.” 
 
    A first name basis with the king of the land. Yet Silithia wasn’t impressed. She knew he was behaving as he did because of lust, and she would rather have the nephew’s cock between her legs. 
 
    “Yes…Urtan.” 
 
    He knelt by the side of her bed then, as Rufus had, and conducted conversation with her. It wasn’t long before she noted the quick movements of his hand below her line of vision. 
 
    Silithia sighed. She preferred young meat, but if this was her plate, she must eat from it. “Would you like to take off your pants and plow me?” 
 
    The King’s eyes opened in delight. In truth, he had been working towards this very goal, and to be asked so forthrightly…he smiled. 
 
    He took down his pants and exposed his big, red cock and jumped between her legs. 
 
    Silithia had believed that being older he might show restraint. She learned, the hard way, that people in charge actually have less control. They feel the world is theirs and they demand it. 
 
    Nevertheless, Silithia lay back and pushed his head towards her cunt. She didn’t wait while he plumbed her depths until she got tired, she wanted to get excited right now. 
 
    Happily, King Urtan buried his head between her thighs. He slobbered and Silithia realized that he had fake teeth. She was slightly disgusted, to get a ‘gum job,’ ew! 
 
    But she could feel how hard he was, and what was she to do about it? What…an idea burst upon her. 
 
    She had made men cum with a touch, especially a simple stroke of their cocks. 
 
    He hadn’t cum yet because she hadn’t touched him down there, but…but could she make an old man cum with just a trickle of her fingers upon his shaft? 
 
    She felt naughty, almost evil, the way she was plotting in her head, but it would get the old man off her. She wouldn’t be able to get off on his dick, but she could always masturbate later. 
 
    “Urtan,” she whispered, lifting his head from between her white thighs. 
 
    “Uh?” he looked at her, doggish devotion in his bearing. 
 
    “Give me your prick.” 
 
    Quickly, the older man scrambled up to his knees. He held his cock and prepared to put it in her, and she said, “Let me help,” and grabbed it. 
 
    “UNHHHH!” almost as if he was responding to her desires, he exploded with a massive lurch and spit. His cock wasn’t as big as his nephew’s, perhaps shrunken with age, but it spewed massive amounts, long ropes, streams, of white effluence. He groaned and moaned and his back kept jerking as he emptied himself. 
 
    Then he collapsed. 
 
    Fortunately, he wasn’t as heavy as Rufus, so Silithia managed to push him off her. 
 
    “Oh…thank you. that was magnificent. That was wonderful.” He blathered compliments as he lay there. He was so drained, and thus so weakened, it took him a long ten minutes to get to his feet, and then he was weak and quavery. His legs shook as he pulled up his royal pants and prepared himself for the trip back to his chambers. 
 
    Silithia realized that older men have less energy, less reserves, and that she should be careful. She didn’t want her pussy to drive the old king to a heart attack. 
 
    Then she realized something else: she had intended to make the king cum by a touch of her hands, and he had, and it seemed that the strength of her intention had helped the matter. 
 
    That was an eye opener. 
 
    In a way, it gave her a weapon, though Silithia didn’t think of it that way, at least not at first. 
 
    She thought of her ability as a means of self defense. She giggled, and an image of the old men of her village chasing her filled her mind If she just touched them, with intention, they would fall to the ground and cum their brains out. She could stride through them, impervious, not having to have their stupid cocks up her cunt. She could leave the whole lot of them groaning on the ground, holding their groins as they soiled their pants. 
 
    “What?” asked the king, almost ready to leave. 
 
    “I was just pleased with your manliness, sire. Never have I been more satisfied.” She held herself back from adding, ‘and wasn’t even penetrated. 
 
    The old man’s giddiness, his lack of sharpness, only went so far. 
 
    The King smiled, didn’t even bother to kiss her farewell, and left. 
 
    She lay there, thinking about what she had done, and what she had learned. It was an important moment for her, for now she had shown a bit of discipline, taken a bit of control, and it made her less the victim, and opened the door to her being in charge of her future. 
 
    So thinking, she lay back and began to finger herself.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    The aged are really eating their young.  
 
    Vincent Okay Nwachukwu 
 
     
 
    And so began life in the castle. 
 
    A tryst with Urtan once a week. 
 
    A tryst with Rufus once a month, for that was all the time the King allowed his nephew in the castle.  
 
    Silithia, of course, was not happy. 
 
    She made the old king cum with a touch, and wished for nights with the studly, young Prince. Yet the old King kept them apart, and the only pleasure found was at the tips of her own fingers. 
 
    Still, all was not lost. For she prevailed on the king to find a tutor for her, and she learned to read. 
 
    Reading. Books. New worlds. Ideas. Concepts. Lust through pornography. Math and science. Novels and poetry. 
 
    Within a year she was more learned than either Urtan or Rufus. Her good health lent itself to good health of the mind, and she absorbed what she read quickly and easily. Reading books avidly and tossing them aside only to search for another. 
 
    All the knowledge of the world, all the men and women she couldn’t talk to, could talk to her. 
 
    She read through the day, happy to be insulated from the men of the castle. She read through the night, stopping only to touch Urtan with her intention, or to finger herself off. 
 
    At the end of a year, however, she was unhappy. 
 
    She had read all the books in the castle. Some of them twice. 
 
    And, she was desperate for a good fuck. 
 
    Rufus sneaking into her chamber, fearful that the King would catch him, only once a month was driving her crazy. 
 
    She was young, healthy, very healthy, and she needed cock. She wanted cock. Her pussy was wet and dripping for cock. 
 
    And all she got to do was touch a finger to an old man’s penis.’ 
 
    Clearly, something had to be done. 
 
    She began to drain the king, and be bitter about it. And in the bitterness she took too much of him. 
 
    He left her chambers weaker and weaker, yet desiring more and more.               
 
    She studied his waning physique, his hollow cheeks. She knew that she was pushing him, draining him, weakening him. 
 
    Yet, how much could she do? 
 
    Did she dare to ‘over drain’ him? 
 
    She could do it. She could summon him nightly, make him give up his essence, and thrust him into a despair from which there was no returning, and only death as the reward. 
 
    Several times she decided to do that, but something stopped her. 
 
    At heart, in her soul, she was a good person. 
 
    She liked people, she liked men, especially men with big, healthy cocks. How could she kill one? Even if his cock was small and flabby and reduced by age and lost in vigor? 
 
    So she held herself back. She cried herself to sleep some nights, so galling was the frustration eating at her, but she did not kill the king. 
 
    She didn’t have to. 
 
      
 
    One morning she awoke to a tolling bell. She heard footsteps in the hallway. She heard crying sounds. She quickly put on her robe and opened her door. 
 
    “The king is dead!” sobbed a maid. 
 
    Silithia closed the door and put one hand on her ample chest. She wondered: Did I do that? 
 
    But she knew she hadn’t. Thoughts have strength, and great thoughts have great strength, but her considerations for the old man’s demise had held no intention, no real strength. He had died by means other than hers. 
 
    That night Rufus came to her. Tap, tap, tap. He entered her chambers. 
 
    “Silithia?” 
 
    “My Prince!” 
 
    They hugged. Him standing and her standing on the bed. 
 
    He kissed her, and felt her breasts. For a man in mourning he was feeling amazing good. 
 
    And she suspicioned. Had he killed the king? 
 
    She thought he had, but that was not a subject one brings up with the Prince, now King, of a realm. 
 
    By the way, dear…did you stuff a pillow in the old man’s mouth just to watch him die? 
 
    No. Better to keep her counsel to herself, and all suspicions. 
 
    Besides, in her heart of hearts, she knew. 
 
    She also knew that the Prince, though he was now a murderer, was not a bad person. 
 
    He was just besotted. Enchanted by Silithia. 
 
    And perhaps that is a reason, too, why the little woman never brought the subject up. There was a trace of guilt in her for having thoughts, and for not being entirely unhappy that the old man was gone and the young King was able to hold her in his arms. 
 
    Thus, that night, directly after the old king had succumbed to whatever had impelled him to cross over to another world, Rufus lay Silithia down gently. He mouthed her cunt, ate it rapaciously, devoured her labia and clitoris, and move up to her tits. 
 
    And he palpated her breasts, and touched the nipples until Silithia giggled, and, finally, moved his cock to her portal. 
 
    They held their positions for a moment, a long moment, and they stared at each other. 
 
    He was in lust. She knew she was taking advantage of the situation, but, what the heck. She was used to whoring, and wasn’t this a sight better? 
 
    He rammed his cock into her pit. He ground down upon her, kissing her as he swirled his cock in her pussy pot like a madman. He fucked her and made of her a rag doll, falling to his violence with a will. 
 
    He screwed her senseless, and she finally experienced the awe and wonder of a good orgasm without the baggage. 
 
    She came so hard she thought she was going to die. Her heart seemed to stop, her breath was forgotten, and there was only the heavenly golden haze the enveloped her every sense. 
 
    And he came so hard she thought his cum would shoot right out her asshole. She had never experienced anything so heavenly in her life. 
 
    Afterwards, while he lay, exhausted and slumbering she once again had epiphany. 
 
    He had not squirted from her touch…because she had not wanted him to. 
 
    In fact, she wanted him to stay hard, to please her, to split her apart with his cock. 
 
    And so he had. 
 
    So her powers grew by one more factor. 
 
    She could make a man cum with a touch, or she could hold his seed in abeyance, until she was satisfied. 
 
    Now sex became not just a weapon of defense, but a means of reward. If a man pleased her, she could give him pleasure, increase his pleasure as she wished, even hold him on the precipice of delight, not even a drop oozing, yet suspended in profound orgasm. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
      
 
    Yet, in his own way, Rufus was as serious a jailor as had been his uncle. 
 
    He kept Silithia to himself. 
 
    He was not cruel or obvious in this, he merely lessened the amount of men allowed inside the castle, and manipulated things so that Silithia rarely saw a man. 
 
    Which was fine with Silithia, for Rufus was more than fair in one other respect. 
 
    He bought books for her. 
 
    Tons of books. Whatever books she wanted, he would see to procuring. 
 
    He had even appointed one man to be the official book buyer. Silithia would write out what books she was interested in, and the Book Buyer would scour the countryside, go to every town, every bookstore, to fulfill her wishes. He even used his own imagination to buy books that he thought she might be interested in. 
 
    Thus, Silithia enjoyed her isolation. She had the Prince to fuck her at night, and even though he was often drained she could always make him hard and willing, and on those nights he possessed even more stamina, and her orgasms were even more delightful. 
 
    She had no men to bother her. In fact, after a couple of years the gossip was out, and men knew they should avoid her. If they happened into a room where she was they would immediately turn and leave, and so were never ensorcelled and become a bother to the little lady. 
 
    She had many women friends. Seeking them out during the day, fulfilling her need for social discourse with them. 
 
    She gained more and more and more knowledge. 
 
    Within ten years she was having the royal book buyer purchase scientific treatises on the latest scientific breakthroughs. She had read Shakespeare through and through, and was examining Greek tragedies. She particular loved poetry. Elizabeth Browning. Ollie Holmes. Charles Baudelaire, who offered the most delightful translations of the America Eddie Poe. 
 
    But her favorite subject was pornography. 
 
    With revolution came a surge of free thinking, libertine thought, heretical impulses, and, of course  the rise of demimondes. 
 
    In her mind there was absolutely nothing better than women who loved, and wrote, porn. 
 
    She read Satyricon, and was delighted. Decameron, with the nuns and the monks engaged in scandalous behavior, made her woozy with sexual feelings. A new translation of Arabian nights absolutely wounded her with laughter as it discoursed upon such subjects as people becoming dildos and bidets. 
 
    But the absolute pinnacle of these early forays into smut was the wondrous The 120 Days of Sodom. 
 
    Imagine, a castle like hers, prison to a harem of sexually liberated souls. She spent hours, days, even months, after reading the book, dreaming her own dreams of what it would be like to experience such…such lustful depravity. 
 
    Yet, though she had opportunity—Rufus was so enthralled by her he wouldn’t have objected to such sexual goings ons, and she had the castle locale from which to launch such an endeavor—she was, at heart, a good person. 
 
    So she lived, and read, and fucked, and was insulated from the world, a world which would have sought her out and slaughtered her sexually. And this was good, as she needed that time to come to grips with herself, to accumulate knowledge, and to understand her abilities. 
 
      
 
    “Milord, we must darken your hair again.” 
 
    Rufus looked up from the royal bed. He wore glasses now, and was firmly in the grip of middle age. 
 
    “Again?” he sighed. And, compelled, he asked in return, “Why don’t you grow old with me?” 
 
    It was true. He was old middle age, with a slight pot for a belly, his muscles turning slacker with each year, his hair grey and threatening to turn white, and even his eye sight was not good. 
 
    “I don’t know milord. I have been blessed, I suppose.” 
 
    She was young, had a healthy complexion and a full head of hair. She read hours every day, yet her eyes showed not the strain. 
 
    And, of course, her body was lithe, her chest buxom, rosy with good health. Her face had not a wrinkle nor a mark upon it. 
 
    “You know,” King Rufus put his reading aside and studied his wife. “You are taller than I remember.” 
 
    Silithia smiled. It was true. She had noticed it years earlier, and had marveled. She was growing taller, an inch for every three years. That wasn’t much, but with time it was. 
 
    It had been 35 years since she had come to the castle, and she was now four feet tall. From 36 inches to 48 inches, in 35 years. Almost an inch every three years. 
 
    “Here I am, shrinking with the years, and you grow taller. Are you a witch?” 
 
    “Nay, milord, only in love.” 
 
    And she was. The years had accustomed her to him, and in this moment she crawled up on the royal bed and began sucking his cock. She willed it to stay hard and pulsing, and yet not cum. She had been reading about this thing called orgasm denial, and it was fun to play with. Fun for the King, too. 
 
    “Ah, God! You are a witch. You have spelled me, and I am lost to your sorcery.” 
 
    She took her mouth off and laughed. She stroked him, willed him to grow harder. 
 
    “Fuck!” he blurted, as her desires shaped his flesh. 
 
    Then he couldn’t talk. Her hands were magic and he was the rabbit about to not just be pulled out of the hat, but turned inside out and pulled out of the hat. 
 
    “Would you like to cum?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Please.” 
 
    “Okay. Next year.” 
 
    She laughed and let go of him. 
 
    Quickly, he grabbed his cock and began stroking, large sweeps from tip to ball. “Uh…huh…huh!” He gasped. 
 
    “Keep trying, dear,” she crooned. “You’ll make it!” But she had wished him not to cum. To stay hard and not cum, and he was caught. He was between a prick and a soft place. 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” 
 
    She giggled. She was. She really was. A royal bitch. She had so much fun. 
 
    “Well, shall I leave you alone for a few hours?” 
 
    But he knew what she had done. 
 
    “Get me off…please.” 
 
    “Oh, shucks. You’re no fun.” 
 
    She touched his cock and he groaned and spurted a long stream of cum. His pelvis jerked and his upper body twitched and he emptied himself into the air. 
 
    And died. 
 
      
 
    “His heart simply gave out,” stated the royal physician, placing the King’s slack hand under the covers and pulling the covers up to the corpse’s neck. 
 
    In the hallway Silithia could hear the maids weeping. She had looked out the window earlier, and knew that the townsfolk had gathered. They stood in a crowd, hats in hands, the women weeping. The men staring at the ground. 
 
    He was buried, amidst much pomp and ceremony, the following week. 
 
    It was a grim, drab day, and Silithia walked behind the casket. A short woman, only four feet tall, she walked alone, respected in her grief. 
 
    Rain drizzled, and the procession turned into the royal graveyard. The wagon came to the Mausoleum, and the crowd murmured and swayed in sadness and even torment. 
 
    The king was dead. Long live the…Mistress? 
 
    She was not officially married to the King, but she was the acknowledged mistress. 
 
    She inherited nothing. Yet…she was the only heir. And the people, at least the women of the castle, asked after her desires, they bowed to her wishes, and the people watched and understood. 
 
    Life would go on. 
 
    Silithia’s work in making the women her friends had paid off. 
 
    The casket was taken off the wagon and carried into the stone building, then the bearers exited and great stones were laid in place and the doors were shut upon the dead King. 
 
    Silithia stood in the rain, and tears came from her eyes. And she suddenly felt it. She turned. 
 
    The women were head bent, weeping, but the men…the men were staring at her. 
 
    Oh, fuck! she thought. Not now! 
 
    And, like that, the lust disappeared from the men’s eyes and they looked down at the ground. Returned to the misery of the burial, companions to their wives again. Freed from the lustful rage that consumed men when they saw Silithia. 
 
    Silithia’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    She had touched cock and made it spurt. 
 
    She had willed cock not to spit, and it had not. 
 
    But now her powers were growing even larger. 
 
    With no personal connection, with no physical touch, she had just called off a mob. 
 
    A shock. 
 
    She was safe. 
 
    She could travel the world and no man would bother her…unless she so desired. 
 
    She even saw the ramifications of this ability: making men horny at a distance and bending them to her will. Causing men to fall in love, to ever get hard, in the direction of one woman, not necessarily her. To leave men standing and gaping, penises pumping and throbbing, and yet not able to cum. 
 
    And, with that thought, she reversed her desires of the years. 
 
    With the King she was bound to one man. 
 
    Without the King all men were bound to her. 
 
    She just had to be careful and make sure she bound women to her through her loyalty and generosity to them. 
 
    She considered her castle as a location for debauchery, and smiled. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    In order to rise from its own ashes, 
 
    a Phoenix first must burn. ~ Octavia Butler 
 
      
 
    She had gone through several Royal Book Buyers. They eventually became old, were replaced, and the current one was more of a procurer. He found books for her, and more. 
 
    If she wanted a special garment, or a painting, or whatever, he would get it for her. 
 
    Now she wanted a fuck. But a particular kind of fuck. 
 
    She summoned the Buyer, whose name was Rodney. She called him to her chambers and he listened as she whispered: “I would like you to find a man for me. Big cock. Not mean. About four foot six. Maybe 30 years old.” 
 
    The Procurer kept a silent face. When she was done he merely asked, “Would you like married or unmarried.” 
 
    She thought about that. Married men were interesting, they were forbidden, but she didn’t want to risk raising the ire of the women of the castle. 
 
    “Unmarried, I think.” 
 
    She inspected the dungeons. They hadn’t been used for years, but they were in good condition. Good condition meaning solid chains on the walls, tools ready for use, a few pieces of furniture. 
 
    A chair for the torturer. 
 
    A stretching rack for the victim. 
 
    A Cradle of Judah. Chairs with nails in the seats; two, his and hers, Silithia presumed. 
 
    And so on. 
 
    And, in a cupboard in the back of the chamber were an assortment of devices. Thumbscrews, neck traps, branks, and so on. 
 
    Silithia smiled and took out the instruments and examined them. She cleaned them, oiled them, made sure they were functional, and anticipated. 
 
    She had read so many books, she had been so constrained, by marriage and her own good sense, but now she was changed. 
 
    She had been afraid of men, now she wasn’t. She was in charge, and it was time to explore the subject of men. It was time to find out where fears led.  
 
      
 
    Rodney brought her a fine, young man. His name was Elnardo, and he was muscular, grinning a bit too much, and not the roundest wheel on the cart. 
 
    “Hello, Elnardo.” 
 
    “Milady.” He bowed deeply. He was actually thrilled to be meeting real, live royalty. 
 
    “You understand that I wish to explore certain sexual matters, and that we will be testing your limits.” 
 
    “I got a big one,” he grinned, showing a gap between his two front teeth. 
 
    “Wonderful. Rodney, take Elnardo down to my working quarters and help him get comfortable.  
 
    Rodney bowed, gripped Elnardo by the sleeve, and backed away. 
 
    Silithia had lunch, gossiped with the maid, and finally descended to the dungeons. 
 
    Rodney was gone. 
 
    Elnardo was in the center of the corridor. He was sitting, wide-eyed, fastened to an uncomfortable chair. A gag in his mouth. He stared at her and mumbled something. 
 
    Silithia walked back up the stairs and bolted the door. She didn’t want to be disturbed. 
 
    She strode across the room towards Elnardo, and now she willed him to be horny. 
 
    A bulge quickly appeared in his pants. 
 
    Silithia picked up a knife and faced him. She smiled and turned the knife in the air. 
 
    “Would you like a cut or two?” 
 
    Elnardo shook his head, mumbled loudly behind his gag. 
 
    Silithia laughed. “No. I will not cut you. But I will help you get undressed. 
 
    She sliced through his clothes and removed them. Shortly he was sitting, naked, a monstrous boner in his lap. He did, indeed, have a big one. 
 
    Silithia tossed the knife aside and touched his cock, willing it to stay hard, but to pulse. 
 
    Elnardo groaned as his cock responded. He didn’t know what was happening, but he knew Silithia was making it happen. 
 
    “Now, Elnardo, I am going to remove your gag, but I want you to control yourself. Do not speak too much lest you vex me.” 
 
    She removed the gag. 
 
    “Milady!” he croaked. 
 
    She put a finger to his lips and shushed him. Then she had a thought. She willed his mouth to be horny. 
 
    Elnardo’s eyes cross in surprise as he felt warmth and blood rush through his face and into his mouth. 
 
    Silithia giggled. “Do you feel that?” 
 
    “What is happening?” 
 
    She touched his nipple, and he arched his back. His cock bounced and jerked. 
 
    Silithia proceeded to touch his body parts, one after another. She played with making him horny, with exciting his body, one part after another. 
 
    Sometimes it worked. Especially if she was near a sexually inclined area. 
 
    Sometimes what she did didn’t work. He just stared at her in wonder. 
 
    All responses were food for thought, however, and she began making notes in a thick notebook. 
 
    Finally, having done for the night, she wished him well and left him. 
 
    In the kitchen she ordered food brought to the man in the dungeon, but that he not be released. 
 
    What the kitchen cooks, the maids, and the other women in the castle thought about all this Silithia didn’t know. But they did look interested, and they were gossiping about her. 
 
    The next day Silithia took another tack.  
 
    “Hello, Elnardo, how are you today?” 
 
    “Fine, ma’am.” 
 
    There was something different about him, then she knew what it was. 
 
    “Have you had sexual release since yesterday?” 
 
    “Uh…no, milady.” 
 
    But he was lying.  
 
    “The kitchen girl? The one who brought you your food?” 
 
    “No ma’am.” 
 
    She smiled. He was not intelligent, and he didn’t know how to lie well. 
 
    She sat down in front of him and took his cock in one hand. 
 
    “You will answer the truth.” She began to rub his cock head with both hands. She willed him to feel heat. 
 
    Elnardo suddenly shivered. He was feeling the heat. 
 
    She took his balls, one in each hand. She imagined smacking them together. 
 
    “OW!” Elnardo tried to pull his cock back, but he was tied well and all his cock did was bounce a bit. 
 
    “Well, Elnardo?” 
 
    “I didn’t see anyone.” 
 
    “Would you like me to put out your eyes?” 
 
    He opened his eyes wide. He was afraid, but determined not to reveal that the kitchen maid hadstroked him, then sucked him, and finally sat on him. 
 
    “I could stick hot pokers into your eyes, and you would be blind. Would you like that? Wandering the streets? People pushing you aside, depending on charity for your meals? 
 
    “Please, milady!” he was sweating furiously now. A combination of her words and the heat growing in his groin. 
 
    Silithia had no intention of blinding the young fool. She just wanted him malleable for her experiments. The fact that he had been drained made him of less use. She was going to have to talk to that scullery maid. 
 
    “Very well,” she said, “I’m going to put hot acid in my mouth and then suck the head of your cock. You will feel heat, and pain, and your skin will boil and your cock will be useless.” 
 
    “Please…please!” 
 
    Silithia put a bag over his head. What he couldn’t see would inflame his imagination. She took a drink from a glass, gargled a little, and spoke around the water in her mouth. “Here’s the ashid…you ready?” 
 
    Elnardo struggled, he yelled, and Silithia blew his cock with water. 
 
    He felt the coolness of the water, but because she had told him it was hot, he screamed. 
 
    Silithia raised her head. “Who fucked you?” 
 
    “The maid! She saw me tied up and wanted to have fun and it felt good so I…” he blathered on and on. 
 
    She took off the bag and said, “Your cock is fine.” 
 
    He looked down. Red and pulsing. If anything, the idea of being scalded by acid had made him harder. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he sobbed. 
 
    “No need to worry. You won’t be able to cum when I’m not around.” 
 
    “I won’t?” 
 
    She smiled blandly. “I’m a witch. I can do things. If you cum without my permission you will feel the acid again, and your cock will melt right off your body.” 
 
    He stared at her. He believed her.  
 
    “And if you tell anybody I’m a witch, your balls will heat up until they melt.” 
 
    “I won’t tell! I won’t! I won’t!” 
 
    “I know you won’t, dear boy.” She caressed his cheek with one hand. “Now, it’s time to continue with our experiments. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Uh…” he wanted to say no…but he didn’t want his balls to boil. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now, I am going to apply this thumb screw to you. It will hurt, but I will make your pain into pleasure.” 
 
    He looked dubious, but there was nothing he could say or do at this point. 
 
    She put the thumbscrew on him and tightened it until it pinched. Are you ready?” 
 
    “No…yes…I don’t know!” His lips were quivering and his chin was shaking. 
 
    “Watch this!” she pretended to tighten the thumbscrew. 
 
    Elnardo howled, though she hadn’t done anything. He screamed. 
 
    “Elnardo,” she whispered. Her soft voice penetrated through his fear. “Feel your cock.” She grabbed it in one small hand and swirled that hand around the head. “You’re about to cum!” 
 
    Now he was stuck. On one hand, he had been commanded to feel pain. On the other hand, he was supposed to cum. 
 
    Pleasure flooded through him, his cock surged, his back arched, and his eyes opened wide. “Oh….oh…God!” 
 
    “You’re about to cum, but you can’t.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” he humped the air, as far as his bindings would let him. 
 
    She grabbed his balls. “Feel the liquid surging inside. Feeling it pushing up your shaft. You want to explode, but you can’t…” 
 
    “Ah…please…” he begged. 
 
    “And your balls are feeling bigger, bigger. They feel like they’re going to explode!” 
 
    “Ow…ah…ow…gah!” 
 
    His eyes were wide in his sockets and his mouth was open. His tongue was actually protruding and drool seeped out of his mouth. 
 
    “But the pain feels good.” 
 
    “Ahhhh,” he sighed. 
 
    “Then it hurts!”  
 
    “Ow…ow…ow!” 
 
    “Then it feels good!” 
 
    “Ahhh.” 
 
    “Do you love me Elnardo?” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    She turned up her personality, filled the dungeon with her ambience, and he stared at her. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I love you.” 
 
    “Forever?” 
 
    “Would you cut this thumb off for me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    And she knew he would. If she had handed him a pair of scissors he would have started cutting. He was that enthralled with her. 
 
    Silithia loosened the thumb screw.  
 
    Elnardo didn’t know what he was supposed to feel, but his mind took over, observed the release, and sighed in relief. 
 
    She undid the ropes holding him in the chair. 
 
    He stood up, but now that she had imprinted her sex on him he couldn’t move, couldn’t run away. Certainly couldn't attack her. 
 
    This gladdened Silithia, for at four feet tall he would have made quick work of her. Now she knew she truly didn’t have to worry about men. 
 
    “Elnardo,” she commanded. “Here is a thumbtack. Place it in your palms and squeeze until the point enters your skin.” 
 
    Elnardo took the tack and gazed adoringly at her as he closed his hand. A drop of blood formed at the bottom of his fist. 
 
    “Eat my pussy.” 
 
    She stripped out of her clothes, made a note never to wear clothes again in the dungeon, and sat in a chair and spread her legs. 
 
    Elnardo, hand still dripping blood, knelt and ducked his head into her crotch. He began to eat, the slow, sloppy tonguings of a peasant, but it still felt good. In fact, Silithia realized something profound as the boy chewed his way to her orgasm. 
 
    She liked the power. 
 
    Oh, she enjoyed being the lady of the castle, but this was different. This was a surge to the heart, a jolt of electricity to the groin. This was a man, one of those types who had fucked her for money and walked away disgusted. Who had chuckled at her shortness. Who had blown their semen in her mouth and then refused to pay. This was the men who chased her through the forest, hounding her, wanting nothing else but to put their cocks in her, and it didn’t matter to what she wanted. 
 
    She looked down at the head of Elnardo. It moved up and down, and she felt his tongue seeking entrance to her snatch. She smiled. She was wet from him licking her, but she was really wet from the idea of how much power she had. 
 
    All that day she played with pleasure and pain, and his willingness to subjugate himself to her every whim. It was heady, it was intoxicating, and she could feel her own wetness coating her thighs, dripping from her pussy and exciting her even further. 
 
    She whipped Elnardo gently. Causing him pain, but not much damage. She put him in devices and made him feel things, and kept his cock rock hard and spewing pre-cum. She spanked him and slapped his balls, and stuck her finger up his ass. 
 
    He loved it all, because he loved her. 
 
    A man, that thing she feared, tamed and willing to do tricks for her. 
 
    At the end of the day, Elnardo sweating so much that he lost a few pounds, she had him sit in the chair again. She sat in front of him. 
 
    “Elnardo, dear boy, you have done well.” 
 
    “Thank you, milady,” he was barely able to speak. His whole body ached, his every muscle felt like it had been pulled, his cock felt like it had been run over not by just a locomotive, but by an endless line of passenger cars behind the engine. 
 
    Yet he was not damaged. And Silithia had learned so much. She had learned how much pain a man could stand before it could no longer be replaced by pleasure. She had learned how much pleasure a man could stand before it became pain. Most of all, she learned how much fun it was to take control of people and abuse them as she wished. 
 
    “Because you have done so well, I am going to reward you.” 
 
    He looked at her hopefully. 
 
    “Squirt.” 
 
    He groaned, his hips bucked, and a few drops spurted out of his cock, then came the thick stream. And again and again. 
 
    In truth, it was the most savage orgasm Silithia had ever seen, and she was pleased at how the effects of her torments resulted in an such an incredible accumulation of semen. It told her more of how much she could demand of a man, and how much pleasure he could receive. 
 
    Silithia sat and watched, and didn’t even object when his stream of white splattered upon her bare flesh. And she felt his energy come into her. It wasn’t as strong as when a man ejaculated inside of her, but it was good. And it was made doubly good by the fact that she had taken him to the edge countless times for the last couple of days. 
 
    Finally, exhausted, Elnardo slumped forward. 
 
    Silithia stood and gently undid his ropes. 
 
    He fell forward, unable even to catch himself, and sprawled on the dungeon floor. His face was slack and though he knew who he was, and where he was, he was incapable of much else. 
 
    Silithia tossed a small bag of coin to the ground. 
 
    “If you speak of what happened here you will never be invited back here again.” 
 
    Elnardo nodded, but couldn’t speak. 
 
    Silithia left the dungeon. 
 
      
 
    Nobody to play with. Silithia was saddened. She summoned the Royal Procurer. 
 
    Rodney came to her chambers and stood in front of her. “Yes, milady?” 
 
    “I need another one.” 
 
    “The first didn’t last long enough?” 
 
    “Oh, they won’t last long,” she was sure of that, “But I need to have a variety of men brought to me. Can you find five men of different temper and even body? 
 
    “Not a problem, milady.” 
 
    And so the the Royal Procurer went about his business. He went outside the kingdom and enlisted men. He wouldn’t tell them what for, and they were curious, but the pay promised to be good, and they were poor, so what the heck, right? 
 
      
 
    Silithia waited for the Procurer to return, and while she waited she inspected the kingdom. 
 
    Rufus had done this, and she had always been curious. She had been locked in the castle, after all, and he had been roaming the world. 
 
    What manner of men did he see? What strange customs did he endure? Was traveling the kingdom secure? Pleasurable? 
 
    Now she could find out for herself. 
 
    She was tall enough to ride a horse, and she took riding lessons, and gathered an escort of ladies about her. 
 
    To be precise, she had gathered together women of strength and agility, and she had demanded that they be trained in fighting and weaponry, tactics and bodyguarding. 
 
    This was her personal escort, her first defense against the men who would have her. 
 
    They rode out of the castle, ten women in armor, and Silithia toured the country. 
 
    She met men and women, and was careful to tamp down her personal aura so that the men didn’t go insane with desire. She learned about farms and factories, expanding what books had told her with personal experience. 
 
    She milked a cow, and even went hunting. 
 
    A brutal sport, hunting. The fox or badger defenseless against the thundering horses that swept down upon them. 
 
    Still, they tasted good, especially sitting around the fire, the night cool and calm. 
 
    She became aware of a shadow, following them from a distance. The person was not on horse, and he would fall behind during the day, but by next morning she would note his appearance in the distance. 
 
    “Marion,” she commanded the Captain of the Guard, “Catch the shadow and bring him to me.” 
 
    She knew it was a man. Women had no interest in her. It had to be a man who had managed to see through her defenses, had become enthralled by her presence. 
 
    They brought her Elnardo. 
 
    He stood in the clearing, shuffling his feet, sniffing. 
 
    “What brings you here, Elnardo?” Silithia asked. Her guard was standing away, giving her the space to question the man. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She knew what he was going to say. She should have seen it before, she should have known it back in the dungeons when he had given himself so freely to her. 
 
    “I’m…uh…” 
 
    “You’re in love with me.” 
 
    “Yes, milady.” He hung his head in despair. 
 
    Silithia knew the truth, once a man had seen her, he couldn’t unsee her. It was a damper on her abilities, but understandable. Not even she could stop men from seeing and appreciating, and desiring her perfection. 
 
    “Very well,” she made her decision. “Go back to the castle and wait. When I come back I will put you back into the dungeons. 
 
    “Oh, thank you, thank you!” Elnardo sobbed and fell to his knees. He clasped his hands around her ankles so hard she thought she was going to fall. 
 
    Her guard was there immediately. She stopped them from hurting Elnardo. 
 
    “It’s okay. Just pry him loose and set him in the direction of the castle.” 
 
    The guards did so.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    My religious convictions and scientific views cannot at present be more specifically defined than as those of a believer in creative evolution. ~ George Bernard Shaw 
 
      
 
    Six men were in the dungeon. Five were chained to the walls.  The sixth one, Elnardo, was standing in a cell, naked, his hand stroking his cock as his eyes lovingly followed Silithia’s every move. The door to his cell wasn’t even locked. 
 
     Silithia ignored him and considered the five new men. They had walked in of their own free will, and Silithia had merely said, “If you love me you will take off your clothes and chain yourselves to the wall.” 
 
    Besotted, energized with their love for her, they had disrobed and attached chain and padlock. Now they stood, five men, naked, throbbing erections. 
 
    Silithia smiled. There was no difference between handling one man or five. She didn’t have to think harder, they just fell in thrall to her presence and her whim. 
 
    Inspecting the five men Silithia realized: it is my health. They want to share in my health. And on a deeper level: they want to breed and create healthy babies. It is the survival of race that so enslaves them. 
 
    She relaxed and concentrated on exuding her energy. There was no change, no golden glow, or any other such manifestation, but the men all grew hard. 
 
    “I won’t fuck you, but you should believe that I will.” 
 
    Five cocks began to drip. The men groaned in frustration, they struggled against their chains, but not to escape, never to escape. 
 
    “Please, milady,” sobbed one of the men. He was young, dark haired, a robust lad. 
 
    Silithia took his balls in hand, she squeezed, harder and harder. 
 
    For a half a minute the lad resisted the pain, then he began to cry, then scream. He hung in his chains, and still Silithia squeezed, and she said, “Cum.” 
 
    Half unconscious, his world a mix of pain and love, he spurted. His seed doused her hand and he groaned and his hips bucked. Hanging in his chains, his body slack, yet he squirted and squirted. 
 
    Silithia took notes in her book. She turned to another man. She was fascinated by the fact of them cumming in spite of the pain. A piece of her wondered: do they cum harder because of the pain? 
 
    She released the second man from his chains and placed him on the rack. She began to stretch him. The big gear clacked, an eighth of an inch at a time. 
 
    Slowly, the man grew taller. 
 
    Silithia giggle. She, who was so short, was making men long. 
 
    She stroked the man, commanded him to squirt but one drop. 
 
    He did so, and she ratcheted him another eighth of an inch. 
 
    Shortly the dungeon filled with his screams. For each eighth of an inch he was reward another drop of cum. His bones were creaking, if she continued he might be crippled forever, and Silithia was stunned when the man actually started begging for more turns of the wheel. 
 
    “Please, more! More!” 
 
    Silithia released the man, told him to go stand in a corner and cum in his own mouth. 
 
    The man crawled, his joints aflame with punishment to a corner of the dungeon. He tried to stand on his head and masturbate, but he kept falling over. Still, he tried, balancing for a moment, his hand hurrying to finish before he fell, and falling. 
 
    Silithia ignored him and went to the third man. 
 
    She said, “Close your eyes.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Now put your dick in a meat grinder. Fuck it, but don’t cum.” 
 
    The man began to thrust his hips forward and back, fucking an imaginary meat grinder. 
 
    “You’re getting closer, closer…” 
 
    He began to groan and his pecker turned purple and began spewing an endless stream of pre-cum. His face was scrunched up. 
 
    “Now I’m turned the grinder. The closer you get the faster I turn the grinder.” 
 
    The man began to groan piteously, and cry. She left him there, fucking the air, sobbing, the more pleasure he felt the more pain he felt. 
 
    The second man was now trying to stand on his head and contort himself, to modify his posture even as he pounded harder and harder on his penis. 
 
    Silithia released the fourth man. “Fuck yourself.” 
 
    If the man trying to stand in the corner was ridiculous, this man far outdid him. He reached behind himself and between his legs. He pulled on his cock, pulling it between his legs towards his asshole. He pulled so hard he tumbled in the air, doing a somersault. Still, he pulled, and he began rolling across the dungeon floor, trying to get his dick to his asshole. 
 
    Silithia looked around. 
 
    One man, near crippled, chained to the wall and fucking the air. 
 
    One man trying to stand on his head, completely immersed in trying to shoot his gizm into his own mouth. 
 
    One man fucking an imaginary meat grinder, now screaming in pleasure/agony. 
 
    And the last one, rolling around the floor, trying to stretch his dick into his rectum. 
 
    Men, she thought with disgust, ignoring the fact that it was her imagination, her sexual appeal, that had done this to them. They are worse than fools. 
 
    She turned to the fifth man. She didn’t bother to release him. She said, “Cum, and don’t stop.” 
 
    White seed spit out of his throbbing cock. He groaned, and kept spurting and spurting. 
 
    Silithia’s attention was then captured by the man who was trying to stand on his head. Fascinated, she watched as he managed to roll up against the wall, upside down, his cock positioned above his mouth. 
 
    Balanced, able to pound on his meat, and, suddenly, he spurted. Silithia hadn’t told him not to cum, but the opposite, and his dick pulsed and discharged and his seed shot into his own mouth. 
 
    Silithia stared in wonder. It was all so amazing, and she felt the surge of energy as he came. 
 
    He wasn’t even in her, yet she felt his energy, leaving him, entering her. She didn’t even have to fuck him, yet she was the intent of his sexuality and she received all this delicious health, his health, into herself. 
 
    The man rolling on the floor, trying to fuck himself, distracted her. The man shooting his semen into his own maw fascinated her. The man trying to cum in a meat grinder that tore his penis to pieces…in his mind…and she said to the man with the meat grinder, “Cum! Harder than you ever have in your life!” 
 
    He screamed and ejaculated, his juice actually shooting out of his dick so hard it hit a far wall. 
 
    And, feeling the energy leave him and enter her…she groaned with the pleasure and…she collapsed on the floor, and pleasure turned to pain, and she groaned. 
 
    She managed to whisper, “Stop. All of you stop.” 
 
    Motion stopped. The man squirting into his mouth collapsed, laid on his side and breathed. The one squirting into the meat grinder sobbed and fell to his knees, then keeled over. He lay on his side, his penis drooling cum, but less and less. The one rolling just laid out and lay staring at the ceiling, breathing, wondering what he was doing. 
 
    Even Elnardo, stroking his penis as he watched the proceedings, let go and stood slackly. 
 
    Silithia had never felt like this in her life. She was empty, grey of face, drained of her very essence. She felt herself waning, her good health held in abeyance, and she knew that she was going to die. Just die. She laid back and prepared to give up the spirit. 
 
    It was Elnardo who saved her life. The shock of seeing the love of his life collapse, knowing that she was going to die, he overcame her command to stand in the cell and stroke himself. He pushed open the door and rushed to her. 
 
    She lay, eyes a slit, dazed and wondering why this had happened to her, and he crouched over her. 
 
    “Milady? Milady?” He was totally panicked his one true love was dying, and this panic brought him to a solution. Simply, he had to do something. 
 
    He lay down and hugged her. “Please! don’t die!” 
 
    The other men, feeling her influence wane, and yet still besotted, crawled to where Elnardo lay upon Silithia. They joined their bodies to the heap, they gave of their heat, and their wish, their one desire, was that Silithia continue to live. They could not live without her. 
 
    For long minutes Silithia lay as if in a coma. Her heart fluttering, threatening to stop, yet she had been interrupted in leaving her body, and her desire to survive yet flickered. Slowly, as if walking uphill, batting at the boulders rolling down upon her, she struggled to live, to breath, to yet have existence. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, her heart beat stronger. Blood pulsed in her again, and the color came back into her cheeks. And though she had been close to death, her good health reasserted itself and she gasped, and breathed deeply. 
 
    She was in a blanket of bodies. Oh, Elnardo. He was on her, and she could feel his will suffuse her own, then she felt the other men. They were weakened, yet they were willing to give up their lives for her, to give her their warmth and energy that she might live. 
 
    For a moment Silithia felt a profound sadness. She had been using these men, and yet had held them in low esteem. Draining them with no thought to what she was doing, energizing herself at the cost of their health, and their very lives. 
 
    Silithia changed in that moment. The good person, so distracted by the lust for power, assumed control and put aside base desires. 
 
    She would not use men so harshly again. She would use them, she knew that, but not to their destruction. 
 
    That thought was a hard lesson that slapped her in the face, yet shaped her future in ways that she had yet to realize, wouldn’t even realize for years and decades into a far future. 
 
    And Silithia wondered, why had she collapsed? What had hurt her? She had been receiving energy from two men, and then the pain…the pain…she blearily turned her head, and saw the cause. 
 
    It was the man who she had commanded to cum and not stop. He hadn’t, but his body had not been able to sustain the effort, had actually emptied, and then he had cum blood, and then…he had died. 
 
    He had simply followed her directions and succumbed. He had sexed himself to death for the love of her. 
 
    She felt even more sorrow. She felt a heavy guilt, and she knew how badly she had behaved. 
 
    She stood up, and the five remaining men stood up with her, yet tried to stay in touch with her. 
 
    “Go to the cells and wait.” 
 
    Dutifully, and even cheerfully—they had saved their mistress’s life, after all—they entered the cells and stood behind the bars. No cell door clanged, but they were imprisoned as solidly as if they had. 
 
    Silithia went to he man who had cum until he died. His body was cooling, his face was tortured in expression, yet there was, in his dead eyes, a satisfaction, a happiness with a job accomplished. 
 
    But he had no more energy. No more energy to give her. Nothing there but flesh, cooling, and drying out, becoming a husk for what was once a vibrant young man. 
 
    Silithia left the dungeon then, and the five men remained in their cells, holding the bars, watching her even as she disappeared up the steps. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs she went to the kitchen. She told the cooks to prepare a feast and serve it to the men downstairs. She offered no restrictions. The women could fuck the men if they wanted, she didn’t care. 
 
    She had used them, and abused them, and in the end she had abused herself, and that told her something about responsibility and power. 
 
    If you don’t care for the people they die, and then who do you have? 
 
    Only herself. A lonely world. A doomed world. She knew that not even her astoundingly good health could have stopped her from leaving the world. 
 
    No, it was the men. The men willing to cum until they died for her, who had stopped her from death, who had rescued her and dragged her back to life. 
 
    And she had abused them. 
 
    She went upstairs and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    She awoke, filled with feelings of inadequacy and guilt. The five men were still in the dungeon. She could feel them, even from her high perch in the castle, like fireflies in the basement of her mind. And she knew a truth: when you fuck somebody you are connected to them for the rest of your life. 
 
    If a man divorces a woman, there is still feeling, even if transmuted to the illusion of hate (hate = love gone bad), for the remainder of their lives. 
 
    If a woman dies, the man will still love her until he dies. A piece of him is still held in thrall, and though he cannot touch her flesh, he yet mourns the passing of her spirit, and a piece of him actually wishes that he was dead, that they could be joined yet again. 
 
    She had abused that. 
 
    She felt that dead man. She didn’t even know his name, yet she felt as if a piece of her heart had been chipped away and was immersed in some dark acid of the soul. 
 
    His energy was gone, dried up, no longer a resource, but her energy was invested in him. She hadn’t even fucked him, but his love for her was greater than sex. 
 
    She went out on the balcony and stared at the world. 
 
    She could see the ant-like bodies of men toiling in the fields. She could feel their potential, their spirit untapped, yet willing to fall in love with her. 
 
    They needed her. They wanted her. Yet…she had betrayed them. 
 
    They loved her, and she realized one simple thing. In abusing their love she had finally found that she loved them. 
 
    They couldn’t love her unless she loved them. On some deep, deep level, a level beyond her ken, she loved them. 
 
    Could she be deserving of such infinite love? 
 
    Could she? 
 
    She left her chambers and descended to the dungeon. 
 
    Maids who passed her and offered cheerful greeting were surprised when Silithia, deep in thought, seemed not to hear them. But they loved her, and they simply assumed that the weighty matters of state were upon her. 
 
    If they only knew. 
 
    She passed the kitchens, ignored everybody, and descended to the dungeons. 
 
    The men were still in their cells. 
 
    Remains of a sumptuous meal were still evident. A couple of the men slept. Two of them talked in low tones. The third sat on the sleeping ledge of his cell and stared at nothing. 
 
    Silithia paused in front of this last man’s cell. 
 
    He quickly focused on her and stood up. Yet she wondered: what far realm did his thoughts occupy? What does a man enslaved, and cheerfully so, think upon? 
 
    “Come out of your cells,” she commanded. 
 
    The men did so, quickly, and they stood in front of her. 
 
    “I have hurt you, and for that I am sorry.” 
 
    “No, milady!” one man protested. 
 
    “We are yours to command,” said another, falling to his knees. The look in his eyes was of rapturous torment. 
 
    “Rise,” said Silithia, and studying the men, she knew: I have enslaved them, and I cannot turn them out. Like Elnardo, they would wander the earth, lost souls, unless I give them purpose. 
 
    By now the men were blathering, proclaiming their love, watching her with puppy dog eyes. Puppies whose tail was under the rocker of a rocking chair. 
 
    Silithia held up a palm and they quickly stopped. 
 
    “I know you will not leave, but I will make your lives easier. You will be fed, live in comfort, eat will, but you will not leave these cells. 
 
    “I will educate you, and come to talk with you. I will fuck you, actually, physically fuck you, though not as much as you would wish. And you will live out the remainder of your lives down here. 
 
    “I will take you out in the night that you might experience nature. But you will not see the sun again, for nobody must know of you.” 
 
    The men were silent, listening to their sentence. They smiled. Condemned to a life of prison, they yet smiled, for they could be with Silithia. Their mistress, their love. 
 
    “But what can we do for you, milady?” blurted one man. 
 
    Silithia smiled wanly. “You will love me, and I will feel of your energy, and I will take from you your essence. That is all, and yet that is more than any man toiling in any field or factory could give.” 
 
    Thus began the next chapter of Silithia’s life.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    Whom the Gods wish to destroy, 
 
    they first call promising. ~ Cyrill Connolly 
 
     
 
    It was the turn of the century, and life was changing. Drastically. Inventions were being made. Medicines were being developed. Not a week passed by when Silithia wasn’t amazed by some advertisement in a magazine or paper that touted: Baker’s Chocolate. Shredded Wheat. The White Star Line. Overalls. Lemco. Victor Record players. Peugeot. Great Western Railway. Tooth ache gum. Carter’s Ink. Elgin watches. Satin skin powder. Macy’s. Toasted Corn Flakes. Hosiery. Teddy Bears. Coca Cola. Kodak. Jello. Columbia Automobiles. 
 
    And a lot of other…stuff. 
 
    She spoke five languages now, and she read these and other advertisements in five different languages. 
 
    Amazing.  
 
    She would stand on her balcony and overlook the countryside, and realize that even land had a lifespan. 
 
    Advertisements of barbed wire convinced her that her vast lands would, one day, be parceled up and sold and fenced off. 
 
    New methods of agriculture would stripe vast fields. Herding would become obsolete. 
 
    And where did this leave her? 
 
    She had four men in the dungeon now. One had died, but the others still lived for her. 
 
    She sated her desires for cock and never had to leave the castle, never had to risk the wrath and ire of men. Never had to look outside her ‘herd’ for a session with the bull. 
 
    But how long could this last? 
 
    The remaining men were holding up, but they were getting older, and she was not. 
 
    On the good side, her energies were now massive. She was a reservoir of health and ambience. And her abilities, in addition to becoming more powerful, were more refined. 
 
    Unfortunately, her cloistered existence didn’t give her much opportunity to explore these abilities, but she felt an awesome, untapped power within. 
 
    But, where did that leave her? 
 
    She had changed with the dictates of a slow moving life, but life was speeding up. 
 
      
 
    “The game tonight,” Silithia spoke to the four men, is to cum. 
 
    “I will only stop you from cumming one at a time, so you have a chance. If you get horny enough, if you manage to ‘gang up’ and outdo my abilities, if one man cums, then I will let you all cum.” 
 
    The men rubbed their hands together. They loved her games. 
 
    They began to masturbate, their hands flashing in the candle lit  dungeon, stroking their cocks. 
 
    “Start slow, lads, then we can all try to cum together,” suggested Elnardo. Being the first enslaved by Silithia, he had become the unofficial leader of her gang of four. 
 
    Silithia watched them with a smile. She took off her clothes and watched the hunger in their eyes mount. Good. She felt like a frothy squirt this evening. 
 
    “Now!” They all pounded their cocks frantically. 
 
    Silithia felt them approach orgasm. For being a group, they were still separate in time, and she stilled first that urge, then that flicker. Time after time they came close, and she thwarted them. 
 
    Finally, around midnight, several hours into the game, one of them blurted, “May we touch you? Milady?” 
 
    Silithia went to a table and crawled up on it. She lay on her back and spread her legs and arms. 
 
    The men surrounded her. They stroked, and they sucked her nipples and fingered her crotch. They kissed her and all her body parts. They did what they could to distract her and so achieve victory. 
 
    Delightfully, Silithia felt herself close in on her own orgasm, then be distracted by a rising urge. She focused her thoughts and made a wish and stilled a man.  
 
    They sensed this, the men did, and they worked harder. 
 
    Now Silithia was in a frantic race. Her hips surging and tilting and even fucking the air and whatever finger happened to be in her, and resisting the conclusion so that she could still first one man, then another, and another. 
 
    Hours passed, and she was a writhing, sweating mess. She was dazed and dizzy with her exertions and the ocean of pure lust enveloping her. 
 
    Still, the men pounded their puds frantically, their arms were aching, the muscles in their forearms burning, their dicks were sore from the constant friction. 
 
    Finally, one of the men managed to break through. 
 
    A moment too late in her stilling of their desires, Silithia felt the ocean of energy that they were creating lurch into her. She arched her own back and exploded in rapture. 
 
    For a long moment the men spewed upon her, soaking her body in thick, viscous liquid. They roped her face, her tits, her hair. 
 
    She kept bucking and bucking, absorbing their energy, and it was true that four men cumming together provided more energy than four men cumming separately. 
 
    Afterwards, the men laying, exhausted and drained, Silithia energized by their love, she ascended to her tower bedroom. 
 
    She lay in bed, half dreaming, fondling her tits and luxuriating in the sensations of cumming. 
 
    She slept. 
 
    She awoke to a racket. She blinked, and sat up. It was late in the morning, almost time for lunch, and the noise was from the courtyard and it reached all the way to her window. 
 
    She slipped out of bed and ran to the balcony. 
 
    Far below, in the courtyard, stood an automobile. 
 
    Her mind amazed, glorying in the chance to actually examine one of these advertisement things, Silithia threw on clothes and ran down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “Milady,” everybody in the courtyard bowed as Silithia exited the castle. Everybody but the slender fellow wearing a duster and goggles. 
 
    That fellow turned and saw her. He raised his goggles and whistled. He doffed his hat and bowed. “Milady!” 
 
    He was middle-aged, not ugly, and still possessed of his sexual urges. 
 
    Silithia was so excited she slipped in her control. In point of fact, she was so unused to using her abilities that she didn’t hold them in tight control. 
 
    Léon Bollée fell deeply in love. 
 
    Which, as it turned out, was okay with Silithia. In truth, she was tired of just sitting in her castle and reading and fucking and letting the world come to her. 
 
    “Sir,” she tilted her head slightly in acknowledgement. “What is this  contraption you have brought to me?” 
 
    The proud fellow twirled the ends of his grey mustaches and stated: “This is an 1891 Buckeye Gasoline Buggy. would you like to go for a ride?” 
 
    Indeed, she did, and she climbed up and looked at the seating. 
 
    “Pardon, ma’am,” said the suave Leon, “There is not much room. I hope you will not consider me too familiar if I say you must sit upon me.” 
 
    Silithia smiled. She had just fucked four men, in essence, and she was an admirer of well placed cock. Using a tone of voice that beckoned even as it proclaimed virtue, “I trust you will be able to keep your urges under lock and key.” 
 
    “Madam!” Leon protested, withholding his urge to reach his hand into his pants, “I am a gentleman!” 
 
    So he sat in the seat of the buggy and Silithia climbed on top of him. 
 
    They fit together well. His cock, restricted by clothing, and her buns, relaxed and wanting, were like a sandwich of lustful composition. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, His cock suddenly on the urge of spurting. 
 
    “Pardon me,” murmured Silithia, and now she took control of herself, and kept him from squirting. 
 
    Oh, how he wanted to put forth, to jet his stream into her, but now he was under firm control. 
 
    “Start this buggy thing,” she commanded. 
 
    So he did, and the ladies of the castle cheered as the Buckeye auto lurched around the courtyard. 
 
    “Open the gates,” yelled Silithia, and they shot out of the castle and onto the road. 
 
    For too long had Silithia waited for such freedom, and she tilted her head back and let the wind blow her hair. 
 
    Leon laughed in delight. He couldn't stop himself from lurching with a bounce and driving his blunted tool into her rear crevice. 
 
    She looked at him over her shoulder, her eyes flashing with the excitement of the moment. 
 
    They drove for miles, bouncing over ruts, screaming and yelling, and he became more and more excited. 
 
    Then, on a corner, he almost lost control. The car slid sideways a couple of feet and came up to within a foot of a sudden drop. 
 
    “Oh, my,” marveled Silithia. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he gasped, his heart pounding. It’s just that…you’ve got me so excited!” 
 
    Silithia turned around on his lap and kissed him. 
 
    The surprised Leon pressed back, and shortly they were wagging tongues in each other’s mouths. 
 
    He placed his hands on her breasts and felt her marvelous knockers. 
 
    She reached down and undid his zipper. Then she divested herself of her panties and turned and sat upon him. 
 
    He gasped and turned purple, his dick was leaking pre-cum in her twat and he could feel liquids seeping from her. 
 
    “Now, do not cum. And if you give me a pleasant ride I shall reward you.” 
 
    Hardly able to think, yet desperate to follow the dictates of the short woman, Leon pressed the gas and returned to the road. 
 
    Then came the ride of his life. 
 
    Roads were not smooth, but rather bumpy and rutted, and every bump and rut drove her weight down on him, and his cock deeper into her. 
 
    With one hand he held the wheel, with the other hand he fondled her, felt her boobs, searched for the press of nipple through clothe. 
 
    Silithia laughed delightedly. To have such artificial sex, caused by bounce and jounce, was so novel. She felt his prick pulsing and surging, and the bouncing provided such robust sensation. 
 
    She snuggled back against him and marveled at a world made into motion. 
 
    They fucked at 30 MPH. A fantastic speed that required neither pedaling nor horse. 
 
    She wiggled on his lap, causing his heart to flutter. She reached down and felt his testicles. They felt so big and ready, like fruit ready to pluck. 
 
    Through the afternoon they drove, an endless loop of fuck, a world gone dizzy with rapture, and, finally, the castle looming up in front of them. Silithia turned to the older man and whispered, “Now.” 
 
    Leon groaned and his cock pulsed so hard it seemed to grow longer, and he filled her with his cock juice. 
 
    She moaned, and took in his essence as well as his fluid. She was almost dizzy with the rapture of the joy ride, and she had her own orgasm, a sharp, hard thing that impinged upon her with its uniqueness. 
 
    The car slowed to a stop. He was unable to concentrate, and she didn’t want to. There was a joy in unloosing men, and in absorbing their essence, that made her faint with happiness. 
 
    Then, after a few minutes of recovery had passed, he put the car in motion again and they entered the castle. 
 
      
 
    From then on the routine of the castle was altered. Not a day passed that Leon didn’t happen by, and, unless it was raining or otherwise inclement, he and Silithia would ride in the country. Sometimes with his cock buried in her cooch, sometimes without. 
 
    She was careful not to drain him out, to wring him dry, to put his life at risk. 
 
    Life changed for Silithia. 
 
    To discover the wind in her hair, the feel of elements on her limbs, the idea that life is motion, it changed her, back into the little girl she once was, and forward into a new woman. 
 
      
 
    “Let us go to town today,” she commanded Leon. 
 
    Cheerfully, her playing with the thing in his pants, he drove the buggy to town. 
 
    Silithia rode through the streets, she studied the people, and her mind was alive with possibilities.  
 
    At one point she stared at a man walking a lady and wished that he was lustful. 
 
    The man, right on the street, turned to his lady and hugged her and kissed her. Such shock. Delight in the woman, and passersby either tittered or hurried away 
 
    Then the woman turned directly towards Silithia and cast a pointed look at her. 
 
    The woman was unhappy. Even though the man had taken out his lustful impulses on her, it was Silithia who had caused that, and the woman seemed to have an intuition what had been done and by who. 
 
    Silithia frowned and realized that even as she had depths, so did every woman, and she must take care and conduct herself correctly. 
 
    Men were no longer the danger, now it was women. 
 
    They stopped at a fashionable little shop and indulged in croissants and tea. 
 
    Silithia amused herself playing with the waiter’s lust, making him so hard he had trouble walking, then backing off, then doing it again. 
 
    The waiter didn’t seem to belong to anyone, and he was a flirt, so why not? 
 
    They chatted, Leon and her. Leon enraptured and unable to help himself, willing to walk over moats filled with alligators just for a chance to be in her company. 
 
    They went to a bookstore, and here Silithia lost it. 
 
    Always, she had relied on the Royal Procurer to purchase books for her, but now she saw the tremendous selection he had to draw from. 
 
    She spent a long couple of hours, that evaporated in a moment, as she delved into the vast knowledge represented by books. 
 
    She bought cook books for the cooks. She bought trashy novels for the maids. She bought out and out porn for the few stable boys allowed in the castle.  
 
    She bought learned tomes for her four men. They were educated, she had educated them, and she wished to continue their education. 
 
    She bought everything in the bookshop that had to do with fighting and war for the Royal Guard. 
 
    Men, even men under thrall, could not be relied upon to defend her against women. But women, properly trained, could not only defend her against other women, but even against men. 
 
    They returned to the castle late that day, and Silithia returned to her room with stacks of books and newspapers.  
 
    One young newspaper, it had only been out for ten years or so, talked about money. Silithia read, fascinated by this subject that she had somehow neglected. She came to a decision. She had to change the way she was doing things: she had to make the castle pay off.  
 
    She had plenty of money, but she could see that the world was going to make castles obsolete. More people were buying houses, cities were sprouting, money was underneath it all. 
 
    Then she realized that just making money wasn’t enough. As much as she loved the castle, she was going to have to leave it. 
 
    She was free now, able to control the impulses of men around her, able to control the anger of women, and she needed to see the world. 
 
    She had to travel, visit countries and search their cultures for knowledge. And she had to examine universities. Only if she had enough knowledge could she have enough wealth. 
 
    She began to change life at the castle. 
 
    Some grumbled at the changes, but she counseled them, acquainted them with the changes occurring in the world beyond the walls, and began their education. 
 
    If her people had talent, she sent them to schools, trained them to make their way in the world, to become teachers, business owners, entrepreneurs. If they had not the talent she trained them to become high grade workers. She had them learn how to repair motors, how to make things, how to fix a world that was constantly getting broken. 
 
    Days passed, years passed. She and Leon toured the country often, going further and further afield. 
 
    It was almost as if Silithia was searching, driven, obsessed, yet if she had been asked to put her goal in words all she could say was: ‘to be free.’ 
 
    Yet what was freedom? 
 
    Whatever it was, she began selling off pieces of her estate. Fields became opportunities for home builders. For small ranchers. For people wishing to put up a factory or two. 
 
    And, like as not, Silithia aided in the financing, became a silent partner, lending money so that, one day, she could collect it. 
 
    Slowly, the forests disappeared. A town sprang into existence up at a forks not two miles from the castle. 
 
    Her people were prospering, drifting off as they did, getting jobs, starting businesses, and everything was shifting and changing. 
 
    Life was glorious, exciting, and Silithia was close to her goal of financial independence, freedom, with nothing to anchor her in place. She would be able to tour the world and attend to her own needs. It was wonderful, exciting, intoxicating, then disaster struck. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Two armies that fight each other is like 
 
    one large army that commits suicide. ~ Henri Barbusse 
 
      
 
    Author’s note: This chapter is necessary to understand the motivations of Silithia in future years. Yet I caution you, if you are faint of heart, please skip to the next chapter. Silithia was perfect, and when the terrible demons of the soul are unleashed, they, too are perfect. 
 
     
 
    “Mistress! Mistress!” 
 
    She was already awake, listening to the strange clanking sounds. She rose, nodded to her maid, pulled on a robe, and went to the patio. 
 
    Across the fields a large beast lumbered. It was metal, had squared edges, and a long snout. 
 
    Behind it were hundreds of men in uniforms. Soldiers. 
 
    A tank! she realized. She had read of them, but had never seen one. She quickly dressed and ran down the stairs. 
 
    She arrived in the courtyard just as the tank lumbered through the entrance, squashing flowerbeds, people screaming and running. 
 
    The soldiers behind it entered the courtyard. They gazed upward at the towers, they stared at the people standing in fear. 
 
    “Assembly!” shouted a man with baubles on his shoulders, and the men quickly formed lines. 
 
    The man with the baubles, obviously in command, strode towards Silithia. 
 
    “Madam,” the officer bent low at the waist and swept his hat along the ground, then straightened up. “I am  Hauptmann Erhard Heiden.” 
 
    “Sillithia kept her ambience under control. She wanted information before she dared reveal herself. 
 
    “I am Silithia. May I ask why you have crushed my flowers with your rather loud and smelly beast?” 
 
    Erhard turned and waved at the tank and made a cutting motion across his throat. Immediately the rumbling sound died away. 
 
    He turned back to Silithia. He was affected by her ambience, but he was struck by her beauty. 
 
    “My pardon, Madam Silithia. We have been ordered to take up position in your castle. The enemy is days away and there might be a confrontation. You and all your people should leave.” 
 
    Silithia snorted inside. Use my home for your battlefield? I think not! 
 
    She unleashed just a touch of her presence, focusing it on the young captain. “Are you sure the enemy doesn’t require you to march forth? To meet him to the west?” 
 
    Now he looked confused. He felt love, and he wanted to do as she suggested. “I am sorry, Madam Silithia, I have my orders.” 
 
    Orders? Her mind shrieked, for this man didn’t crumble and cave. What were these orders that prevented him from doing as she wished him to do. 
 
    She linked her arm in his, turned on the juice, she could feel his erection springing into existence. 
 
    “”Hauptmann, I think we are in danger, and you are so gallant to rush your troops to the west, to destroy the enemy. You are so manly.” 
 
    Hauptmann coughed and mumbled and his mind tried to figure a way out of his dilemma. 
 
    Silithia turned him to her, put her face close to hers. “My hero. Go and rescue me. Protect me from the terrible French. You must save me.” 
 
    Erhard finally crumbled. He was overcome with love for this beautiful woman. He towered over her, he was six feet tall and she was just under five feet tall, but he could feel her power, her goodness, that she deserved to be saved. Why, if he had the choice he would line all the armies in front of the castle and march west, devouring the French like the cockroaches they were! 
 
    He signaled the men, snapped orders, bowed low, and everything went into reverse. The men, looking confused at this change in their orders, moved out in the fields and faced west. The tank, a little more careful of the flower beds, backed out, spun, then moved west. Within five minutes there was no sign of the intruders. 
 
    Silithia smiled. That took care of that. She entered the castle and ordered her breakfast be brought. 
 
      
 
    Five hours later. Noon. The sounds of clanking could be heard. Silithia climbed the toward and looked out a window. 
 
    Across the fields the tank was returning, along with even more men. 
 
    Silithia went down to meet them, choosing the large area in front of the castle for the confrontation. 
 
    An older man, ramrod straight and with bristly mustaches, called a halt and stepped forth to meet her. Like Erhard before him, he bent low, though not so low, and swept his cap along the ground. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Madam, please to step aside, we will be taking a position inside this castle. Le Poilu are just to the west and we have not much time.” 
 
    “Le Poilu?” asked Silithia with one raised eyebrow. 
 
    “The Hairy Ones,” the Major translated this unfamiliar term. “The French are so disgusting, yes?” 
 
    “I am Silithia, the mistress of this castle, and what has happened to Hauptmann Heiden?” 
 
    “He was unable to follow orders, so I have replaced him.” 
 
    Silithia stepped closer and smiled up at the warrior. “Hauptmann was going to meet the enemy. He is a gallant man. Are you as gallant? Major?” 
 
    The Major frowned. He felt his heart leaping, as well as his cock. Hauptmann Erhard had spoken of the woman in glowing terms, almost like a love struck puppy, and now he was experiencing the same feelings. Yet, he had his orders… 
 
    “I am sorry, madam Silithia. But I much…” he blathered on and Silithia felt a tug of alarm way in the way back of her mind. She realized several truths. 
 
    First, she had been enrapturing peasants. Intelligent men, disciplined men, were harder to bend to her will. 
 
    Second, if she did get him to move on, somebody else might return. 
 
    Third, there was more to learn about her abilities, she had to increase the magnitude of her ambience until no man could refuse her. 
 
    She moved closer, looked into his eyes, licked her lips, projected the idea of sex directly through the Major’s eyes and into his stubborn brain. “I am a helpless woman,” she whispered to the Major. You must protect me. You must save me. You must be a man!” 
 
    Under such direct assault the Major couldn’t refuse. His heart neart to bursting, his cock dripping in his pants, he turned to his men. 
 
    “Turn! We must attack!” 
 
    He turned back to Silithia, kissed her hand, and wished to strip off his clothes and lay at her feet. “We will protect you, my love. Have no fear.” 
 
    He rushed off, the beast of war trundling with him, and Silithia gave a sigh of relief. 
 
    An hour later she heard the sound of combat. From over the far hills she heard the boom of big guns and the crackle of smaller arms. She watched as flashes of explosions haloed the hills. 
 
    A man rode a horse to the east just before sunset. He ignored the castle and went back along the path the army had come to her land by. 
 
    That night combat seemed to increase. The explosions crested the hills and she could see them directly. She even thought she could hear far screams as men fought and died. 
 
    The next morning more soldiers marched to the west. The sounds of the far battle increased even more, and the conflict seemed to push away from from the castle, back over the hills. 
 
    Then a lull. 
 
    The next day the war was even more pronounced, and now the French, ‘The Hairy Ones,’ burst over the top of the hill and drove the Germans back. 
 
    All day long the battle surged, the main area of fighting drawing closer and closer to the castle. 
 
    Silithia was becoming distraught. In spite of her best efforts her land was about to be consumed by the hatred of men. 
 
    That moment of dire calamity was, she would admit in later years, the genesis of her master plan: Why did the world need men? 
 
    More troops rushed across the countryside. Large cannons were wheeled up and unlimbered. The booming sound of destruction echoed throughout the castle. 
 
    Now Silithia was distraught. She ordered the front gate locked. 
 
    She went to the top of her tower and stared down at the death and destruction, the carnage of all she loved. 
 
    She could see the far soldiers, and she projected, desperately, her ambience. 
 
    She was ignored, and she found out a cruel truth. In the heat of battle men were uncontrollable. 
 
    She ran to the bottom of the tower, and the gates crashed inward. She realized that all her efforts had merely brought more men and machines into the area, and caused an even greater conflict. 
 
    Men, terrified, ran through the courtyard. They searched out the cellars and hid in them. 
 
    Explosions shattered a section of the outer walls. 
 
    The sounds of the battle were now not far away, but echoing in the confines of the courtyard. Men backed through the breech, firing their weapons. More men attacked the breech, and the battle was fought in the confines of her home. 
 
    Silithia, oblivious to the fighting, concerned for her people, ranged through the castle. She was not fired upon, not even a man in the heat of battle could force himself to fire upon her perfection. 
 
    “Leave! Flee! Save yourselves!” 
 
    The women did. They felt no compunction to stay and die. 
 
    The men, however, were in love with her. And though there were not a lot of men, they rallied around her, tried to move with her and protect her, and merely got in her way…and became targets for the wrath of war. 
 
    Man after man died, falling at her feet, breaking her heart. Bits and chunks of her castle fell from the heights as gunners deliberately targeted it. 
 
    Somehow, Silithia avoided death. Somehow, amidst the smoke and explosions and the screaming the dying, Silithia remained untouched. But now it was not her presence that protected her, merely the chances of war. Or maybe…just maybe…God had a plan for her. 
 
    Nightfall. Scattered shots as the battle fell to sniping. The grunts and groans of men fallen to personal combat, wielding their knives and bayonets. 
 
    Silithia sobbed. Her home had been destroyed. Her men had been killed. Her people scattered with nothing to come back to. 
 
    Then, it stopped. Like magic, and Silithia raised her tear stained face. 
 
    She went to what remained of the gate and looked outward. 
 
    In the center of the field the soldiers were putting up tents. Hundreds of yards to the east, and to the west, small groups of officers stood and waited. 
 
    Parley. A truce. An end to the fighting…for the moment. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later the two groups were striding forward, converging on the large tent. 
 
    Silithia left the castle. She was cold and miserable, she had the stains of war upon her features. And inside…she was pissed. 
 
    That men could do this to her. To fight for…for what? Was there ever any real reason for such massive destruction and death? 
 
    The men arrived in the tent and she could see them bowing, shaking hands, then a couple of soldiers brought in soft, comfortable chairs, and other soldiers poured wine into large goblets. 
 
    Silithia was even more angry. They destroy her home, then conduct their little ‘parley party.’ 
 
    She heard their voices, and she knew both languages so she could follow the conversations easily. 
 
    “You did well today, Oberst. But tomorrow we shall…” 
 
    “My compliments on the vintage, Commandant Fouchard.
“Thank you. It is from my vineyards in…” 
 
    The conversations went on. Polite mouthings of bastards. The drivel of men with no imagination and less heart. 
 
    Siithia stepped into the tent and all her anger literally exploded her presence. 
 
    The men stopped what they were doing. They lowered their glasses, their jaws dropped, and the fell in love with her. 
 
    These men were taking a break form the insanity, they were now civilized, and the heat of war could not protect them. 
 
    “Gentlemen,” Silithia’s voice was sinuous, rippling through their mental cortexes. “These are filthy conditions. I invite you to my castle. Now.” 
 
    The last word hit like a whip crack, and the assembled officers all leaped to their feet and followed the love of their lives.                
 
    Forgotten was hate and destruction, war and orders. They followed Silithia’s short form across the fields and into the castle. They walked under the broken arches, picked their way through the debris. 
 
    “We will party below, in my special dining room.” Silithia pointed to an outer entrance to her dungeon. It was piled high with fallen stone. 
 
    The officers quickly set to removing the debris. 
 
    “Remove your beautiful clothes,” Silithia commanded. “You don’t want to get them dirty. 
 
    Cheerfully, the French and the Germans did just that. Shortly they were shoveling little chunks of stone and collaborating over large chunks of stone. They commanded the ropes be brought and they tugged the heavy pieces of the tower away. 
 
    Finally, the entrance was cleared. 
 
    “Set up a generator,” Silithia suggested. “Put up some lights. 
 
    Two hours after she had stepped into the tent, the whole group walked into her dungeons. Cheerfully. In love. At her whim. 
 
    The dungeon was now well lit. The bars on the cells were still standing. Silithia’s whips and instruments of torture, rarely used, were hanging on the walls. 
 
    “Now then. You, stand in that cell and pretend it is locked. You, over there. You two get on those tables.” 
 
    She ordered the officers into positions, and they went. Shortly they were chained, or believed they were, or placed on furniture designed for torture. 
 
    It must be said, at this point, that Silithia had never really resorted to the use of these instruments. She had found her own powers quite sufficient to bend a man to her will, to give her their power. 
 
    And, after the one death many decades previous, she had been respectful of the men who loved her. 
 
    On that night, and on only that night, that condition changed. On that night occurred such savagery and barbarism…it is almost difficult to comprehend. 
 
    “Turn that big wheel,” Silithia ordered an officer. But only one click at a time.” 
 
    A French captain turned the wheel, and the German Major experienced the terrible stretching of the rack. When his screams were at the right pitch, Silithia halted the stretching. Let the Major enjoy his pain for a while before she ripped his arms and legs out of the sockets. 
 
    The cradle of Judah. A pyramid. “Climb on to that. Pretend you are riding a horse and your arms are broken.” 
 
    A French Lt. Colonel clambered atop the device, sank his asshole down on the point, and began screaming. Slowly, his body weight pushed his rectum down, and that orifice grew larger and larger. And every time he tried to use his arms to get relief, to push himself off the terrible torment, he felt the pain of his broken arms. 
 
    Silithia put the men on the St. Andrews cross and whipped them bloody with a cat of nine tails. A delightful whip with nine tips, each of the tips holding a steel claw. She whiped them and whiped them, then made them do sit ups on their raw and bleeding backs. 
 
      
 
    And if it seems as if Silithia was unduly cruel, she was. Later, she would make no excuse, would realize that she had, indeed, fallen to her lowest depths. And she would spend years thinking upon that night, and hating herself for what she did. But in the moment, victim to the cruel depredations of war, she loved herself. And that conflict of mind and soul, that terrible, black space in the soul, did reign. 
 
      
 
    She had the men build a fire, and she branded their asses with S’s. Silithia. And she burned them deep, so that the nerve centers under the flesh would cause them problems sitting for the rest of their years. 
 
    She brought out the Pear of Anguish and enlarged assholes and made the soldiers march around the chamber. 
 
    She boiled a large cauldron of water and had the men wash their faces and hands, and watched as the skin melted. 
 
    She used combs of blades and brushed the mens skin, and the skin flayed and fell off in pieces.               
 
    She used the head crusher and the iron boot, the thumb screw (on the penis) and the iron spider. 
 
    She used every single instrument in her dungeon, and multiple times and on multiple men. 
 
    In the end, the men sobbing and screaming and broken in spirit, but still desperately in love with Silithia, she made them castrate each other…by biting. It would start with a blow job from one of the other men, and, when the victim was about to cum, she would command the man doing the blowing to bite down. 
 
    Finally, dawn cracking outside, Silithia was exhausted. She felt sick in soul, was already starting to feel remorse, but it was done. 
 
    These men would not fight again. These men would live short lives filled with painful memories, the most painful being that they were once in love with Silithia, but now were forever denied. 
 
    Silithia mounted the stops that led to the outside world. 
 
    Soldiers were assembled there, waiting for orders, waiting for the war to resume. 
 
    Silithia projected her ambience and said, “Run naked through the fields, pick flowers, and kill any man who would tell you to take up a weapon again. 
 
    Then Silithia left the castle.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    Any fool can know. The point is to understand. ~ Albert Einstein 
 
     
 
    She was 60 inches tall. A bare five foot, in stockings. Tall enough to not be a midget, but not tall enough to be noticed, except for her wonderful aura. 
 
    The war was raging, thousands, tens of thousands…millions of men slaughtered because…because…there was no reason. 
 
    Some Kaiser had rattled sabers. And some relative refused to even pick up the phone and talk it through. And some idiot had jumped on the running board of a car and blasted away. And the world was in turmoil, millions dying, and nobody knew why. 
 
    Silithia didn’t care why. She was disgusted with herself, and needed to survive, so she went to the nearest city and used her ambience. 
 
      
 
    “Would you like lunch, madam?” The banker bowed to five foot Silithia. 
 
    “Of course. And would you bring me some cash from your bank?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    They would dine in a fancy restaurant, he might take her to buy some expensive clothes, then she would touch him. A simple touch, and a whim, and the banker would jerk and twitch and fill his pants with semen. And when he came to his senses she would be nowhere to be seen. 
 
      
 
    “You there, I need a comfortable room, very warm, for the night.” 
 
    The clerk would blush as his thoughts ran rampant. She was short, but his penis was pulsing. 
 
    “Of course, madam. We have a wonderful room on the second floor. The balcony looks out over the…” 
 
    The next day she would check out, and touch the clerk’s hand in appreciation, and he would stand and stutter and be dazed as his penis spewed a vast amount of semen. 
 
    Thus, Silithia moved through the city, exploring it, trying to understand the people, the culture, the motivations. 
 
    She visited an alley and looked into a backyard, then rounded to the front door. 
 
    “Hello. What is your name?” 
 
    “Thomas.” 
 
    “Well, Thomas, I’m trying to find out who lived her in the 1850s. 
 
    Though it was 70 years previous, Thomas fell all over himself trying to help the short lady. He finally gave her the name of a deceased landlord. Silithia touched his forearm and walked away. Behind her Thomas shook and shuddered, then fell to his knees. He looked down at the stain growing on the front of his pants. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning. I understand your grandfather owned a house on Wicket St. This would be many years ago.” 
 
    “What if he did?” the old lady scowled at Silithia. 
 
    Silithia was practiced at making friends out of women, or just outright manipulating them. 
 
    “There is a certain inheritance being discussed, and we would like to find out who was in the house in 1850.” 
 
    “Inheritance? How much?” 
 
    “It hasn’t been decided. Too many relatives, you know. But all relatives are in line. Are you related to the owner of the house at the time in question?” 
 
    “I might be,” the dour, old woman sniffed. 
 
    “Excellent. Let’s have a look at the records. I can report to my superiors and checks can be cut right away. 
 
    The house, it turned out, was occupied by a fellow named Victor Frankendick. 
 
    The lady never received a check. 
 
      
 
    Of Victor Frankendick there was no sign. He had up and disappeared and there were no relations, nothing in the city records, nothing. 
 
    But that was understandable. There were so many wars and depressions and tragedies that people tended to disappear. 
 
    Silithia put him out of her mind. She would have to find out what had happened to her those many years ago in some other manner. 
 
    Besides, the Golden Age, the roaring Twenties were beginning, and after the unpleasantness of war she was looking for a few good times. 
 
    Tell the truth, what she had done in the dungeons bothered her, and she knew there was a piece of her that wanted to forget, and wouldn’t mind drinking to excess to facilitate that forgetfulness. 
 
    So she went from banker to banker during the day, causing them to invest for her, and during the night she would cruise the bars. 
 
    Without trying, she grew rich, though drunk half the time and hungover the other half. 
 
    She met Julius Barmat. 
 
      
 
    “Good evening, Madam,” Friedrich was somewhat corpulent, and a common thief, which seemed to be the occupation of most politicians after the war. 
 
    “Good evening, Chancellor. I would love to hear who is making money these days.” 
 
    Smitten, the German Chancellor named a few names, then perked up and pointed across the room. And there is Julius Barmat. He is making the most, these days. 
 
    Silithia turned off her glow and crossed the room. She focused her attention on the balding man and smiled when he turned and introduced himself…and pledged undying love. 
 
    “Tell me, my love, what is making you the most money these days?” 
 
    Julius burbled forth the information. “Food. I buy it in the Netherlands and send it to Germany. People are starving, and starving people pay the highest prices.” He laughed merrily. 
 
    Silithia frowned. She wasn’t fond of his attitudes, but she needed money, and here was a man who could send more money in her direction than all those silly bankers. 
 
    She went into partnership with Julius. She maintained a low profile, and thus was saved when the Barmat Scandal hit. 
 
    And she managed to keep her profits separate and apart from his soon confiscated funds. 
 
    Once again she was rudderless, but at least with large sums of money under the bed. 
 
    Her intent became finding investments and further protecting her ‘stash.’ She was determined not to suffer again in her life. 
 
    Thus, on the evening of December 20th in 1924, she found herself attending a party. She was actually just one of a half dozen wealthy people, imbibing and carousing, and one of the partiers, she never remembered who, said, “I know where there’s another party!” 
 
    Everyone cheered. 
 
    They drove an hour to the town of Landsberg, drinking and yelling at passersby, and even throwing empty bottles at oncoming cars. 
 
    They arrived at a large house, and for the first time, Silithia felt something. 
 
    What? 
 
    An excitement. A surge of adrenaline. A faster beating of her heart. 
 
    She didn’t know it was simply intuition kicking in, that in her heart of hearts she was going to meet somebody of importance, of magnitude, of ability. 
 
    Her group entered the house, drunk, laughing, looking for fun. 
 
    The house was filled with people. People who owned banks and factories, politicians, artists, all manner of people, and they were all leaders in their fields. 
 
    Silithia felt her excitement growing. Heck, the whole room was excited. 
 
    “Silithia, dear,” called a girlfriend, “This is Hermann Goering. That’s a blue Max on his shirt. Be a dear and dance with him.” 
 
    Hermann, feeling the hint of Silithia’s ambience, took her in his arms and danced. He was ruddy fellow of great cheer, and as they bumped into other dancers he spoke their names. 
 
    “Alfred, you are a moose with three legs!” 
 
    Alfred Rosenberg laughed at Hermann. 
 
    “Rudolph! Stop stepping on my penis!” 
 
    Roars of laughter, the most laughter coming from the thin-lipped, beetle-browed Rudolph Hess. 
 
    And on and on the party whirled. 
 
    In truth, Hermann was sort of an ox, and a buffoon. But he was great fun, and why not? 
 
    More alcohol made its appearance and Silithia imbibed freely. 
 
    In her previous life, owning a castle, she rarely imbibed. But now, with the memories of the war wishing to be drowned, she drank with the best of them.  
 
    Her perfect physical health, however, kept her more sober, and she recovered quickly. 
 
    Thus, drunk, weaving, dancing with men and causing hard ons with no promise of completion, she was stunned when she felt a bright, warm light touch her back. She was dancing with Max Amann, and she stopped, dead still, right in the middle of the dance floor. 
 
    Other people were ceasing their dancing, but not because of any mystical light shining on their backs. 
 
    A man had entered the room. He was not tall, and he had a small brush mustache under his nose. His eyes were piercing and he commanded attention. He commanded almost as well as Silithia could command it with her ambience. He was wearing a winter coat, but doffed it for the warmth of the house. 
 
    Cheers rose up, and Silithia realized that here was the guest of honor. 
 
    Men moved forward to grip the young man’s hand, to shake it and whisper happily in his ear. Women moved forward, shook his hand, and their eyes revealed them. They wanted him. 
 
    “Who is he?” whispered Silithia. Max had stayed by her side and he heard her. 
 
    “That is Adolf. Would you like to meet him?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    They moved through the swirl of people, anticipating Adolf’s path, and met him just before he entered the kitchen. “Adolf!” They hugged and Hitler placed his hands on Max’s shoulders. Their friendship was obvious.  
 
    A few quick words, so low that not even Silithia could hear them, then Max presented her. “This is Silithia, a dear friend.” 
 
    Adolf Hitler blinked. Silithia had turned it on, and he was struck. He would be in love forever. 
 
    He bowed and clicked his heels in the Germanic way. “I am at your service.” 
 
    For Silithia her peripheral vision narrowed, and it was as if she was in a tunnel with the young German. It appeared that Hitler was feeling the same. 
 
    “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    She nodded, and Hitler took her hand and led her the remaining steps to the kitchen. As they moved the narrow tunnel vision shattered and people clustered and spoke fond greetings to Hitler. 
 
    Hitler nodded and delivered quips, then they were in the kitchen. They drank Cognac, a heady Brandy that seemed to shift flavors on them even as they sipped. Sweet, sour, bitter. 
 
    “Ah,” murmured the young man. “I do not drink much, but when I do…this is the drink of the German Gods.” 
 
    Even in the kitchen Hitler was besieged with admirers and well wishers. 
 
    Silithia allowed herself to be moved to his side, but slightly back, and watched. 
 
    He was not a perfect man. He was superior in his Germanisms, but he had health problems, and his viewpoints seemed rather skewed. But he had a charisma and personal magnetism that Silithia had never seen. 
 
    He was sincere. 
 
    He was truthful. 
 
    “We will make Germany great. We will handle those Jewish bankers. Never again will we bend knee to the lesser races.” 
 
    Silithia interested in anything Hitler had to say, listened carefully. 
 
    He had distinct viewpoints on race, which conflicted Silithia. On one hand, she had been a member of the elite, an owner of castle and property. On the other, she was a gypsy. 
 
    He was determined that the Jews had caused Germany to lose the war. She wasn’t sure why he felt that way, but he was strongly willed and everybody kept shaking their heads in the affirmative. 
 
    Most of all, he kept talking about truth, justice and the Germanic way. 
 
    Germany would lead the world. Germans would control everything. Germans had pure blood. 
 
    It was heady talk, and while Silithia didn’t agree with it all, she did admire his forthrightness and his…power. A word from him and people bowed their heads. A curl of the lip and they rejoiced. A handshake and they swooned. 
 
    She decided to sleep with him. 
 
      
 
    Silithia had not been fucked for years. And even then, she had been in the dominate position, lowering herself on the shafts of her slaves as the whim allowed. 
 
    In truth, her power had made her dismissive of men. 
 
    Yet Adolf Hitler was special. She wanted to feel his penis in her slit. She wanted to feel his balls slapping against her ass. And he was so short it would almost be like making love like regular people. 
 
    The party went on for hours, but it finally wound down. People went home, people paired off and went to rooms. At last only Hitler was left, talking with a select group of friends. Silithia was nearby, but satisfied to listen. She realized that to Hitler talking was like fucking, and it just made her hornier. 
 
    At last, dawn seeping into the room, Hitler yawned, and was told there was a room waiting for him. 
 
    He glanced at Silithia and nodded. 
 
    Moving across the room she moved with him. They ascended the stairs holding hands, and the people watched him retire, and the beautiful woman walking slightly behind him, with avid interest. 
 
    The room was large, with a large and comfortable bed. A fire was burning in the fireplace. It was cozy and comfy. 
 
    Silithia unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. 
 
    Hitler, taking down his pants, stared at her bosoms with appreciation.  
 
    She had grown nearly two feet in the last 70 years, but her breasts had grown proportionally more. 
 
    “I don’t usually drink, or smoke, and I am careful when sleeping with women,” he explained. “I prefer vegetarianism, and there is something I must tell you.” 
 
    Now Silithia was naked, and she trembled. So many years since a man had last truly mounted her, and she was nervous. “What is that?” 
 
    “You will find out anyway, so I must confess, I only have one testicle.” 
 
    Silithia blinked. She had seen birth defects before, but this…this was something she had never encountered. “You do?” 
 
    “Yes. Would you like to see?” 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    Hitler placed one foot on the bed and lifted his penis. 
 
    His penis was rather small, and underneath it could be seen only one testicle. 
 
    “Oh my Gosh! May I touch it?” 
 
    “Of course,” Hitler grinned. 
 
    Fondling the one ball Silithia realized that Hitler had used this condition to impress women, and to call them to bed. If they were so dull as not to perceive his magnitude, he simply told them he had one nut, and they were all over themselves to sample him. 
 
    Offer a woman a cock that is out of the ordinary, even not normal, and they want to fuck it That is just their nature. 
 
    “That is not all, of course.” 
 
    “It isn’t?” 
 
    “No.” He lifted his cock up and Silithia’s eyes widened. 
 
    On the underside of his cock, bear the base, was what looked like a small pussy. 
 
    Silithia bent down and examined his penis carefully. 
 
    “Lie back,” she said. He did so. 
 
    He lay on the bed, holding his small penis up, and she moved closer to examine it. 
 
    “It is sometimes called Hypospadias, though the doctors disagree. Many doctors have told me that it is a form of hermaphroditism.” 
 
    “Herm…isn’t that when you are born with both sexual organs? Man’s and woman’s?” 
 
    He smiled. “I show you this in the event you don;’t wish to fuck.” 
 
    Her turn to smile. “Not fuck a man with one nut? Who may or may not have a pussy? Ha!” 
 
    She dove upon him then, covered his body with hers, wrapped her arms around him, and kissed him. 
 
    Hitler kissed back, and he was a surprisingly gentle lover. He turned her over and suckled her breasts, running his tongue over her nipples, teasing them mercilessly. 
 
    Silithia groaned and grabbed his cock. She worked it, and suddenly realized that she had not willed him to cum. She broke away and whispered in surprise, “You have not cum yet!” 
 
    “It usually takes me a while. I think it takes me twice as long as a lesser man because I have half the nuts and have to work twice as hard. 
 
    She turned him  over, and slithered down his body. She took his one nut in her hands and tickled his under penis opening, his little pussy, with her tongue. 
 
    Hitler moaned. “Oh! Nobody ever did that to me before!” 
 
    She reached around to his backside and put thumb up his ass. He jerked and arched, making grunting sounds. 
 
    Then he flipped her, pushed his thumb up her pussy and laughed. “I learn fast.” 
 
    “Can you fuck fast? Are you Adolf Fuck ‘m Faster?” 
 
    She turned him over, scrambled up and squatted over his tiny penis. 
 
    With a sigh she felt his tool slide up her canal. Fucking was as she remembered, just with a smaller penis. 
 
    Hitler grunted, and she knew that, in spite of his boast, he was close. But that was her fault. She whimmed him not to cum, and continued to bounce. 
 
    He loved it. He grabbed her tits and squeezed, just hard enough to make her whimper with desire. 
 
    Then she leaped off him, turned him over and told him to assume all fours. 
 
    He did, and she began pushing her fingers into him. First one, then two, then three. 
 
    Hitler was beside himself. He was arching his back, then pushing his ass back, fucking her fingers as hard as he could. 
 
    Then, suddenly, her knuckles slipped past his ring. Her whole fist went into his rectum. 
 
    “Fu-u-u!” He shouted, his eyes bulging. His penis was so hard it actually looked big. His one nut dangled down, all alone and full of semen. 
 
    Silithia thought at first that she might have gone too far, but Hitler seemed to like it. He was fucking her fist as hard as he could, ramming his hips back and then lurching forward, so she continued. It was like she was punching him in the asshole, and he loved it.  
 
    She took off her whimsy that he not have an orgasm. 
 
    Suddenly, he arched his back and raised his head towards the ceiling. 
 
    Silithia reached under him with her free hand and grabbed his penis. She gripped it, hard. 
 
    Now Hitler was caught. He was cumming, but the cum was being squeezed. 
 
    He bucked frantically, trying to dislodge her hand, trying to get his relief, but she allowed only the slightest seepage to issue forth. Mere drops, and his orgasm stretched out, the white heat burned him longer, more severely, and he lost control of his senses, was enraptured by the terrific forces erupting from his core. 
 
    “Ah…God! God!” 
 
    She kept punching in his asshole. She felt the slow and occasional drops of his semen coming out the tip of his short shaft. She grinned. She wasn’t going to get her cum this evening, but he was having the cum of the century. 
 
    “Gah…gah…gah!” He blurted animalistic sounds, he jerked, and still the semen issued, one drop at a time. 
 
    They were frozen in that position for long minutes, then longer minutes. 
 
    At last, he broke, He lost control of his limbs and flopped forward on the bed. Her hand was still impaling him. His eyes were fluttering with the extreme pleasure of his cum. 
 
    Gently, she pulled her hand back. She gazed down on the naked back of the exhausted man who would lead the German people. She smiled happily.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    The healthy man does not torture others— 
 
    generally it is the tortured who turn into torturers. 
 
     ~ Carl Jung 
 
     
 
    Life with Adolf was a dream. 
 
    First, she became the bell of the ball wherever she went. People wanted to schmooze with the girlfriend of Adolf. They wanted her to appreciate them, love them, introduce them to Adolf. 
 
    Silithia was used to being the center of attention. In the castle everybody waited on her hand and foot. But this was different, this was not servile, but cheer and happiness heaped upon her. 
 
    Having come out of her dungeon a changed person, she wanted this admiration. 
 
    She was still overcoming the dread, dark feelings she had generated in the dungeon when she had broken the military officers, and which clung to her like a coat of soot. 
 
     
 
    Interestingly, life with Hitler was not overly sexual. 
 
    Having only one nut he only had half the testosterone, and half the sex drive. 
 
    When he did want sex, he wanted it wild and crazy, perverted and deviant. 
 
    But mostly, his energies were transferred into political meetings, conferences with bankers and industrialists, and…speeches. 
 
    During the late twenties Silithia watched as this most dynamic individual bent the world to his way. 
 
    He spoke to bankers of how evil the Jews were, ignoring the fact that many bankers were Jews, and that Adolf’s grandfather was Jewish. 
 
    He spoke to people, preaching of the purity of Aryan blood, even though he was not true Aryan himself. 
 
    But it was the speeches that fascinated Silithia the most. 
 
    At first, it should be stated, his speeches were not much. People would continue drinking and discoursing amongst themselves, and listen occasionally, but here Silithia came to his aid. 
 
    She would sit behind Hitler and exude a bit of ambience. 
 
    People in the audience would suddenly find themselves looking around, getting boners, and wondering where the source of their bonerism was. 
 
    Their attention would come to the front, to the stage or pulpit where Hitler was, and they would focus on him, for he was much more visible than the silent woman sitting so bland and almost invisible behind him. 
 
    Hitler would feel the focus, and become even more vocal, more passionate. The crowd would start to respond, and the interchange would build, speaker upon audience, audience upon speaker, until Hitler would seemingly ignite. His hidden talents leapt to the forefront and he became more and more polished, more able to sway with words, more able to bring emotion out of people and cause them to accept his ideas. 
 
    Silly ideas. Racist ideas. Ideas that seemed more bent on destruction than humanity. 
 
    Why did Silithia do this? Allow this to happen? 
 
    Because of that darkness in the soul. Because of what she had done in the dungeon. Because, at heart, she hated herself for what she had done. 
 
    Thus were the man and the woman united in their desire to destroy themselves. 
 
    Her because of what she had done, him because of feelings of inadequacy, of being shamed for having but one testicle. 
 
    Through the late twenties they went, him forming his ideas, her leeching off him, building her own purgatory of the soul off his energy and viewpoints. 
 
    And, of course, having sex whenever and wherever she wanted. 
 
    Adolf didn’t mind. As stated, he wasn’t a sexually oriented person, and didn’t mind if somebody else was. 
 
    It all came to a head during Christmas of 1933. 
 
      
 
    “Good evening, Vice Chancellor, Merry Christmas!” 
 
    “And to you, frau Bormann.” 
 
    Hugs and kisses as Hitler’s inner circle entered the house. It was Martin Bormann’s house, and it was festooned with symbols of the new Christmas. Swastika’s were printed on Ornaments, candleholders were imprinted with swastikas; there were images of the iron eagle and ‘sieg heil’ were everywhere. 
 
    Hitler and Silithia took a place by the large fireplace, accepted cognac’s and entered into the small talk, which small talk seemed to coalesce, with a wink and a nod, around a certain upcoming event. 
 
    “And what is that?” asked Silithia. 
 
    “We don’t talk about it, my dear,” Hitler whispered in her ear. 
 
    Hermann Goering, the other side of her, joked, ‘Loose lips sink ships!’ Everybody laughed at this lampooning of a just borning Americanism. Those silly Americans were a joke. The inner circle had met just the week before and watched a special screening of King Kong. A country that thinks it can be knocked over by a giant monkey deserved no respect. 
 
    “Secrets from me? Meine liebling?” 
 
    “Still she asks?” joked Albert Speer. 
 
    Hitler said, “Silithia is expert at ferreting out secrets. I am constantly surprised how she gets me to speak of that which I do not want to speak.” 
 
    “No way she could ferret out my secrets,” laughed Joseph Goebbels. 
 
    “Nor mine,” agreed Heinrich Himmler. 
 
    “Would you put that up to a bet?” asked Hitler. 
 
    “Absolut!” both men agreed. 
 
    Silithia smiled. The men were getting drunk, and she had the feeling she best make light of this and move things along. “Ah, you wish to see my dungeon?” 
 
    Everybody chuckled, and maybe the conversation would have moved along, except that Geobbels said, “I have a dungeon.” 
 
    All eyes moved to the slender, weaselly looking man. 
 
    “Really?” asked Adolf. 
 
    “Absolut. I had it reconstructed from medieval records. It is accurate in every respect.” 
 
    “I would love to see such a place,” giggled Gerda Bormann. 
 
    “As would I,” came a spatter of voices. 
 
    Shortly, the entire troop of Hitler’s inner circle was tramping down the street towards Goebbels home built dungeon. Through the snow, a gate, and into a large house. Goebbels led them through the kitchen, down a set of stairs, and into a real, live dungeon. 
 
    “Oh, mine Gott!” breathed a few voices. 
 
    The basement had been expanded and implements of torture lined the walls. A large cabinet of fine wood housed a collection of whips and dildos and various other tools. 
 
    Magda Goebbels, Joseph’s wife, quipped, “You should see Joseph beg for mercy.” 
 
    They all laughed, except for Goebbels, who glared at his wife. 
 
    “Well, Martin? Are you willing to test Silithia’s talents for extraction?” 
 
    He shook his head and raised his hands in the negative, but the others prodded him along.  
 
    “Do it, Martin.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    And, one voice, Himmler, said, “Teach the bitch who the supermen are.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Silithia turned to Himmler. She contemplated him. She didn’t like him anyway, and now to be disrespected so badly. 
 
    She let out very selected streams ambience to both Martin Bormann and Heinrich Himmler. “Yes, gentlemen. Test me.” 
 
    Everybody oohed and ahhed at the challenge. 
 
    Martin and Heinrich looked at each other. They both were suddenly assaulted by boners. There was something very exciting about the proposal. 
 
    Hitler snickered. He had experienced Silithia’s presence, and he had enjoyed her warped attitudes towards sex. To turn such a dark lady upon his aides was a joy. 
 
    Still, Heinrich and Martin shook their heads, but they were close. 
 
    “Come gentlemen,” offered Hitler. 
 
    But it was Silithia who tipped the balance. “Chicken?” 
 
    The dungeon was as if filled with electricity. 
 
    “Bawk…bawk…bawk?” 
 
    Martin frowned, Heinrich sneered, and they stepped forward. 
 
    Silithia smiled. “Take off your shirts and pants.” 
 
    The men looked at each other, shrugged, and did so. 
 
    Silithia left Heinrich in chains against a wall and put Martin on a large wheel, and. His hands and feet were fixed to the spokes by the rim, and the center of his body arched out over the hub. Silithia faced the others. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen,” began Silithia. “Behold the penis.” She took a knife and sliced Martin’s underwear. she threw the pieces on the floor and Martin Bormann’s penis hung. 
 
    It wasn’t big. Maybe five inches. And it wasn’t thick. Nor were his balls unusually large. They were the size of shriveled lemons. 
 
    The ladies giggled and the men covered their mouths to conceal smirks. A couple of the men didn’t say anything, however, as they were smaller and didn’t appreciate the humor. 
 
    Martin’s face grew tight, and his eyes narrowed, but Silithia stopped him from speaking by turning the wheel slowly. 
 
    “Hello, Martin,” she spoke to his penis. 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    She placed her hand about it and the turning of the wheel turned it in her hand. Martin Bormann gasped. 
 
    “Feels good, yes? Martin?” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    “If you tell me your secrets…you can cum.” 
 
    “Nien!” he yelled. 
 
    Silithia smiled. She could have turned up her power and made him blubber his deepest secrets to her, but she didn’t want to appear mystical. She knew that ignorant people fear mysticism, and she didn’t want them to fear her. 
 
    “Come, ladies, assist me,” Silithia offered the ladies. 
 
    Gerda Bormann and Ilse Hess stepped forward. They giggled and began twisting the nipples of the slowly turning Martin. 
 
    Silithia laughed. These women were such amateurs. “Take your panties down,” she commanded, and she stopped the wheel so that Martin was upside down. “Now move forward and let him clean you like a dog licks his butthole!” 
 
    Everybody laughed and Ilse moved forward and placed her pussy against Martin’s face. Martin had no choice but to lick, and everybody heard the slobbering grunting sounds he was making. 
 
    “Hold his penis and stroke it, but don’t let him cum!” 
 
    Ilse laughed and began flicking the head of his penis with one finger. 
 
    “Oh…no!” 
 
    “He likes that!” yelled Gerda Bormann. She pushed forward and gripped Martin’s little penis head between her thumb and forefinger. She slid her fingertips back and forth, like she was playing the world’s smallest violin, and Martin began to beg. 
 
    “No! No! Please, not that!” 
 
    Silithia turned the wheel slowly, Ilsa stepped back, removing her pussy from his face, and Martin, red faced and gasping for air, turned right side up. 
 
    Still, his wife played the head of his cock. 
 
    “Please, stop. I’ll do anything if you stop!” 
 
    Silithia was surprised at how easy it had been to break the little man. She had to use only a little of her ambience to bring him to the breaking point. “What is the secret?” 
 
    “Burning. We’re going to—“ 
 
    “Ah!” Hitler spoke sharply. Yet a grin was on his face. 
 
    Martin manage to shut up, and after a moment Gerda let go of his penis. 
 
    Martin sagged, and Silithia released him from the wheel. 
 
    “You have half the secret, my dear. Can you get the other half?” 
 
    Heinrich was standing against the far wall, chained, and now he looked worried. He had thought Martin was a staunch fellow, but he had broken in mere minutes under Silithia’s hand. 
 
    Silithia turned to the Nazi. She released him and led him to the wheel. 
 
    As Heinrich studied the large wheel he frowned, but a firm look came into his eyes, and his chin began to jut. No way he was going to break. 
 
    Silithia fastened him to the wheel, but this time with his penis facing in. It was his butt that was arced out over the hub. 
 
    “What is this?” asked Heinrich. 
 
    “I know about you, Heinrich,” remarked Silithia. She cut off his clothes and reached between his legs for his manhood. 
 
    She stretched it out under his buns, and everybody could see that he was large. Quite large. Unfortunately, he was also quite limp. 
 
    Silithia laughed and held the big, limp snake in one hand. 
 
    “A tool to frighten the largest hole.” 
 
    The women tittered. The men stared enviously. 
 
    Silithia: “Unfortunately, it is not love that makes this fellow stand up and beg.” 
 
    “What does?” blurted one of the women, showing her hunger for a real, live, hard cock. 
 
    Silithia slapped Heinrich’s ass. He groaned. She slapped it again. She went from check to cheek, slapping until her hand was red, until his buns were red. 
 
    Heinrich Himmler’s cock began to grow. And grow and grow. Shortly it extended a full foot. It was as thick around as Hitler’s forearm, and the head was as large as a tennis ball. 
 
    “Oooh!” several ladies gasped. 
 
    Silithia stopped spanking him and began to stroke the monster. 
 
    “Unfortunately,” she said, “It will not stay hard.” 
 
    Moans as the large predator began to reduce in size, smaller and smaller, until it was just a large slug again. 
 
    “What do you do?” asked Ilse. “You can’t keep spanking him while you’re you know…” 
 
    “I do know,” commiserated Silithia, “but here is the solution.” 
 
    “No,” protested Heinrich. Suddenly intuiting what Silithia was planning. 
 
    Silithia began spanking him again. She used a paddle now, as her hand was getting sore. Shortly, his cheeks bright red, he was erect. Silithia held the cock in one hand, pulling it under him. 
 
    “Turn the wheel, if you please,” instructed Silithia. 
 
    Several ladies jumped forward and began pushing on the rim. Heinrich turned, over and over, moaning in pleasure, and yet afraid of what was about to happen, of what Silithia was going to reveal about him. 
 
    As the ladies turned the naked Nazi Silithia handed the paddle to one of the women, and she began to pound on the man’s bums. Silithia went to the big cabinet in the middle of the dungeon and selected a dildo. It was attached to a black tail with a white stripe running its length. It was the tail of a skunk. 
 
    She returned to the wheel, timed the slight oscillation of Heinrich’s butt, and slipped the skunk tail dildo into his butt. 
 
    “AHHH!” Heinrich groaned. 
 
    Now everybody was fascinated, they watched the tail turning, turning, swishing in a circle against the back of his body. 
 
    Heinrich’s cock was now throbbing, and it was close. 
 
    Silithia moved in and took over. She gripped his cock and slowed the wheel. This reduced the sensations in his ass, but he was still almost over the edge. 
 
    “Heinrich, dear, what is the rest of the secret?” 
 
    Heinrich made soft, gurgling sounds, his eyes were large and he was gulping, but he said nothing. 
 
    “You can cum if you tell me.” 
 
    She spanked occasionally but Heinrich, though stiff as a shovel handle, said nothing. 
 
    Silithia smiled. She wiggled the skunk’s tail and made remarks about what the smell would be like to fuck the Nazi. Everybody laughed, and Heimrich grew redder and redder. 
 
    Silithia realized that it wasn’t working, that she must change tactics. She took the skunk tail dildo out of his asshole and took hold of his dick. Without the spanking and the anal stimulation it grew soft rapidly. Silithia gripped it and pulled, and it being flexible it stretched out. She put the tip to his asshole and began feeding his own cock into his asshole. 
 
    “No!” gasped Heinrich. 
 
    “Yes,” smiled Silithia. “I am going to fuck you with your own dick, and then I am going to spank you. Do you know what it’s going to feel like when this little worm becomes pole in your butt? It will likely rip you apart.” 
 
    “No!” it sounded like Heinrich was gargling. 
 
    “Then tell me your secret.” 
 
    Heinrich didn’t, and shortly he was gasping and making jerking motions, try to fuck himself, and failing miserably. His cock was growing, filling him up, and Silithia kept him from falling out. 
 
    And, finally, he broke. “Reichstag! We’re going to burn the Reichstag!” 
 
    Silithia removed his cock from his asshole and untied him. He stood, head bent, and rubbed his asshole. It had felt good, real good, but he had also been embarrassed. 
 
    Looking at Martin, he realized that that man was embarrassed, too. 
 
    He looked up at Silithia, who was accepting congratulation. 
 
    Silithia caught his look out of the corner of his eyes. She saw the hate in it, and realized that she had gone too far. 
 
    And she had epiphany. 
 
    She had tortured the men in her own dungeon, back at her castle, out of rage. She had been blind, ruthless, and she had made men suffer. 
 
    But here, in Martin Bormann’s home, she had dealt out pain and humiliation like they were party favors. 
 
    It was an entirely different motivation, and seeing the look in the two men’s eyes she realized what had been in her eyes so many years before, and she began to understand that she had done wrong. 
 
    She knew there was nothing wrong with a little slap and tickle, but when that slap and tickle went too far…when you deliberately hurt men, not for their pleasure, but for your gratification…it was wrong. 
 
    A deep sense of guilt suddenly came over Silithia. And, in that moment, she overcame the effects of her own crimes in the dungeon. She began to realize that she had been mean, bad, and that wasn’t the truth of her. 
 
    She was a good girl, with a good spirit, and she had betrayed that goodness…her own soul. 
 
    From that point on Silithia was changed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    There is no worse torture than knowing intellectually 
 
    about love. ~ Rumi 
 
      
 
    Silithia’s partying waned quickly. She began to watch the people she was with and judge them. They were intoxicated with their own growing power, and they were feeding Hitler energy. 
 
    If he said non-Aryan races were inferior, so be it. It made them more elite, more superior. 
 
    If he said a member of an inferior race was an ‘honorary Aryan,’ they chortled at how perceptive he was, and ignored the hypocrisy. 
 
    If he cut some financier off at the knees because he was Jewish, he was showing the way to a better world. 
 
    If he supported passing laws to suppress Gypsy’s… 
 
    Silithia could now, for the first time in years, see how she had been dwindling into herself, drinking and drugging herself into unconsciousness. The experience in the dungeon had stopped that. To abuse her powers through the abuse of men who weren’t too smart and really had no way to fight back…that was cruel. And she finally understood that that wasn’t her. 
 
    And, as she drew back from the festive and somewhat frantic activities of inferior men play acting at superiority, so they withdrew from her. 
 
    Bormann and Himmler, in particular, spoke ill of her and undermined her at every chance. 
 
    They had been shown for what they were, and they had been manipulated like….like inferior people. They had to strike back against somebody who had demonstrated her superiority over them. 
 
    Adolf wasn’t oblivious to the political strivings of his inner circle, but he didn’t really care. Nobody would move against Silithia overtly, and she was fucking him until he thought he had two balls. 
 
    But, and here is the rub, he wasn’t interested in sex so much as power. 
 
    Power was his sex. 
 
      
 
    The Reichstag burned to the ground, and as was planned, Chancellor Hindenburg handed the reins of power over to Hitler.  
 
    There wasn’t much dancing in the streets, at first. The people didn’t particularly like Hitler, only 35% of them had voted for him. But a series of actions were passed, and Hitler assumed emergency powers, and then the fun started. 
 
    Laws passed against Jews. Hitler Youth rose in stature. The military grew stronger. And, finally, the Night of Long Knives, and here Silithia saw her own demise promised. 
 
    If Hitler could purge members of his own party, he could allow her to be ‘purged,’ and Borman and Himmler were chomping at the bit to do just that. 
 
    Silithia was sitting in her home when three men came up the walk. She knew, immediately, what they wished. 
 
    “Frau Silithia, you will come with us.” 
 
    The two stormtroopers moved to her sides, and she turned her attentions onto the officer. “Oh, please…you must help me.” 
 
    The two soldiers glanced at each other. They had heard this sort of begging before, but this was different. The air was filled with feelings and…it was different. 
 
    Still, the officer was a bit immune to her charms. 
 
    He wasn’t totally immune, but he was in thrall to his own power. Normally he would have been the German equivalent of Joe Blow, but now he had power. He could tell people what to do. 
 
    Silithia turned up the juice. She placed a hand on his arm, she put her face close to his, and she whispered. “I have never seen such a man as you. You must rescue me.” 
 
    His resolve crumbled as she increased the voltage, and soon he asked her, “What do you wish?” 
 
    “If you could have your men carry my bags…” 
 
    He escorted her to the train station, and waved good by when the train moved away. 
 
      
 
    Paris was a relief after the rigors of existence in Germany. People danced and drank all night, and sex was much more important than power. 
 
    Silithia gained riches the same way she always did. She made bankers fall in love with her, tapped their brains, made them give her loans which she invested, and her finances improved quickly. 
 
    She did not, however, let herself rise to the circle of politicians. She had seen enough of the power hungry perverts to last her a lifetime. Even a lifetime as long as hers was looking to be. 
 
    And she was beginning to be curious about how long she would live. Whatever Dr. Frankendick had done to her, she never got sick, she kept getting taller (she was five and a half feet tall now), and she never aged. Her skin was fair and unblemished, her teeth remained white and perfect, she didn’t even have any scars. 
 
    This curiosity intriguing her, she allowed herself to drift slowly into mysticism. 
 
    She explored yoga, and found it a blessing. Her perfect body, shrugging off the effects of drugs and drink from Germany, loved the asanas, and she became fascinated with how thinking changed according to posture. She felt the way energy flowed through her body, and she became even more adept at focusing her ambience upon who she wished. 
 
    She read copiously, all fields, finding herself starved for knowledge after awakening from the German influence. Scientists had made many strides, and mathematicians were on the cusp of defining infinite. Literature was exploding, and film, now that people were actually speaking, was amazing. 
 
    Porn, of course, fascinated her. Phallus in Wonderland was a disappointment, but it pointed towards great things. D. H. Lawerence was most interesting, but a little dour. 
 
    The thing about porn was that why should she read it for excitement, when she had already done everything that could be described? And then some! 
 
    Still, she looked for new ideas, and she loved the intimate language. It was amazing to her that people looked down on pornography, when it offered some of the most serious advances in understanding the human condition. 
 
    One day she went to a book convention. She wandered the rows, talked to people, examined the latest offerings, and bumped into a short, paunchy fellow. Balding. Not the kind of body she was usually drawn to. Especially after ‘old one nut,’ as she though of Hitler. 
 
    “Pardon, me, Madam,” the fellow smiled broadly, his eyes sparkled with an inner life. 
 
    Silithia nodded, continued on, then stopped. 
 
    Behind her, the paunchy fellow who had moved on also stopped. At the same time they turned and gazed at each other. 
 
    In the middle of a crowd. Noise and generalized conversations blurting about, authors and other pitchmen blathering on and promoting themselves and their pithy offerings, two souls connected. Hard. 
 
    They walked back towards each other, the crowd moved about them, and they were as if isolated, alone in a world apart. 
 
    “What are you reading,” asked Silithia. 
 
    Gurdjieff held up a volume. There was nothing on the cover. 
 
    “A book about nothing,” joked Silithia. “It won’t stand out.” 
 
    Gurdjieff smiled and opened the cover and Silithia read, ‘Beelzebub's Tales to His Grandson.’ 
 
    She tilted her head slightly and inspected the man. 
 
    “And what do you read?” 
 
    She presented her book to him. ‘Siddartha,’ by Hermann Hesse. 
 
    He grinned. “Hermann wrote that one about me.” 
 
    “Nonsense, you arrogant prick.” She was joking. Around this man she would always feel like joking. 
 
    “No, seriously.” 
 
    “And who are you?” 
 
    Grinning, he flipped his own book open to the last page. On the last page was a picture of him. It was slightly younger, and his full name was George Ivanovich Gurdjieff . 
 
    “Well,” said Silithia. “I am impressed, but dubious.” 
 
    And she was impressed. That a man had actually written a book. Those compositions of paper and ink that so enthralled her, anybody who had ever written a book must truly be a genius. 
 
    He took a pen out of his pocket and scribbled an address on the inside cover. He handed her the book. 
 
    “When you wish to find the truth you simply must pay me a visit.” 
 
    She took the book. She was used to men giving her things. “Well, George Ivanovich, perhaps we shall meet again. 
 
    And she knew, the way her heart was beating, that they would. She wrote her own address on her own book and handed it to him. “When you wish to live the truth, you simply must pay me a visit.” 
 
    And, to make sure this happened, she flowed her ambience directly into him. 
 
    So close, he couldn’t help but feel it, but he didn’t respond as he should. He didn’t fall all over her, but rather shook her hand, blinking, and said, “You shouldn’t do that to people so indiscreetly.” 
 
    Yet she wasn’t rebuked, only educated, and she wondered about the arrogant man all the way home. 
 
    Since she had given away her own book, she decided to go ahead and glance at his, and shortly she was apart from the world. 
 
    Just as in his presence she was teleported, so did his words teleport her. 
 
    She floated through space, discovered fantastic concepts, met insanely interesting people. She turned things over in her mind and found herself thinking and rethinking, and even changing her mind about certain things. 
 
    What manner of man is this? she thought. 
 
    How can he cut so uncannily close to the truth of the human soul, and excite such feelings, yet only with ink on paper? 
 
    She wondered what it would be like to delve into the man’s personality up close. 
 
    And she wondered what his cock was like. 
 
    So, the book finished in one evening, on the following day she walked through Paris to his address. 
 
      
 
    His was a large house on the outskirts of Paris. She smiled. She liked men who liked money. 
 
    A maid invited her in only with the breathy statement, “He has already begun, so be very quiet.” 
 
    There were a score of people sitting in a large living room. They lounged on couches, sat cross legged on the floor, were scattered about the room, but giving Gurdjieff their rapt attention. 
 
    Gurdjieff spoke, and Silithia settled down on the floor, her back to a wall. 
 
    “Humans are born asleep, live in sleep, and die in sleep, only imagining that they are awake with few exceptions. A person who is awake can leave this planet, this existence, upon dying. A person who remains in the dormant state, thinking he is awake only as part of his dream, will be doomed to live, again and again.” 
 
    Silithia blinked. She had never heard such thought. She had been raised to believe in the church, that after death one went to heaven or hell, a belief that she had pretty much ignored. But to hear this new belief, and stated so succinctly, it was amazing. 
 
    “In the past there have only been three ways. Covered over, rediscovered, they have waved through the ages. The three ways are: the fakir, the monk, and the yogi. 
 
    “The fakir denies reality, and so comes to understand the truth of what is behind the illusion of reality. 
 
    “The monk separates himself from the world and studies scripture, learning of a world bound by and dictated to by the spirit. 
 
    “The yogi seeks truth by looking inside himself. For all people contain the secrets of the universe within themselves. 
 
    “My way is a Fourth Way, and it is the combining, and the shortcut, of the previous three ways. It is a way to open the soul to the truth of existence and…” 
 
    The talk went on, and Silithia found herself turning his words over, losing herself in concepts, then struggling to catch up to where this amazing man was. 
 
    He was a long winded man, and it was late in the afternoon when he finished. Still, students clustered about him, asking questions, wanting to be in his orbit. 
 
    Silithia went to a window and watched the world. 
 
    Time passed. Students left, more students came, and Gurdjief took the discussion into his dinner. He discoursed even while he ate, and when he was done, it was time for another lecture. 
 
    Silithia sat through this one, too, and she had yet to speak to the mystic. 
 
    She knew Gurdjieff was aware of her, but he was simply too busy lecturing to give her attention. 
 
    Through the evening lesson. Again, questions and answers, and Gurdjieff handling everything with a simplicity that was refreshing. 
 
    Eleven o’clock, end of the lesson, but still Gurdjieff spoke to his followers. By one o’clock all had gone, save Silithia. She sat upon a couch and watch Gurdjieff bid goodby to the last of his students. he closed the door and came to her then. 
 
    She stood. 
 
    He said not a word, simply took her hand and led her upstairs. 
 
    His bedroom was large, and it had a balcony that reminded of her castle balcony. 
 
    She started to speak, yet he shook his head. 
 
    He took off his clothes, invited her to take off hers with a hand gesture, and sat cross legged upon his large bed. 
 
    She disrobed, climbed up and face him. 
 
    They were cross legged. His penis was exposed, big and thick and hairy. 
 
    Her pussy was open for him to gaze upon. A moist slit with a pulsing clitoris. 
 
    Oddly, with not a word being said, she felt as horny as she had ever felt. 
 
    Then commenced the wildest love making Silithia ever experienced. 
 
    They sat facing each other, not saying a word, and the only sound was of a large clock ticking in the hallway. 
 
    Finally, he reached out and touched her nipple with his index finger. 
 
    It was such a solitary move, with no context of slobbering foreplay, that she shivered. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    She waited a moment, then tentatively reached out her own finger and touched his nipple. 
 
    He sighed, and she intuited that he had felt deep currents running through his body. 
 
    Time passed. He reached out and placed his hand on her side. 
 
    Her skin, untouched, yet exposed, was ready, and she felt like electricity was coursing through her. 
 
    She reached out, she couldn’t resist, and touched the head of his penis. 
 
    Surprisingly, it didn’t jerk or grow. It was big, but it was slack, and he just momentarily closed his eyes and enjoyed the feelings. Then he opened his eyes to go back to regarding her. 
 
    He touched her nose and she forced herself not to let her eyes cross. 
 
    She touched his chin. 
 
    He touched her hair, his whole hand, and let it draggle through his fingers. 
 
    She took his cock in hand, squeezed it, and he shuddered. 
 
    For an hour they sat thus, touching as they wished, yet denying their own desire to leap upon each other and just insert and fuck. 
 
    His penis slowly grew. It became thick and throbbing. She touched it occasionally, but they still held themselves back. 
 
    Then he said, “Do you know Yoga?” 
 
    “A little,” she answered. It felt strange to use her voice. She felt like she was half out of her body, and everything was heightened. 
 
    They touched some more, and then he said, “Do you know Bharadvaja’s Twist?” 
 
    She nodded. Not even wanting to use her voice. 
 
    He laid back on his legs. His knees were bent and went under his body. His feet were extended and flat on the cover of the bed. His penis stood straight up, it was fully erect. 
 
    She moved forward; she climbed upon his body. She sat upon his penis, it slid into her cavity with amazing ease for such a big thing. Of course, she was incredibly moist and ready. 
 
    He helped her, positioning so that one leg was under her, and the other leg was across her lap and tucked up against her body. 
 
    “Unh!” she groaned. Startled at how ready she was. Two hours of anticipation. Now that was real foreplay. 
 
    “No speak,” he cautioned. 
 
    They sat there, minutes ticking past, and stared at each other. 
 
    His eyes were brown, and she felt like she was drowning in them. 
 
    No movement. No motion. Just stuck together. 
 
    She felt his cock throbbing inside her. It felt so warm down there. 
 
    She felt her own throbbing begin. 
 
    She wanted to move, to fuck him, to bounce upon him until she exploded in warmth. 
 
    He wouldn’t allow it. When she started to move he would touch her with a hand, shake his head. 
 
    “She couldn’t help but groan now. She tried not to, but the sounds escaped her. Her pussy was gushing with juices. She knew everything was slick down there, their union lubricated by her heat and desire. 
 
    “Wait,” he spoke low, his voice a throaty growl. 
 
    Suddenly, she felt like she was on the ceiling, looking down. 
 
    And she knew he was with her. 
 
    They were apart from their bodies, spirits intermingled, occupying the same space, and she suddenly felt an overwhelming wave engulf her, lift her up, press her harder against the ceiling. For a long minute she stayed there, elevated, expanded, in the grip of some cosmic force, then she began to drift into unconsciousness, and… 
 
      
 
    Silithia awoke, stretched, and looked out the window. 
 
    Birds singing. A beautiful day. 
 
    She turned over. 
 
    Gurdjieff was sitting against the head of the bed. He was writing in a notebook. 
 
    “Good morning,” she said. 
 
    He smiled at her, but didn’t speak. It was obvious that he was thinking deeply. 
 
    She turned and slid out from under the covers. She had never felt so refreshed in her life. 
 
    She turned back to him. “What happened?” 
 
    “You fucked while fully awake,” he murmured, erasing something he had written. 
 
    She sat on a chair and thought about it. 
 
    People are asleep, thinking that they are awake. And she had just experienced being awake. It was an amazing experience. 
 
    “I want to do it again!” 
 
    “Not for a while.” 
 
    “Why not.” 
 
    He finally looked at her, and he mused, “You must learn other ways of being awake. If you use only sex to be awake you will enslave yourself to that method, and be unable to do any other.” 
 
    She frowned. She wanted another answer. Then she smiled. The day was just too intoxicating. 
 
    Then she suddenly had a thought. She reached down and felt her pussy. There was no familiar discharge of sperm. She was dry.  
 
    “You didn’t cum in me!” 
 
    “Why would I want to soil you?” 
 
    “But…but where do you get your pleasure?” 
 
    “From your pleasure.” 
 
    “But…but I don’t understand.” 
 
    He sighed, put his notebook aside, and lay down on the bed facing her. He was like an odalisque. 
 
    “If you give up your energy for physical purposes, you waste yourself. 
 
    If you fuck for a baby that is all right. But if you fuck for any other reason, and loose your sperm, then that is not all right. It depletes your natural energy. 
 
    “But I’m a woman, I don’t have sperm.” 
 
    “But I’m a man. You are a taker, and I must not fall to your wiles. I must conserve myself, and yet I must give pleasure. 
 
    In a way, it felt like a slap in the face. He was refusing her, even as he used her, giving her rutting pleasure even as he sought something higher. 
 
    Yet, it was done with love, so there was no slap. 
 
    And she had experienced something higher. 
 
    But she was terribly confused, in turmoil, and surprised. 
 
    She said, “You’re weird.” And decided that, even though she could have made him cum, and with a mere touch of her finger, she would not. She would respect him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    Yoga is the journey of the self, 
 
    through the self, 
 
    to the self. 
 
    ~ The Bhagavad Gita 
 
      
 
    Silithia was amazed.  
 
    She loved sex. She used sex. She was good at sex. She had talents Gurdjieff had never dreamed of. 
 
    Yet he was as experienced a man as she had ever met. He knew things she didn’t, and he shared freely. 
 
    She moved in. She had to plumb the depths of this marvelous man. 
 
    And, not to belabor the point, but sex with Gurdjieff was like sex with Beelzebub. 
 
    He would drive her crazy with his not cumming, delighting in the way she lost her mind. 
 
    He would frequently fuck her stupid, then, while she lay gasping and dazed, he would lay on his side next to her and twiddle her nipple. 
 
    She would try to stop him, at that point sex was almost painful, but he would just laugh, hold her down if he must, and rouse her again. And he would say: Heaven and hell are in the same mind. Can you travel between them freely?” 
 
    She would shudder and shiver and beg, but he was remorseless, and filled with an inner hilarity at all times. 
 
    The war came and absorbed Europe. Hitler attacked countries one after another, and sacked them. 
 
    Paris fell under the gun, and was quickly conquered. 
 
    “The French lost their brave men during world war I. These are the children of the men who either wouldn’t fight, or died without realizing their fatherhood. 
 
    Which Silithia always thought was an unfair thing to say. She saw the men leave, and come back crippled, or not at all. 
 
    Hitler sacked Paris, and this truly made her sad. All the art she had visited over the years, gone. And she knew some of it would never be returned. 
 
    She watched as the Nazis became the elite, and she was not impressed. She knew the top echelon for what they were, swilling pigs, debauching themselves with drugs and bizarre sexual practices. 
 
    Yet what could she do? 
 
    These insane people were immune to her charms; the insanity of war obliterated their ability to see love. 
 
    Of course, was she practicing love now? Or just rutty sex? 
 
    She thought love. Especially as Gurdjieff led her deeper and deeper into his own twisted world of enlightenment. 
 
    She tried not cumming, but found she simply couldn’t do it. She couldn’t let the moment pass, the moment of slithering flesh and heightened sex, without having an orgasm. And the orgasms were getting better and better. They were brain rattling ovary exploding blasts of pure dynamite. 
 
    “Women are not supposed to do without cumming,” he would enjoin her. “They are the receivers, and to receive you must let go. 
 
    But there was something in that instruction that Silithia found wanting. 
 
    She didn’t exactly suspicion him of lying, but she felt that there was something here that even he did not understand. 
 
    It was this mystery, what she didn’t know that even the master didn’t know, that lured her, pulled her on. 
 
    She entered into orgies with Gurdjieff, and watched him outlast men younger than him, and while they were wasted afterwards, he came out of the mix of rutting bodies energized and alive. 
 
    They fucked everywhere. on every conceivable surface, in any weather.  
 
    Fucking in a snowstorm, freezing, and learning how to generate enough body heat through the simple act of sex was amazing. 
 
    Fucking in rain, however, was just soggy, and built more for the oral. 
 
    She began keeping a journal. This was something Gurdjieff encouraged, and she shortly began to discover life in ways she had never imagined. 
 
    A list of places they fucked. 
 
    A list of times of the day. 
 
    A list of the weathers under which they joined. 
 
    A thorough accounting of the body types and styles, the races and genders, and how they combined to different sensations and results. 
 
    In truth, while the war raged, she had never been more sated, and  happier. 
 
    For here was her talent becoming revealed to herself. 
 
    She learned to touch body parts and give orgasm only to the part. And always she tried to understand the secret of withholding her orgasm. And somehow she intuited that she was still young. No matter how old, still young, and that withholding orgasms is best reserved for older people. At least that is the thought she contented herself with, until a certain night… 
 
      
 
    Silithia lazed in her nightgown, laying on her side and writing in her journal. Gurdjieff was sitting in bed next to her, propped up against the headboard and reading an obscure treatise on the love life of ancient Hindu Gods. And she realized something. 
 
    “We are limited by body,” she murmured. 
 
    Gurdjieff, though he was engrossed, was attuned to the world and never let anything pass. “What was that?” 
 
    She sat up and faced him. They were now catty corner on the bed. She was sitting cross legged, her pussy open and wonderful. He smiled at it, then tilted his face so as to examine her. 
 
    “We dabble with yoga and postures, yet there is a deep well here that we have yet to jump into.” 
 
    Now he was interested. He could read her excitement as she followed her train of thought into areas mostly uncharted. 
 
    “What are you proposing?” 
 
    “Look, we fuck, and we do it this way and that, random tangling of limbs. But have we scientifically analyzed all the asanas for their sexual worth?” 
 
    Gurdjieff thought about that. “I do ignore some postures, and dwell on others, but I have only followed the path of least resistance.” 
 
    “How many yoga postures are there?” 
 
    “Twelve basic, and 84 in total, though there is some disagreement as to what asanas are to be included.” 
 
    “Now, certain poses are more suited to male, and some are more suited to female, but there are no real limits or demarcations here.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Now Gurdjieff was really curious. 
 
    Silithia wrote across the top of a piece of paper. It was a list of 10 basic postures. 
 
    She then wrote a column down the side of the paper with the same 10 postures. 
 
    “Okay, we can try this male and female, not limit ourselves. For instance. We do Tadasana, the mountain pose, each of us, you inserted and me accepting. We adapt as we must, but try to stay true to the asana, explore the potentials of how energy runs through the body, deviate to find the best, most true positions. 
 
    “Then, next box on the list,” she moved her finger to the right to the next pose. “Here is Tadasana again, and the raised arms pose, Urdhva Hastansana. We do that, you in the mountain and me in the raised arms, and we shift so that you do the raised arms and I do the mountain. 
 
    “Then we do the next box. And the next.” Her excited finger went across the top of the page, asana after asana. Then she lowered her finger to the next row. 
 
    “Raised Arm and Mountain, again. But we’ve done that, there will be some repetition, so we can skip that. We can probably skip half the list in that way.” 
 
    Gurdjieff saw the potential and his voice was filled with excitement. “Or we do half the list with me assuming the listed posture, then, when we reach the duplicate postures you can assume the dominant. 
 
    They sat on the bed and stared at the graph in Silithia’s notebook. 
 
    Suddenly Gurdjieff leaped out of bed. He ran through the house, naked, his dick flopping, and not caring because he was on the verge of great discovery. 
 
    He returned with a bit of string, some tacks, and a pencil. 
 
    “Quickly, stand on a chair at that side of the room.” 
 
    They tacked the string across the wall, then Gurdjieff used a ruler to space his writing. Across the top of the room, in large letters, he wrote the 84 poses. 
 
    After he was done he wrote a column of the 84 poses on the left side of the wall. 
 
    When he was done Silithia’s graph was displayed on the wall. Giant and in full.  
 
    They sat on the edge of the bed and stared at their roadmap. They were literally trembling with excitement. 
 
    “We must use the fourth way to explore this labyrinth,” muttered Gurdjieff. 
 
    “Monk, yoga and fakir,” agreed Silithia. 
 
    “We must be as dedicated as monks, do the yoga, and do it so intently that we lose all track of time.” 
 
    Gurdjieff stepped up on the bed. “Come. Mountain to Mountain. Tadasana to Tadasana.” 
 
    Giggling, energized, Silithia joined him on the bed. Their heads brushed the top of the canopy and they face each other. They moved forward, the bed shaking under their feet, and tried to couple. And failed. His dick stood out, but she couldn’t achieve the necessary pelvic tilt. By now she was dripping, and even more excited by the frustration of the inability to come together. 
 
    He laughed. “Of course. They didn’t have beds when Yoga was invented.” 
 
    They hopped off the bed and assumed Tadasana asanas on the wood floor. Now there was no shake or shimmy and it was easier to keep balance. 
 
    They moved closely together, and they still didn’t have enough tilt to Silithia’s hips for him to enter her. 
 
    “Bend backwards.” 
 
    She did so. He moved his feet between hers, arched back himself, and shuffled stepped forward in inches, and, finally, they were tip to slit. 
 
    He kept moving, and entered her. 
 
    She gasped, her balance was destroyed and she staggered, but he held her. 
 
    He almost fell out of her, but she managed to keep her pelvis tilted enough, and there they were. Slightly bent back, their feet standing almost behind each other, but joined. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t move, you’ll lose me.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    They stood, unmoving, locked in sex, and it became excruciating. 
 
    They wanted to move, to thrust him into her, but they didn’t dare for losing union. 
 
    “Meditate,” he offered. 
 
    They began to think upon their bodies, to analyze the pains and try to focus on them until they went away. 
 
    They isolated channels of energy and dwelt upon them. 
 
    Energy began to consume them. 
 
    Yet, still, the frustration was unbearable. 
 
    “Don’t let me move,” grunted Gurdjieff. 
 
    She held him, and he clasped his hands around her. They were face to face, they wanted to kiss, but that was not in their visualization of how they should explore this coupling. 
 
    Silithia suddenly felt her core ignite. 
 
    “Ah…!” 
 
    Yet she hadn’t done anything. 
 
    She tried to move, but he wouldn’t let her. 
 
    She struggled, but he held her, and finally she began to sob. And then, something clicked deep inside her. Something let go. Her eyes opened wide and golden energy surged through her pussy. 
 
    He felt her enter into orgasm. And she came and came, her body locking up so it couldn’t move, and it felt like she was far away, entering into another world as it were. And still, she came. 
 
     
 
    Silithia woke up in bed. She was aware as she had never been. The very air in the room was glowing. She felt the health of her body, her magnificent body, as she never had before. 
 
    The last thing she remembered was feeling like she was in a long tunnel, and then falling out of the end of the tunnel into a golden pool of…of…sex? 
 
    Had it been true and pure sex? What sex was supposed to be without the frailty of bodies? 
 
    “Good afternoon.” Gurdjieff entered the room. He was holding a tray with breakfast on it. “I thought you might be hungry.” 
 
    Silithia sat up and he placed the tray over her lap. She grinned at him. A wild, uninhibited grin. The grin of enlightened sex. As she ate she asked, “What happened?” 
 
    “You had sex with the Gods. I only felt the edges of it, but I have never seen such completeness, such magnitude of spirit. 
 
    They discussed the difficulties of the pose, and what they had done to adapt. Gurdjieff picked up a pencil and paper and began writing notes. At the top of the page he wrote a title: ‘The Fourth Way of Sex.’ 
 
    Finally, they discussed how to make the next pose work. He made voluminous notes and isolated certain principles. 
 
    He put the paper aside. “When would you like to explore the next asanas?” 
 
    She smiled and looked at him intently. 
 
    “That may be a problem.” 
 
    She titled her head quizzically. 
 
    “You made me cum.” 
 
    “I made you…?” 
 
    He nodded sadly, but with a wan smile. “I didn’t think it was possible. But when you entered into union with the Gods I felt the barest edge of your passion. It literally pulled the semen out of me. I haven’t cum for over a dozen years, but one session with you and…” he shrugged. “At any rate. I am not hard now.” 
 
    She laughed. “I’m sorry,” though she wasn’t. 
 
    He said, “The Gods willed it, so I shall not complain. But I am not able to fuck you right now. And, tell the truth, I have been drained so thoroughly I may not be erect for several days.” 
 
    “Can we use somebody else?” 
 
    Gurdjieff frowned and considered. On one hand there was a rapture connected with this woman that he wanted for himself. On the other hand he appreciated the scientific approach, and nothing should stand in the way of science. 
 
    “How about Ouspensky?” 
 
    “No. I don’t like him.” 
 
    Gurdjieff didn’t argue. He named another student, John Bennet, and Silithia nodded. 
 
    So Bennet was summoned. 
 
    Bennet stared at the wall with awe. He had never seen such a complete potential for uncovering the mysteries of the body. 
 
    “So the next pose is Adho Mukha Shvanasana. How do we combine that with Tadasana. 
 
    “Downward dog with Mountain,” Gurdjieff mused. 
 
    “You assume Mountain, and I will be the downward dog in front of you.”  
 
    Bennet nodded, took his clothes off, and assumed the mountain position. 
 
    Silithia assumed the Downward Dog asana, scooted back as far as she could, and they encountered the first problem. Bennet was too tall. Her pussy was 6 inches too low for proper penetration. 
 
    “We could stand him on boxes and you on the bed,” offered Gurdjieff. 
 
    “No. Move that low table over her.” 
 
    The table was moved, and Silithia assumed the position with her feet on the table, and her hands on the bed. 
 
    “Can you energize your channels?” 
 
    “No problem,” she answered.  
 
    Second problem, now Bennet was too low. 
 
    Gurdjieff chuckled, then broke the legs off the table. The table was now almost exactly six inches form the ground, and Silithia was even able to assume the posture with her hands on the ground. 
 
    Bennet moved forward and gently impaled her. 
 
    Silithia gasped. The cock entering her from an extreme position, she felt spaces and nerves in her cunt that she had never before felt. 
 
    “Oh, God,” muttered Bennet. “This is going to be hard.” 
 
    “Back off for a moment, collect yourself.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said the Englishman, his cock throbbing and dripping. “It’s just that…she’s so soft and…wet. Honestly, we’ve fucked before, but I don’t remember such velvety heaven.” 
 
    “She has made breakthroughs.” 
 
    “Are you done talking?” Silithia laughed, but she was anxious. 
 
    “My dear. It is your anxiety that excites him. Become calm, enter into your special state and control yourself.” 
 
    Silithia realized the truth of that. She nodded, and assumed the posture. She thought about just commanding him not to cum, but didn’t want to. This was an exeercise in control, for both parties, so she decided to hold back her abilities for the moment. 
 
    Bennet entered her again, and he was yet unable to control himself. 
 
    “Pinch his balls, give him him something to think about other than my box.” 
 
    The men looked at each other and were delighted. Quickly Bennet shoved his cock into her again. Gurdjieff reached between his legs and grasped Bennet’s balls. He squeezed until Bennet groaned in pain. 
 
    “It’s good,” Bennet spoke, a little loudly. 
 
    Silithia focused her mind on the precise channels of energy the asana of Downward Dog exposed. She contacted chakras, and suddenly, like a hand fitting into a glove, she was there. A golden state of mind. It was like being in an ocean, and loved for infinite. It was God, and yet she was still human. 
 
    Suddenly, the ocean exploded into fragments and vapors and disappeared. She realized that Bennet had withdrawn his cock. 
 
    She unfolded herself, came to her feet, and turned around. 
 
    Bennet was lying on the ground, Gurdjieff was holding a glass of water to his lips. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “We couldn’t pull him out of you.” 
 
    “How long was I…” she looked at the window. It was late afternoon. 
 
    “More than an hour. At first John was fine. Then he started to tremble, and I knew he had loosed his load. Yet he could not back off. I grabbed his cock and pulled, but you had him firm. Finally, I leaped off the bed and struck him in the chest with my whole body. then he fell, and is as you see him.” 
 
    Bennet was mumbling things, in a delirium, yet he was recovering. A half hour later he was lucid, though weakened. Incredibly weakened. 
 
    “I felt you. You were in a golden ocean, but I couldn’t reach it, only my sperm could reach it. I know I wasn’t supposed to cum, but I couldn’t help it. You drew my essence from me.” 
 
    They were eating a light supper. Bennet was visibly weak. His hands shook as in a light palsy, and his mouth trembled a bit when he forked food into it 
 
    “Are you all right?” asked Silithia. 
 
    “I am, but I…I have never felt so drained. I won’t be getting a hard on any time soon.” 
 
    Silithia looked at Gurdjieff. He could see the panic on her face. 
 
    “Don’t worry, dear, I have many, many students.” 
 
    Thus the war years passed. While the world burned and people died, Silithia explored the amazing sexual asanas of Yoga. 
 
    Some of the Asana’s provided nothing. Maybe they were designed only for men, maybe they weren’t the original asanas, maybe they were deviations from the original. 
 
    But all the asanas taught Silithia something, and connected her to the Golden Ocean. 
 
    Thus, she fucked the days away, and the nights, and when she wasn’t fucking, exploring the golden enlightenment possible through true Yoga, she was reading ancient texts, searching for instructions, clues, ways of understanding what she was going through. 
 
    And the war passed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    They called me mad, and I called them mad, 
 
    and damn them, they outvoted me.”  
 
     ~ Nathaniel Lee 
 
      
 
    Gurdjieff passed, and Silithia truly mourned. 
 
    He had waned in the last couple of years, that wonderful and powerful sexual dynamo growing weaker and weaker, then he had taken to bed and had, at last expired. 
 
    Silithia mourned his passing for she truly loved him. 
 
    She also mourned because she was barely halfway through the huge matrix of sexual asanas that they had plotted out. 
 
    She could continue with her exploration of sexual yoga, that was not a problem, for the students loved her. Of course they did, fucking her and touching the edges of heaven, and the edge of heaven was better than life on planet earth. 
 
    But without Gurdjief to guide her, to analyze the possibilities and potentials, she was a bit lost. 
 
    Oh, she had his book, ‘The Fourth Way of Sex,’ and she kept it under lock and key and made her own entries. And studying how Gurdjieff thought, as described by his entries, she was able to slowly duplicate his thought process, and, in a way, she realized that as unfortunate as his passing was, it had liberated her, for now she had to create her own thought, learn how to analyze. 
 
    Thus, she kept an apartment in Paris, kept the best of Gurdjieff’s students, and continued going down the list of the sexual asanas. 
 
      
 
    The 1950s. Silithia had spent a handful of years relatively undisturbed, able to pursue her research. She was now 6 feet tall. Tall amongst woman, and she cut a swath wherever she walked. 
 
    If she walked down a street men and women would sense her golden aura, her Godlike essence, and they would turn and stare…and even fall into her trail. 
 
    Which was an irritant to Silithia. 
 
    She did not dislike the common man. Indeed, she was so filled with glorious, golden energy that she loved all man. But if she was not careful they would be underfoot, prancing around her, trying to get her attention. 
 
    She, who had once been a midget who men ignored and tried to pass around, was now trying to ignore and pass around men. 
 
    She began walking only at night, and then not in crowded areas. She would arrange to go to bookstores after they were closed, and booksellers were fine with that for she always bought many, many books. 
 
    But, though she was managing to live her life, there was a deep unrest in her. She was glowing golden, happy in her sexual research, but once out of the bedroom she felt a profound sadness assail her. Depression. 
 
    She tried more sex, but that didn’t help. 
 
    She tried less sex, and that certainly didn’t help. 
 
    So sex wasn’t the problem, even though the books she read said that sex was the problem. 
 
    In searching for a cure to her depression she had begun reading books on psychiatry, and a lot of psychiatrists said that people were depressed because they wanted to have sex with their mothers, or fathers, in Silithia’s case. 
 
    But altering her sexual habits had no effect, and she eventually discounted that psychiatric theory. 
 
    Then she read a book by Walter Freeman. He was a psychiatrist in America who preached specific theories as to why people had mental illness. It was all organic, he claimed. The brain developed incorrectly, and the result was depression and a host of other mental illness. 
 
    Silithia mulled this over for a long period of time, and finally decided that she needed more data, more understanding. 
 
    In the mid-fifties she applied for a passport. 
 
    At first there were difficulties, for she was a hundred years old, at least, but looked like she was twenty-three, and there was no record of her birth. 
 
    Fortunately, because governments were corrupt, and easily circumvented, and because she could manipulate men into doing things for her, she was able to secure the required documents to leave Europe. 
 
    On a sunny day in April, Silithia boarded a passenger liner and sailed for America. She took none of her students, and was later sorry she hadn’t, for without her healthy aura promoting them, they were prone to illness and even suicide. 
 
    But she had to leave them, for they were aging and she wasn’t. 
 
     
 
    Silithia landed in the United States and immediately went in search of Dr. Freeman. Unfortunately, finding the good doctor proved difficult. He had gone on a tour of the United States. He drove a small van, which he called the ‘Lobotomobile,’ and performed his ‘miracle surgery’ on the fly. He traveled from town to town, from mental institution to mental institution, and charged $25 per operation. The operation he performed was of his own invention. It was called a ‘transorbital lobotomy.’ 
 
    Silithia traveled mostly at night, avoiding people and their following ways, and slowly tracked him down. She found him in  a restaurant in Denver. 
 
    “Good evening, herr doctor. My name is Silithia, I wish to speak to you about depression.” 
 
    Walter Freeman looked up at the tall woman and fell instantly and totally in love. He was a short, slender man with a grey beard and glasses. He spoke judiciously, making himself appear very important. “Please, sit. Tell me what ails you.” 
 
    So, over steak and salad, Silithia told him her history. Unfortunately, she was honest and forthcoming. 
 
    “So you claim to be 100 years old.” 
 
    “But it is this depression I am suffering. I tortured people during the war, and I thought perhaps this was having an effect on me.” 
 
    Freeman shook his head. “No, my dear. Your problem is in your brain. It is an actual physical problem, and it is easily corrected.” 
 
    Silithia blinked, and found hope. “How would you correct my brain?” 
 
    “I have designed a specific method which is foolproof. I have used it on over 3,000 people, and it never fails. Believe me, one treatment from me and you will be forever cured.” 
 
    They talked long into the night, and Walter Freeman, enchanted and enraptured by this beautiful woman, who, unfortunately, was insane. The idea that she could be a 100 years old? And look so stunningly beautiful? Ha! It was laughable, and obviously a delusion. And he loved her so much, and he truly believed in his bizarre operation, that he determined to cure her. 
 
    They left the restaurant, arm in arm, and he took her to the Denver Institution for Mental Health. As they walked he kept reassuring her, explaining what would happen. 
 
    “But doesn’t the severing of the nerves in the frontal lobe cause damage?” 
 
    “Not at all,” he assured her. “It merely clears the cobwebs.” 
 
    They walked through the hospital, and Silithia began having her first doubts. 
 
    They passed wards where patients stood silently, or mumbled and drooled. They walked down a long hall where patients screamed inane nonsense. 
 
    “What about these people?” she asked. “Why aren’t they cured.” 
 
    Freeman obfuscated and avoided a solid answer, but Silithia got her answer when they entered the operating room. 
 
    A half a dozen large men stood by the walls and eyed her. They looked more like Nazis than orderlies. 
 
    A nurse came out of a room and said, “Dr. Freeman, your privileges have been revoked. You are not allowed to operate here any more.” 
 
    “Tut, tut. Paperwork. I am not banned until tomorrow morning.” 
 
    Silithia turned to the nurse, “Why is he banned?” 
 
    “Because to stick an icepick into somebody’s brain, especially after sending a massive amount of electricity through it, is barbaric. It doesn’t work and his patients turn into drooling fools. Look behind you for proof. Those patients you passed, they were all his successes.” She sneered the last word. 
 
    Silithia: “I’ve changed my mind about your procedure, Dr. Freeman.” 
 
    But Freeman was in love, and he wanted to cure the poor woman. In the back of his mind he saw her jumping up from the operation and proclaiming her love for him, and they would live out their lives with him making sweet love to her, and she would be so responsive. 
 
    For how could any woman not love the man who had cured her of her insanity? 
 
    “No, you haven’t,” he spoke almost cheerfully, and he motioned to the orderlies. 
 
    As one they leaped upon Silithia. 
 
    Silithia fought, and she was strong, and she did some damaged, but in the end she was secured upon the operating table. Two of the orderlies were nursing bloody noses, and one had a broken arm, but Silithia stared upward in terror. 
 
    Freeman leaned over her. “I must do a quick examination.” 
 
    He used a scalpel to cut her clothes off, and he pressed his stethoscope to her chest, her breast, her tits. And her cunt. And he palpated her, claiming he merely was improving the pulse so he could hear it better. 
 
    He put the stethoscope aside and smiled down at her. “First, we will apply an electrical charge to your brain, this will hold it still so that I can make a clean sweep of all those nasty cobwebs in your brain.” He was holding an actual icepick  
 
    Silithia struggled, she screamed, but an orderly jammed a rubber mouthpiece into her mouth. 
 
    Her head was strapped down and everybody stood back. Dr. Freeman attached electrodes to her temples and went to a machine. He said, “When you wake up you will be cured, my dear.” 
 
    Silithia couldn’t see when he turned the switch. 
 
    The smell of electricity. 
 
    Her back arching. 
 
    All the collected energies of a thousand men, a thousand fucks, poured out of her. Sexual energy. 
 
    It was a brilliant explosion of pure sex and it was like a nova of lust and attraction and sexual desire. 
 
    Every man in the hospital fell down, unconscious, their penises erect and exploding forth semen. 
 
    Nurses stared in astonishment. 
 
    Doctors, mental patients, young or old, they were pushed into a delirium of sexual gratification. 
 
    Fortunately for Silithia, the machine was set to send one jolt, then automatically stop, for Freeman lay on the floor and moaned and grabbed his groin. He wasn’t available to turn the machine off if it had kept sending its charge into her brain. 
 
    Throughout the hospital female nurses bent to the fallen men and tried to figure out what to do. It was obvious they were afflicted, the way their penises spewed out sperm, but what kind of malady was this. 
 
    The nurse who had tried to stop Freeman from operating on Silithia entered the operating room. She wasn’t too concerned with Freeman and his orderlies, for he was an ass, and his orderlies were selected solely because they were big and mean. Instead, she unbuckled the restraints on Silithia. 
 
    Silithia was dazed, and hurt. Hurt badly. She was having trouble thinking. Everything was so slow, and why couldn’t she think? 
 
    The nurse helped her off the table and moved her down the hallway. 
 
    Men were laying down and lurching, nurses were unbuckling pants and trying to figure out what to do about the penises that spurted and dribbled. 
 
    “Please, I don’t…what—“ 
 
    “Shush now. We’ve got to get you out of here before Dr. Freeman recovers.” 
 
    Silithia was walked to the entrance to the hospital. Along the way the nurse grabbed a white coat and covered her with it. At the entrance she was pushed down the steps and pointed to the gate. 
 
    Silithia staggered, meandered, down the drive towards the gate. At the gate a man was laying on his side in the guard booth. His hips were jerking and the front of his pants was stained with semen. 
 
    Fortunately, the Gods were smiling on Silithia, for the man had just opened the gate before the surge of sexual energy had blasted into him. Silithia walked through the gate and down the street. 
 
      
 
    For days Silithia wandered. Her every synapses was fried, and her ability to think, to even speak, was severely impaired. 
 
    She walked through town, and would have been picked up, but there was some sort of emergency at a local hospital, so nobody had time to pick her up, let alone charge her with loitering. 
 
    She walked into the country. She didn’t eat, couldn’t even think about what eating was, and why it was necessary. 
 
    She grew weaker, weaker, and ended up crawling down a long driveway. 
 
    It was cold, but she didn’t know that. She found herself drinking out of mud holes, but didn’t even understand that. 
 
    On and on she crawled, and came to a farmhouse. It was ramshackle, looked about to fall down. Next to the farmhouse was a large garden, well tended. 
 
    Something in her mind finally connected. Food. She crawled towards the garden. Hands and knees, the white doctor’s coat ripped and shredded. 
 
    She entered the garden. She was in a row of cabbages. Big heads of green. She stood on all fours and ate leaves, nibbled at them like a rabbit, not even aware enough to use her hands. 
 
    She saw little green tufts sticking out of the ground. 
 
    Another connection in her blasted mind. Carrots. She liked carrots. She pushed her way through the row cabbages and came to the carrots. She couldn’t figure out how to get them out of the ground. She put her face to the sprig above ground and chewed her way down, and pushed her face into the moist soil, and searched for the carrot, and she found it, and began eating it, no hands, just worming her teeth deeper and deeper. 
 
    And that is where Randy Tobin found her. 
 
      
 
    Silithia awoke on a bed. She jerked upright and stared around. Connections were slowly happening in her mind. She remembered an old man feeding her soup. She remembered, at a one point, grasping his hand and helping him push the spoon into her mouth. 
 
    She didn’t remember what had happened to her, however, and she only had the faintest memories of living elsewhere, Europe, she thought it was called. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    A man was sitting at a table, reading a book. He lowered his head so he could see over his glasses. He was thin, grey, wore overalls. He didn’t smile, but he didn’t not smile. In fact, he seemed concerned. 
 
    Concerned? 
 
    And Silithia felt a touch of relief. 
 
    The house was not as bad on the inside as the outside. It was clean, weatherproofed, and the stove was working to create a nice, rosy heat. 
 
    “Wha…wha…who…wha…” 
 
    The man put his book down and came to her. He sat on the edge of the bed and leaned down a little to peer into her eyes. 
 
    “Looks like you’ve had a rough time of it.” 
 
    Her eyes were wide, and she said, “Wha…wha…” then she started crying. 
 
    The man took her in his arms and patted her back. “It’s okay. You’re okay.” 
 
    She cried for a long time, then suddenly went to sleep. 
 
    Randy laid her down, covered her up, and went out to work on the garden. 
 
    She was sleeping, and he knew she needed sleep. But she needed food, too. So he woke her at dinner. More soup, and a loaf of fresh baked bread. Lots of butter and a little honey on the bread. 
 
    She didn’t speak, just took the bread in both hands and ate it. Ate it like a wild animal. Hunched down and searching the room with her wild eyes. 
 
    Randy waited patiently. 
 
    She felt her stomach start to convulse. She looked at him in surprise. 
 
    He gently took the remains of the bread from her and spoon fed her soup. 
 
    She drank all the soup, finished the bread, then, without a word, lay down and turned over. 
 
    He covered her up and backed away. He stood, stared down at the lump of cover on the bed. Something bad had been done to this poor girl. And he wondered. But he was a pragmatic man, so he eventually went to the fire and sat down. He picked up the book he had been reading. ‘On the Road.’ A good book, but lasting a little too long. 
 
    Silithia made a sound. 
 
    He glanced over at her. She was dreaming. That was probably a good thing. Going through nightmares wasn’t pleasant, but at least there were memories there. 
 
    And he hoped that she would come to herself. In spite of the dazed expression, despite her filth and manners, he had the feeling there was something there. 
 
    He didn’t know that Silithia had been close to death…he didn’t know that he was feeling the barest residue of her well of good health, and of her potential for love. He just knew he had to help her. In this sad world people had to look out for people, and that was God’s own truth.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
    I am a being comprised of letters, a character created by sentences, a figment of imagination formed through fiction. 
 
     ~ Tahereh Mafi 
 
      
 
    Randy Tobin was a blessing. He watched over Silithia, fed her good food, made sure she was safe, and never lusted after her. 
 
    Well, he did lust, but he never gave in to that lust. And that must have been difficult, to say the least. For Silithia may have been mind blasted, but she still possessed a luscious body, and her face was angelic, and then there was the residue of all that sexual energy she had once possessed. 
 
    In the beginning Silithia just lay on the bed and wondered what had happened to her. She had all these images whirling in her mind. She had memories of everything from war to orgies. She knew she had known somebody named Adolf, and she remembered fucking in a moving car. but her name, even that was vague. Slithery. Or Silfia. Or something like that. 
 
    But with Randy’s kind ministrations she slowly came to herself. 
 
    “Up and at ‘em, lazy bones.” Randy tossed her a pair of overalls and turned away. 
 
    Silithia held the garment up and looked at it. She didn’t know how to put it on. 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    Randy turned around and stared at her. She was sitting up, her large boobs out thrust, her hair tousled and looking like she had just spent a night wrestling in the sack. She was fresh and alive…except for the confusion in her eyes. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    A moment, then: “How?” 
 
    Sighing, Randy helped her slide her legs into the jean garment. He was overly aware of her breasts so close to his face, and he immediately felt a massive boner in his pants. 
 
    But he was somewhat of a religious person, and maybe a bit of a fanatic. At least, he had sworn off sex until he discovered the secret of the universe. So he bit his lip, pulled the straps over her shoulder, and turned away from the sight of her so sexily clad. 
 
    Of course, it wasn’t a sexy garment, but Silithia, even brain busted, made anything sexy. 
 
    She stood up, and Randy knew he should have given her a shirt. For that matter she needed a bra for those beautiful breasts. 
 
    “Come on,” he said, turning quickly away and heading for the door. 
 
    They walked outside to the garden. Silithia suddenly stopped and looked up at the sun. It was bright and she closed her eyes and spread her arms. Golden rays washed over her, and connections tried to fire in her head. It felt so good. Something else felt so good…but what? 
 
    “What…what are…we…” 
 
    “You need to get out and move around, and I need to tend to the garden. Unless you don’t want to eat. Sit on that stump over there.” 
 
    Silithia sat on the big stump he used for splitting wood and watched as Randy went into the garden. 
 
    Randy was middle age, but in extremely good condition. Credit to good food and a spartan lifestyle. 
 
    It helped that he didn’t bother with this new invention. called a television, though he did occasionally listen to the radio. 
 
    She watched as he hunkered down and tended to the plants. He moved up and down the rows, squashing a worm between his thick fingers here, puffing a butterfly away over there. He used a trowel, patiently, and watered the plants almost lovingly. 
 
    Finally, he picked a small basket of carrots and cabbages, radishes and onions. He came back to Silithia and sat on the woodpile next to her. He wiped a bit of sweat from his forehead. 
 
    “Carrots are good for the vision. Bugs Bunny swears by them. Cabbages…I guess those are for context. Radishes are communistic…they build these big buildings with radishes on top in Russia.” He held up an onion. “But onions…they are the meat of the vegetable world. You won’t have a lot of volunteers for kissing, but you’ll have good heath all of your days.” 
 
    Silithia stared at him. She reached out and took the onion and looked at it. closely. She took a bite out of it, and made a face. 
 
    Randy laughed. “Silly girl. We need to clean it off, cook it, make it handsome. Though a bit of dirt in your digestive system isn’t going to kill you.” 
 
    Later, Silithia tried it as he had prepared it, and she liked it. She laughed. “Ha ha ha.” It came out like a duck being strangled. 
 
      
 
    The next day Silithia knew how to put her overalls on. She couldn’t figure out the shirt Randy tossed to her. 
 
    Again, Randy had to brave the proximity of her breasts, her soft lips, her wondrous tangle of hair. He helped her pull his shirt over her head, and though he was a man, with a manly chest, her chest had a hard time fitting into the shirt. 
 
      
 
     She watched him in the garden again, then when he split wood. She had an urge to go to him, to run her hand over his chest, but she somehow felt that it wasn’t right. She could feel a struggle within him, and she knew it would tip the balance, and somehow hurt him, if she did that. 
 
      
 
    She worked in the garden with him. She didn’t know what she was doing, but she perched on the ground next to him and watched him and aped his motions. 
 
    He laughed when she pulled up a weed and wondered why it didn’t look like a radish. 
 
    He split wood again, and she turned away and watched the far sun. And felt the wind. And wondered. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later she remembered her name. Right in the middle of the garden she turned to Randy and pointed her finger at herself. “Silithia. I…I am Silithia.” 
 
    Randy sat back on his butt and smiled at her. He reached out a hand and said, “It is good to meet you, Silithia, I’m Randy.” He smiled. 
 
    She looked at the hand and frowned. Then, some forgotten synapses firing up, she slowly put her own hand up and shook his. The images whirling in her head, however, showed bodies fucking naked in firelight. 
 
      
 
    The days passed. Slowly Silithia recovered her ability to speak. One day Randy got up earlier than usual and put on heavy boots. He took a long stick standing by the door and turned to Silithia. “There’s food in the pot. I will be gone all day.  I will return right after the sun goes down.” 
 
    This terribly confused Silithia. She got up, naked, her large breasts heaving, her eyes round with confusion, and watched him walk down the long driveway. 
 
    The morning passed. She worked in the garden. Then she tried splitting wood, something she had never done before, and was pleased when her body seemed to understand the motions. She chopped a lot of wood then, near filled the wood shed, then took a break for lunch. 
 
    She stared at the fire. It was nearly out, but she remembered how Randy blew on the fire. 
 
    She tried it, and nearly burned her hair. She smelled the ends scorching and drew back. She figured out how to hold her hair out of the way and blow gently. The first burst into life and, like Randy did, she fed it twigs and then small sticks, and finally real wood. She put as much wood on the fire as Randy did, and knew that it would last all afternoon. Then she would have to blow on it again. 
 
    That afternoon she looked at Randy’s collection of books. It was not a big collection, but it was profound. He had the bible and the Koran and Laotse and something called ‘Common Sense’ and a huge dictionary and books of poetry and mathematics and something called Tarzan, and something called ‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira, and on and on and on. There was even a set of old and worn encyclopedias. 
 
    She stared at the rows of books, and remembered: she liked to read. She suddenly remembered that she had once, or maybe many times, sat in a chair and…gone somewhere else. Into a book. 
 
    Randy liked to read. He usually read in the late afternoon and then into the evening. Sometimes he would stop reading and just sit and stare into a distance not of the world, but of the mind. 
 
    She slid a book out of the rows and gently opened it. 
 
     
 
    The love of the body of man or woman balks account, the body itself balks account, That of the male is perfect, and that of the female is perfect. 
 
      
 
    Silithia blinked. She understood the words. In fact, she had a feeling that she had read the words somewhere before. She continued… 
 
      
 
    The expression of the face balks account, But the expression of a well-made man appears not only in his face, It is in his limbs and joints also, it is curiously in the joints of his hips and wrists, It is in his walk, the carriage of his neck, the flex of his waist and knees, dress does not hide him,  
 
      
 
    Yes! Yes! She knew this! Why had she forgotten it? And in the asking of this question a slurry of images whirled through her mind, burning fires, war, Gurdjieff—Gurdjieff! What had…oh, yes, he had died—and she felt a sudden splash of years come from her eyes. 
 
    She looked the book again, read more, and her mind began firing, truly firing. Her awesome health, stumbled upon so long ago by Frankendick, began to reassert. 
 
    She whizzed through the book, knowing she was forsaking understanding for speed, but she was compelled. These letters, these words, they were dancing through her mind, and her DNA, and curing her. 
 
    She put the book back and pulled out ‘Tarzan.’ 
 
    Yes! She had read this one, too. And she actually put the realization together that she was like Tarzan, but instead of being in a jungle she was in the jungle of her mind. But she could fix it…she could…she stopped reading. 
 
    How? 
 
    For a long minute she stood here, thinking, and not making any progress. Then she realized, she just had to keep going. She had to keep reading. In words was cure for whatever had happened to her. In words was the knowledge of herself. 
 
    She slid Tarzan back onto the shelf and picked out another book. Laotse. Oh, my God! She had known this, she knew he came from somewhere else, somewhen else, but his words were like a personal letter directed right to her. 
 
    Book after book she pulled form the shelf. She had read nearly all of them, so it was a simple matter to scan and let the changes within her occur. 
 
    In mid-afternoon she took out a slender book, Raja Yoga, by Yogi Ramacharaka. For a moment her brow furrowed. There was something here, something she should know, but…then, as she opened the pages, it struck her like a bolt of lightening. 
 
    The Fourth Way of Sex. Gurdjieff. The 84 sexual asanas. 
 
    Images and concepts in her mind exploded through her mind. She remembered doing the Asanas, with Gurdjieff, with Bennett, with various students, and she was only halfway done! 
 
    Then she had suffered depression and gone in search of…of a cure…and she remembered Dr. Walter Freeman. 
 
    Memories flooded through her and her mind glowed like a light bulb turned on. Her legs slowly folded, not collapsed, but simply spiraled down into a Lotus pose. She opened the book and read, and energy began to come into her. She had opened so many channels of energy in her body. Though she was empty of energy the channels were still open, and she read, and the energy of the universe, the sexual energy, came back into her. She began to actually glow.  
 
    Night time came. It fell quick, and she ignored the fire. The light of her body was enough for her to read. Oddly, it wasn’t light like a firelight, but a blueish kind of light that occupies the universe, of which the universe is made. 
 
      
 
    Silithia heard the crunch of feet. She spiraled up, energized, aware, and knew that the man, Randy Tobin, was returned. 
 
    She went to the door and opened it. 
 
    Randy almost had a hand on the door knob, and he stopped. 
 
    There was only a dull glow from the fire, but he could see Silithia outlined in the gloom. She was taller than he remembered, and different. 
 
    “Silithia?” he asked. 
 
    Silithia said nothing. She simply reached out and took his hand. She brought him into the house, and he was struck by the almost palpable glow emanating from her. 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    “Silithia? Are you all right?” 
 
    She turned and touched his lips with one finger. She directed her sexuality into him, and he became aware of his penis. It grew strong, bulged his pants so quick and hard that he gasped. 
 
    She said, “I know what you seek, and I will give it to you.” 
 
    Her voice was no longer halting. Her appearance was no longer dazed and confused. She glowed with good health, and her eyes…her eyes were dark, and he was captivated. He felt love suffuse him, and he was helpless under her ministrations. So as he had helped her, so she was about to help him. 
 
    She led him to the front of the fire. She unbuttoned his shirt, unzipped his pants, sat him down and untied his boots. 
 
    Now he was dazed and confused. She had been an idiot, helpless, and now he felt like the idiot, helpless under her soft hands. 
 
    She pushed his body into a shape, and it felt like he had no muscles. He found himself sitting cross legged. He had read about Yoga, but had never done it. Now she moved his feet, one after the other over his hip joints. 
 
    He shouldn’t have been able to do it, not without months of practice, but he was under the influence of her whelming energies. 
 
    She left him to sit, and marvel at himself, and tended to the fire. It blossomed, illuminating the room with flickering, warping, sacred light. 
 
    She turned to him, stood over him, she sank slowly down, a wonderful example of muscle control, and sat on his lap. She engulfed his penis and he gasped. He had never felt anything like this in his life. 
 
    “You will not cum,” she breathed into his ear, putting her arms around him and hugging him. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Don’t talk. Do not distract yourself. Listen to me.” 
 
    He was helpless under the onslaught of her commands, he simply had to comply, the energy emitting from her made him, her spirit overwhelmed him and took control of his body. 
 
    Gently, she began to rock back and forth. 
 
    He marveled that she didn’t hurt him, for his position was so awkward, and with her whole weight on his lap, it should have hurt, but instead of pain he felt golden energy slide through him, strengthen him, immune him, wake him up. 
 
    And he had ever even known that he was sleeping. 
 
    “You are a good man,” she whispered in his ear, and he felt the truth of her words. “You found me in the wilderness and led me out. You fed me when I was unable, and clothed and never betrayed me.” 
 
    Now he was so glad he had not given into his desires and forced sex upon her. He was so glad for all the praying and meditating he had done, and for living a clean life. 
 
    This woman, this veritable goddess, was worth a lifetime of denial. 
 
    “But you shall deny yourself no more. For once you have entered paradise you should avail yourself constantly. You must not search for the Garden of Eden, but be the Garden of Eden, for all resides within us. You are a good man, and there are so few. You deserve this. 
 
    She rocked, and his penis was bent upward in her cunt, and it slithered in and out, riding over the lip of her hole, the underside of his dick being rubbed by her soft flesh, her electricity of the soul. 
 
    The fire crackled, and he came loose in his body. He literally fell back and forth within his flesh, a disembodied awareness that was yet embodied. 
 
    But not for long. 
 
    “Feel this energy,” and she guided his awareness up to his head. He explored his face from the inside, he was alive as he had never been, and still, it all grew. 
 
    “Be here,” she said, touching his crown. Instantly he was on his scalp, a quick view of the world from the top of his head, and then he grew frightened and turned his awareness down. 
 
    Silithia expected this; she had explored this phenomena with Gurdjieff. “Look downward, into the darkness. Do you see that light? Far away?” 
 
    He nodded. His face was buried between her neck and shoulder and she felt him. 
 
    “Go towards it. Hurry.” 
 
    To hurry was not in his existence, however. He slowly drifted down, through the emptiness of his body, through the space between molecules. 
 
    And he knew: the universe doesn’t exist. It is all space filled with illusion. And even space is an illusion. 
 
    “Yes,” she affirmed, and he entered the fire that existed down his spine, the first chakra. 
 
    He gasped as energy blew through him. Like a candle being blown out, but in reverse, he was being blown so as to ignite. 
 
    “Good, good. Look deeper.” 
 
    Below the chakra, far away, he saw another flame, a bit lighter, a bit bigger.” 
 
    “Go. Hurry.” 
 
    He hurried, and she spoke to him. “Usually we go the other way, leave the body desires inherent within your nut and seed, but that is something done by the self. With me to guide you it is okay. It is better.” 
 
    He gurgled something. He felt younger. Like a little boy. 
 
    He entered the light, and she directed him downward, to the next flame in the darkness. 
 
    He descended, chakra by chakra, and it seemed like a million years, but he knew that time, like the universe, was an illusion. It was created only to have existence. And now he was becoming pure existence, no need for the illusions and subterfuges of the universe. 
 
    Down. 
 
    He felt like a child, rocked in his mother’s arms. Warm and glowing, enthralled by love. 
 
    And, finally, the last chakra, the base of the spine, from which grew the nut, the nut in which seed was manufactured. 
 
    Now he felt not his body, except as a penis. His whole existence was a vibrating, slithering penis, and he felt the nut…the nut… 
 
    “Let it go, my love. And follow the path to heaven.” 
 
    Sobbing, realizing that he was giving up his body forever, and all the considerations thereof, he let go, and the nut exploded. 
 
    He was swept up by a stream of golden semen, a semen that existed within his body. The outer semen expended through his penis, deep into Silithia. But the inner semen, a great wash of golden energy, swept up through the chakras. Up…up. One chakra after another, through the vast distances that were his body. Then…he burst through the crown. 
 
    Up…up…through the skies, divest of body, shed of skin and flesh into the heavens, and they were filled with stars, but not dark. The darkness of space became a golden void in which there was only himself. 
 
    And Silithia, holding him. 
 
    And his dick spurting. 
 
    And he felt as if he was in the veery bosom of God. 
 
    Elevated, expanded, enlightened, made into something as like man as a nova is like a candle. 
 
    His body sobbed and sobbed, and Silithia held him and rocked him and whispered, “Yes.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
    …all the magic I have known I've had to make myself.  
 
    ~ Shel Silverstein 
 
      
 
    Randy was healthy, a fine specimen of a man, yet even fine specimens have a life expectancy. He died in the early sixties.  
 
    Silithia was able to finish her researches into the Fourth Way of Gurdjieff inspired, Yoga Sexuality. She made love to Randy through the years, and only stopped when he became feeble. 
 
    When Randy died Silithia was truly distraught. She had lived long, and people had died before, but whether it was the fact that they were so deeply into the Fourth Way, or whether it was just that he was unique and complemented her so well, his death struck her hard. 
 
    She buried him on his own property, on a hilltop overlooking thousands of acres of land. Then she went home and cried. 
 
    And cried and cried. It seemed like there were no end to the tears. She would stop, sigh, think she was done, and suddenly find herself bursting into sobs again. 
 
    She lived like this for several months, then she had to leave. Supplies were running out, winter was coming, and she had been too distraught to handle the garden. 
 
    One morning, a chill in the air, she walked down the long driveway to the road, and it was the best thing she could have done. She was removed from everything that reminded her of him, and was suddenly immersed in a strange, new world. 
 
    It was the sixties. Rock and Roll. The Beatles. LSD. A collidoscope of culture that was astounding in scope. 
 
    She was not used to the franticness of modern times. She found herself amused by hippies, a little daunted by the quick rise of the police state, it so reminded her of Germany before world war two, and befuddled by new technologies. 
 
    For ten years she had focused on gardening, on raising crops to eat, on living a pure life and exploring the left turns and nuances of the Fourth Way of Sex. Now she was in a society that was filled with televisions, everybody had cars, and intelligence seemed to be waning. 
 
    She fell in with a group of hitchhikers who were on their way to the Haight-Ashbury. Once there she found herself besieged with horny suitors who had no clue, but lots of Lysergic Acid. 
 
    She passed on the Acid, and on the lovers. 
 
    She traveled down to Los Angeles, and was offered a part in a movie as soon as she got off the bus. She didn’t want notoriety, however. Besides, she was now over six feet tall, and how many parts are there for large girls with massive bosoms? 
 
    She passed through Arizona, lived at a commune for a week, then moved on. She had been hoping for a return to an agrarian lifestyle, maybe finding somebody like Randy. But the people in the commune were all in love with their beards and avoided commitment by preaching free love. 
 
    Down south, standing on the outskirts of civil rights, shaking her head at the senselessness of it all. 
 
    That man could deny other men their very being: she left the south. 
 
    And drifted up through Washington. 
 
    She took her time in Washington, visiting monuments, looking at sacred documents of freedom, pondering over the concept of liberty as it had evolved. 
 
    When she was young people were peasants. Now they all wanted rights. 
 
    She tried to reconcile the drive for freedom, and the aberration that the idea of freedom had become, with the situation in the deep south. And found that logic did not apply. 
 
    During these travels money was not a problem. She had become so accomplished at sex, and putting out her ambience, that she could simply stand next to a man, and smile at him, and he would reach into his wallet and empty it for her, and not even wonder why he was doing it. 
 
    She did this in Washington and, because there was so much money floating around, decided to stay for a longer while. To be honest, however, there was another reason for her planting herself in the nation’s capital. 
 
    She had been to Hollywood, and now was in Washington, and she realized that these were the two most powerful places in America…and they were basically made up. Fantasy land. 
 
    Washington was the result of a deed. A piece of paper belonging to no one, but which controlled every one. 
 
    And Hollywood had no government, was just a district, yet within that district the mores and ideals of a world were controlled. 
 
    And not for the better. 
 
    Still, Washington was the better of the two for making money. In Hollywood a film was expected to be produced, a celluloid fantasy of such profound idiocy that people flocked to throw money at it. 
 
    In Washington you didn’t have to produce anything. You just ‘floated’ an idea, set up a tax free shelter, paid bums to sit on ‘boards,’ and the government handed you money by the truck load. 
 
    You didn’t have to produce anything, you didn’t even have to have an idea. All you had to do was say you had one, and the government gave you money. 
 
    Which was how Silithia finally got in trouble. 
 
      
 
    “A couple of suits are waiting for you, ma’am.” 
 
    Silithia frowned. She had just entered her offices, ‘Women in Trouble Corporate Housing.’ She noticed a young lady sitting in the waiting room and staring at her, and she wondered what kind of BS she was going to have to put up with. 
 
    Suits were never pleasant. They weren’t elected, yet they seemed to think they were God. It didn’t help that they were usually asexual. So obsessed with counting pennies that their organs no longer functioned. 
 
    Yes, she could sexually bully them, her presence was that strong, but it was not something she liked to do. She didn’t like to waste herself on non-entities. 
 
    As she stepped into the elevator she noted that the woman who had been sitting in the waiting room had caught up to her and stood next to her. 
 
    But she ignored the woman. Suits were on her mind. 
 
    “Good morning, gentlemen,” she greeted the two suits cheerfully. “I’ll be right with you.” Or not. Depends on what her personal secretary had to say. 
 
    She entered her office, rounded her desk, and was surprised to find the two men following on her heels. She didn’t sit down.  
 
    “If you’ll wait in the next room until—“ 
 
    One of the men flipped open a leather case and presented a badge. 
 
    “IRS, Mrs. Silithia.” 
 
    Silithia remained standing. Her eyes narrowed. She didn’t exude anything sexual, just considered the two men. 
 
    They were medium height, brown hair, off the rack suits, no emotion on their faces, but a feel of arrogance in their step. 
 
    She sat down slowly. Best to get it over with. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “We’ve been going over your corporate files and find several problems.” 
 
    “And the IRS is the corporate police? I think I’d like to have my lawyer present.” 
 
    Unbelievably, the men ignored her statement and sat down. One of them took out a notebook and a pen. The other said: “What is your full name?” 
 
    “My name is Silithia. ‘Miss’ Silithia.” 
 
    “We need your complete name, according to regulation 93482…” he droned on, giving his reason for presumed authority. 
 
    “You can call me Miss Silithia,” she stated, when the rules and regulations were established. 
 
    The agents looked at each other. And the other one said: “You have not declared yourself as Republican or Democrat.” 
 
    Aha. Political shakedown. “I contribute to both parties.” 
 
    And the ‘interview’ went on. When it was done and the IRS agents were gone, Silithia sighed. She was going to have to find out who needed their palms greased. She was— 
 
    The woman who had followed her upstairs slid through the door, closed it, and put her back to it. 
 
    She was a medium-sized woman, wore drab clothes, yet…there was a presence to her. 
 
    Silithia cocked her head slightly and pursed her lips. This was unusual. 
 
    And, truth, a little dangerous. For women were immune to her ambience. 
 
    “You’re in danger.” 
 
    Silithia waited. 
 
    The woman turned and locked the door, then turned back to Silithia. 
 
    “I found you because of your acronym.” 
 
    Women in Trouble Corporate Housing. W…I…T…C…H. She had chosen that name on a whim, because she had once been accused of being a witch. Back when she was small and freshly healthy. 
 
    “And because you are gathering power in Washington, and becoming high profile. It’s only a matter of time until they come for you, and then…” 
 
    A knock on the door interrupted them. “Miss Silithia?” 
 
    Her secretary had noted that the door was locked and was checking on her. 
 
    “Please. Give me time to explain. Your life is in danger.” 
 
    Silithia stood up. 
 
    More knocking. Her secretary’s voice getting louder, more insistent. 
 
    Silithia came around the desk and walked towards the door. 
 
    Her life was in danger. Right after a couple of suits subject her to a mindless interrogation that didn’t seem to have much purpose, other than a simple shakedown. Maybe. 
 
    “Please,” begged the woman. 
 
    Silithia studied her eyes, She knew she should throw her out. But there was something compelling about the woman. Some bit of compassion that was missing from normal people. 
 
    A true believer? 
 
    A zealot? 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! Getting louder. 
 
    The woman looking at her.  
 
    She passed the woman and opened the door. 
 
    “Miss Silithia? Are you all right?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I’m going to be busy for ten. And thank you.” 
 
    She closed the door. She locked it. She walked back to her seat, sat, and said, “Ten. Get started.” 
 
    The woman came to the front of her desk. She didn’t sit down, just leaned on her hands and spoke intently. 
 
    “I belong to a group of women who protect women. We have offices in every major city. Our acronym is also WITCH. Originally we were politically focused, but we found that our more prosperous members were being compromised, or even killed. 
 
    “We became aware of you because you are starting to make large amounts of money, which means the powers that be will shortly be calling on you. Already have, if those two gentlemen in suits are any indication. 
 
    Silithia interjected, “Why does the government care if I make large amounts of money.” 
 
    The woman took a deep breath. “The world is currently being run by bankers. People who own the central banks in every country in the world. They are sometimes referred to as ‘Banksters.’” 
 
    “And your interest in me?” Silithia was curious. She had dealt with bullies, and even governments. But this woman wasn’t asking for anything, in fact seemed to be an answer to something…the something represented by the IRS. 
 
    “We want to protect you…that we may protect all women.” 
 
    “From these mysterious ‘Banksters.’ But what do you want?” 
 
    The woman actually looked a little confused. “I told you…to protect women in the world.” 
 
    “And what is WITCH an acronym for in your world?” 
 
    The woman went stone-faced. She stared at Silithia almost as if she was challenging her. 
 
    “Witches.” 
 
    “Like magic and broomsticks and black cats.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    At this point Silithia was about to write off the woman. Shake her hand, smile, and kick her ass out the door. But something held her up. 
 
    “And are you a witch?” 
 
    “I’m in training.” 
 
    Silithia blurted, “A WIT.” 
 
    The woman blinked. “Yes. How did you…” 
 
    “They sent a trainee to enlist me in their cause?” 
 
    “They can risk me because I’m not important enough.” 
 
    Silithia started to speak, then stopped. It was zealotry, but a zealotry wherein the person was willing to sacrifice themselves for the greater good. something to be careful of, something to be wary of, something to find out about. 
 
    “Look, I have proof of what I say.” 
 
    “What kind of proof.” 
 
    “First let me say that what is going to happen to you, if you don’t align yourself with us, is that you will be compromised. Maybe there will be a clause in a contract, maybe they will try to drug and blackmail you. But whatever it is, the bad people who rule this planet are going to bend you to your will. And if they can’t, if you prove resistant, they will simply kill you.” 
 
    This was the least impressive of the woman’s statements. Silithia had lived through angry mobs, hateful men, insane doctors, and even the holocaust. She wasn’t scared. 
 
    But this idea of sacrificing yourself for the greater good, while on the surface insane, did bid her to look closer. 
 
    “And this proof you speak of?” 
 
    “On November 22nd of this year the president of the United States will be killed.” 
 
    “How do you know this.” 
 
    “The senior witches know that he is standing up against the Banksters, this made them look deeper. They haven’t been able to divine who or how, outside of it being bankster inspired, but we do know when.” 
 
    Silithia leaned back in her swivel. She pondered. She knew about witchcraft, all Gypsies do, having been accused of witchcraft themselves. 
 
    But while there was a lot of smoke in Gypsy magic, there wasn’t much fire. 
 
    But to predict a presidential assassination…that was a lot of fire. A damned bonfire of fire. 
 
    “That’s only a couple of days away.” 
 
    Now the woman remained silent. She had made her pitch. The ball was in Silithia’s court. 
 
    A couple of days, then she would know. And if these so called witches really could predict the future, they were a wagon to be hooked to. Or at least a force to be reckoned with. 
 
    For a long minute, several minutes, Silithia ignored the woman. She thought. 
 
    She had lived in the limelight, and found it wanting. 
 
    She had lived with dictators and watched as a country…as countries…destroyed themselves. 
 
    She had lived with many men, fucked many men, and not many were of much worth. They traveled in mobs, obsessed on sex, betrayed entire countries on a whim…yet women, while marginally better, weren’t much better. 
 
    She had found precisely three men who were…worth anything. Leon, George and Randy. 
 
    And perhaps women weren’t so deceitful and guilty of betrayal for the simple reason that they rarely had the power. 
 
    And women were more difficult for her to control than men. 
 
    If she entered into a relationship with women she would have no sexual advantage. 
 
    Yet, she was being threatened by men. 
 
    And women offered protection for women. Perhaps. 
 
    While men never offered protection for men…they just killed each other off in their stupid wars. 
 
    She looked at the woman. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Alice.” 
 
    “Well, Alice, let’s say Kennedy is assassinated. What would be the next step?” 
 
    Alice spoke quickly. “Steps have already been taken. We have several witches watching your building, and they will follow you. Discreetly. They are your protection against sudden raids by the IRS, or some other agency. Though we have not seen any such activity in the near future, there are limits to our ability to see the future.  
 
    “When the prediction comes true we would like to meet with you. The senior witches. That means you must go to them, for they cannot risk themselves in the world of man.” 
 
    “Well, given the audacity of your predication, and zeal with which you conduct yourself, I am inclined, should Kennedy be killed, to meet with your…’Witches.’ 
 
    “Excellent,” she started to stand up. 
 
    “I do, however, have a host of questions. Some very pointed.” 
 
    “I will do my best to answer any question you might have.” She settled back down. 
 
    Silithia smiled. “My first question is this…would you like cream and sugar?” 
 
    Alice stared at her, then nodded. 
 
    And Silithia, without knowing why or how she knew, said, “One cream and one sugar.” 
 
    Alice blinked, and Silithia suddenly realized that, somehow, she had been compelled to do something…magical. She had read the young girl’s mind. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
    A witch is a woman who emerges from deep within herself. She is a woman who has honestly explored her light and learned to celebrate her darkness. She is a woman who is able to fall in love with the magnificent possibilities of her power. She is a woman who radiates mystery. She is magnetic. She is a witch. 
 
     ~ Dasha Elliot 
 
      
 
    Kennedy was assassinated on the 22nd of November, exactly as predicted by Alice, the Witch-in-Training. 
 
    Silithia had been keeping track of Kennedy and wasn’t surprised when the news started coming in. 
 
    The next morning Silithia went to work. She figured Alice would show up and she would be taken to meet a senior ‘witch.’ What happened instead was that the two IRS agents showed up. And barged into her office. 
 
    One of them held up a picture of Alice. “Do you know this woman?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I’d like my lawyer present.” 
 
    “Obstructing justice. Want to try for treason?” 
 
    “I want you out of my office.” 
 
    She let a bit of her ambience out, and the two agents blinked and stepped back. 
 
    “Don’t you just love me?” asked Silithia. 
 
    “Oh,” said one. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” said the other. 
 
    “If you gentlemen will stay right here, I’ll go get you some coffee.” 
 
    “Why, okay,” one answered. The other one straightened his tie and brushed his hair back. 
 
    Silithia smiled and walked into the front office. To her secretary, in passing: “Divvy up the corporate funds amongst the employees. We’re closed.” 
 
    Her secretary opened her mouth, but Silithia was already at the outer door. 
 
    She walked down the hallway to the elevator. She didn’t know what the IRS fellows planned, but she had no intention of staying and finding out. She had seen stormtroopers in Germany arrest innocent people, and she had finally found out that Adolf was simply having them carted off to be killed. She didn’t need any of that. 
 
    She stepped into the elevator and pressed the bottom button. 
 
    Stormtroopers arrested Jews and Gypsies and anybody else who wasn’t blonde haired and blue-eyed. And she often wondered if she had stayed with Adolf, whether she could have helped the innocents sent to death camps. 
 
    Probably not. Over six million of them. It was best that she had escaped Adolf’s clutches. And now it was best if she escaped the IRS clutches. 
 
    The elevator stopped and she stepped out. She walked to the door, stepped outside, and six husky women were waiting for her. They were all big, almost as tall as her, and they all had muscles, and they were all trained in how to subdue people. 
 
    “Okay,” said one, probably the leader. “We thought you’d try something like this.” 
 
    Silithia was handcuffed while people on the sidewalk stared at the scene. 
 
    “Janet, go find out what happened to our boys.” 
 
    One of the women peeled off, ran into the building and called for somebody to hold the elevator. 
 
    Silithia was pushed into a waiting van and four women sat around her, waiting for her to make a break. 
 
    The leader stood outside the van and waited. Eventually the girl named Janet returned, said something to the leader, then everybody was in the van and the door was sliding shut. 
 
    The government agents, that was what Silithia thought they were, didn’t take her to a government building. They took her to a warehouse, drove right in and the door rolled down. In a handful of minutes Silithia was sitting at a table in a small room. Her handcuffs were attached to a ring in the table, the table was bolted to the floor, and she was left alone. 
 
    Several hours later a man came in. A suit. Clipboard. Smiling. 
 
    Silithia knew better than to reveal any of her abilities. 
 
    “Hell, Miss Silithia, I’m agent Tensen. Sorry to make you wait, but I’m sure you understand our position.” 
 
    “I don’t. I just understand that I, an American citizen, has been taken hostage. What crime am I being charged with?” 
 
    “We’re not sure, to be honest. And, to continue being honest, if you answer a few simple questions, you can be out of here within the hour.” 
 
    Silithia didn’t believe that at all. 
 
    “What is your full name?” 
 
    The gypsies had called her Silithia, that was all. 
 
    “I just go by Silithia. That’s what it says on my driver’s license.” 
 
    He smiled broadly, a very jolly fellow. “Yes, about that. How did you convince somebody in the Department of Motor Vehicles that you only have one name?” 
 
    Silithia said nothing. If she spoke it would be used against her. That was obvious. 
 
    Agent Tensen waited a moment, kept his plastic smile in effect, and asked, “How old are you?” 
 
    Silithia said nothing. 
 
    “Are you an alien?” 
 
    Silithia blinked. She turned over the possibilities of putting out a little of her power, then decided not to. They knew something about her, for they had taken her hostage using women. 
 
    “What strange power do you have that you can make two trained agents fall in love with you and sit by while you prance out of their grasp without a how de do?” 
 
    When Silithia maintained her silence Tensen pulled up a chair and sat facing her. His expression grew somber. 
 
    “I know you don’t want to talk, you’re probably afraid we’ll do something. But you don’t have to be afraid at all. We know you were one of Hitler’s confidants. We know you were a lover of Gurdjieff. Yet here you are, not aged at all. Looking the same way you did when you were one of Hitler’s confidantes. 
 
    “You’ve been tracking me for some time.” 
 
    “We became aware of you recently, but history is easy to read.” 
 
    “So what happens now?” 
 
    “Now we find out the truth of you. One way or another.” 
 
    Silithia nodded. 
 
    “So this is how it’s going to go. First we ask you questions. Then we give you drugs to make sure you gave the right answers. Finally, we use good, old fashioned torture. One way or another, we’re going to get to the bottom of you.” 
 
    “Am I a threat.” 
 
    “Not now. Maybe you were before, we’ll find out about that. But right now you are simply a factor to be determined. Now then, when were you born?” 
 
    “And when you’re done torturing me…are you going to kill me?” 
 
    “I doubt it. We actually have aliens on earth. We have several in our keeping. They live at Paradise Ranch, a small place outside Las Vegas.” 
 
    Silithia nodded. “You should give me time to process all this.” 
 
    “Nope. When were you born?” 
 
    Silithia calculated. They knew about Gurdjieff, and Hitler, hopefully no more. “I was born in 1912. I don’t know the exact date as I was a foundling. This was in Europe, and I lived in an orphanage. I was given the name Silithia, and that was all. I don’t know why or who, in particular, gave it to me. I’ve always had a talent for languages, thus, no real accent. I’ve lived by my wits and kept a low profile. I have found that people are suspicious of women with good genes, and it’s pretty obvious that I have good genes.” 
 
    “Hmm. Sounds like a load of shit to me.” 
 
    “Shit is in the eye of the beholder.” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    Silithia let out the slightest bit of her ambience. Not enough to be noticed, just enough to Tensen like her. She figured it might help in the pain ahead. 
 
    “Okay, what town were you born in?” 
 
    Silithia spent two days answering questions. Tensen cross examined her ruthlessly, tried to trip her up, but a person in superior health also has superior mental processes. She had no problem sticking to her story, and she began to understand her interrogator in ways he didn’t understand himself. 
 
    The real bugaboo, however, was that he knew something about her abilities. She was flying blind on that one, and merely shrugged his questions off, saying she was just a likable person, and that she had managed to fool the two agents. 
 
    And why did she avoid them? 
 
    Because she had lived in Europe and seen Hitler’s methods. It made her very suspicious. 
 
    The days began precisely at 8 in the morning and went to 5 at night. Modern interrogation, of the kind she was enduring, was polite and well mannered, but she knew what was coming.  
 
    They brought her meals, usually from a hamburger stand. After the second day she refused to eat, saying she wanted a higher quality of food. 
 
    They brought her a higher quality of food. 
 
    The third day was a break, and they were probably just discussing her answers. The fourth day the fun began, although Silithia wouldn’t have called it fun. 
 
    “I’ve told you the truth,” she stated, as she watched a man in a white coat, it would be presumptuous to call him a doctor, fill a syringe. 
 
    “Then your answers will match up.” Tensen smiled. “Who knows, if everything matches perfectly we might not have to do the torture.” 
 
    Silithia gave a mental snort. As if that would happen. No, these people were thugs, the same as Himmler and Goering and all those other nasties. 
 
    She didn’t struggle, just accepted the syringe, and immediately began to nod off. 
 
    “What were you born.” 
 
    “1912.” 
 
    “Were you an orphan?” 
 
    “I was a foundling.” 
 
    “What is your real name.” 
 
    “Silithia.” 
 
    “What is the other name you use?” 
 
    “Silithia.” 
 
    Silithia fielded the questions easily, actually enjoying the slight goofiness that was imparted by the drug. The fact was that she had begun sliding into Yogic meditation as soon as she saw the needle coming. She was slightly out of her body, watching as if from a corner in the top of the room. 
 
    Sometimes she felt a desire to give other answers, but she controlled that desire. 
 
    Two days of drugs. Two days of living in a zoned out sort of la la land. Then they gave her a break. 
 
    She was not tired, or exhausted. The drugs had been handled by her healthy body, and being removed from the ravages of poison had left her feeling a bit chipper. 
 
    Two days of questions, one to sit and think. Two days of drugs, then she sat and thought. Six days. On the seventh day they went to work. 
 
    Several men entered the room. Tensen was right behind them. 
 
    “Put her to the wall.” 
 
    Silithia didn’t resist as they moved her to a wall and attached chains to her wrists and ankles. She was facing out, watching Tensen. 
 
    “This will hurt. Is there anything you’d like to tell me?” 
 
    She stared at him. “If you do this then you are no better than Adolf.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I work for the right side.” 
 
    “That’s what Adolf said.” 
 
    Tensen didn’t like that. He turned to one of the men. “Do it.” 
 
    The man approached Silithia, he took out a knife and cut her clothes off. 
 
    Silithia controlled the desire to scream, or to struggle. She was going to need all her strength. 
 
    The man finished, threw the scraps of her clothes to a corner and stood back. He showed no emotion at all, but he did stare at her tits. 
 
    Tensen went to the door of the room and called, “We’re ready.” 
 
    A man dragged a fire hose into the room. He aimed it at Silithia and turned the spigot. 
 
    A stream of ice cold water blasted her into the wall. She couldn’t cuddle up or hide or even turn her body. She was punched with the water, in the belly, between her legs. both arms. The man with the fire hose took his time and made sure he doused every square inch of her. 
 
    Silithia gasped, tried to control her breathing. She tried to turn her head away, then the man was done. The water was shut off, and  the hose laid down. Everybody left the room except Tensen. He pulled up a chair and calmly regarded her. 
 
    “When were you born?” 
 
    Silithia was shivering, her lips were turning blue. She could feel the blast of air conditioning striking her. “!912,” she managed to say. 
 
    “What is your real name?” 
 
    And so on. 
 
    They did not feed her. They didn’t stop at 5 o’clock, another man simply stepped into the room and took Tensen’s place. Periodically they would spray her with water. She felt like a block of ice. She was faint and dizzy, yet her health, her amazingly good health, kept her going. 
 
    She tried to use Yoga to calm herself, to overcome the shivering, but it’s difficult to meditate when enduring such extreme pain. 
 
    “When were you born?” 
 
    “What is your name?” 
 
    She answered as if in a daze, and reality began to separate. She knew she was saying things, but she wasn’t always sure what. She wasn’t even sure what she was thinking half the time. 
 
    Finally, she had had enough. She had gone as far as she could. 
 
    “Tensen,” she whispered. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    She tried to look like she wanted to say something, but couldn’t. Her voice was just a croak. 
 
    He stood up and crossed the room. Very nonchalant. 
 
    “Tensen?” She whispered. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    She whispered something too low for him to decipher. 
 
    He leaned closer, and she hoped that there were no electronic devices to pick up her voice. From out of the depths of her soul she summoned pure ambience. She focused it on him, and she said, “You love me forever. Go lock the door, then take out your gun and shoot me.” 
 
    Tensen blinked. He felt this overwhelming love for Silithia. He had always loved her. There was no other woman in the world like her. 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    Tensen turned and went to the door. He closed it and locked it. Immediately a fist began pounding on the door. Voices rose up. 
 
    Tensen came back to her. He took the pistol out of his holster and aimed it at her. 
 
    She watched, calm, ready to leave the world. She had had enough. She had had enough torture…she had had enough of men like Tensen…and Adolf. The good men were too few and far between. 
 
    “Do it,” she whispered, her voice cracking. 
 
    More pounding on the door. It sounded like somebody was breaking a chair against it, then kicking it. 
 
    Tensen broke into a sweat. His eyes narrowed. He began shaking. 
 
    “Shoot me,” she commanded. 
 
    But it was something Tensen couldn’t do. For Silithia had made one mistake. She had told him to love her, and he did, and he loved her too much to kill her. 
 
    “For fuck’s sake!” her voice croaked. “Shoot me!” 
 
    The door was coming loose. People were shouting.  
 
    Tensen put the pistol in his mouth and pulled the trigger. 
 
    The explosion was muffled by his mouth. His eyes grew big, his head snapped back, brains shot out from the back of his head. 
 
    The door fell inward and people crowded in. 
 
    Silithia sobbed. She had failed. She couldn’t take it anymore, she couldn’t… 
 
    “Silithia!” 
 
    That voice…she recognized it. 
 
    “Get her down.” 
 
    Hands fumbled with her manacles, then she was lowered to the floor. A blanket was wrapped around her. 
 
    “Silithia…” 
 
    Silithia looked up, blearily, and her eyes opened. 
 
    Alice held her up. She was saying, “We found you…my God! We found you!” 
 
    Alice. The Witch-in-Training. 
 
    Silithia tried to figure out what was happening, and couldn’t. She just knew…nothingness.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
    I think that all women are witches, in the sense that a witch is a magical being. And a wizard, which is a male version of a witch, is kind of revered, and people respect wizards. But a witch, my god, we have to burn them. ~ Yoko Ono 
 
     
 
    Silithia was taken to in a house in Denver. It was a large house, built a hundred years before, and it wasn’t entirely modernized. 
 
    The electricity was cloth wiring. There was a furnace in the basement. The screens actually rolled up. 
 
    The real joy, for Silithia, was the garden. 
 
    In a mile high city she sat in the garden for hours. Amongst the thick shrubs, on a bench with a comfortable, rounded seat. Small animals came to her, even touched her with their noses and looked up at her. 
 
    She was ensconced in natural beauty, and her own beauty came forth, glowed, made the world a better place. 
 
    This was where the Witches had brought her. And this is where they waited for her. 
 
    But waited for what? Thought Silithia. 
 
    They had found her because she was making financial waves. They had rescued her when she was being tortured. They brought her here, to this wonderful, old house, and they…waited. 
 
    Yet they had seemed so anxious in the beginning. 
 
    Now they just let her…stew. 
 
    And stew she did. 
 
    Interestingly, it wasn’t the torture that bothered her. Her superior health brought her back to the sharp edge of high function. 
 
    No, what bothered her was Tensen. 
 
    She had given him a command, and he had reversed it on her. Instead of killing her, he had killed himself. 
 
    Eventually she figured it out. She pondered it long enough, and the answer manifested: he loved her. So her one big advantage, her ‘sword,’ had two edges. 
 
    Which made man more difficult to handle than she once thought. 
 
    As long as she gave a bit of herself to them, they would do her bidding. But in giving herself she opened the door to…unwanted possibilities. 
 
    And, finally, she figured out the solution: she must consolidate her world with women. Not men. 
 
    Interestingly, she had had this thought many times. She had even lived by it a few times, until the world of man caught up to her and destroyed her efforts with their chaos. 
 
    Men could be used, but not to the point where they became necessary. 
 
    Problem: women wouldn’t serve her…willingly. 
 
    Or would they? 
 
    If men served her they served because they had been told to. Thus, they had not the freedom of choice to make them warriors of the caliber that Silithia required. 
 
    If women served her…they must be made into zealots. They must serve of their own free choice, and they could not be allowed, given the opportunity, whatever, to change their minds. 
 
    Silithia could not risk a traitor. 
 
    Women had served her before, in her companies, in her long ago castle—she had even had a Personal Guard—and they had worked hard,. 
 
    But how deep was the loyalty of a woman? 
 
    Could she surround herself with women, who had free choice, and be assured they would be as loyal as men who loved her? 
 
    This sequence of thought in mind, Silithia finally reached a conclusion.  
 
    Men, or women. Who should she surrounded herself with? Time to find out. It was time to make a decision. 
 
    Because if she didn’t do something the world would devour her. This, she knew. She had lived through the catastrophes of the last centuries, she had survived, but…how long could she survive? 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to speak to somebody.” 
 
    She elder lady with the gentle smile, who loved to wear her white hair in a bun, who dusted the house and took out the garbage, smiled at her. 
 
    “I’m somebody.” 
 
    “No. I mean somebody in charge.” 
 
    “I’m in charge of the dust of the universe and the trash of man. Is there anybody with a more important duty.” 
 
    Silithia smiled. Right in front of her. All the time. This was a subtlety she appreciated. 
 
    “And your name?” 
 
    “My name is Talia. Would you like to come out to the sun porch?” 
 
    Talia led the way out into a screen enclosed porch. It was a beautiful day. Blue skies with a few puffballs floating, hummingbirds fighting at the feeder. A gardener was pruning bushes, shaping them to be animals. Here was a lion, there was a zebra. 
 
    “Would you allow me this chair?” Talia settled into a comfortable rocker. 
 
    Silithia sat on a couch opposite the older lady. Which was good because her height required a bit of expanse. 
 
    “Now what may I do for you?” 
 
    Silithia had figured out the old lady, to a certain extent. She was the kind that worked beneath the surface. The sweet, old granny face hid a Machiavellian thought process. 
 
    “What do you want from me?” Cards on the table right now. 
 
    “Not ‘from’ you, dearie, ‘for’ you. We would like you to find your way, to live a peaceful and fruitful life. We would like you to be happy.” 
 
    “We’re not going to get far if you insist on this manner.” 
 
    Talia regarded her with a smile. Her eyes were twinkling. She was enjoying this. 
 
    “Well, my dear, if you wish to get to brass tacks, we have what we want, and it is you who are living on our largess. So what do you want?” 
 
    This stopped Silithia. But superior health breeds superior thought, and she quickly summed up the situation…and answered honestly. 
 
    “I would like a world that is safe. Not just for me, but for all.” 
 
    “Oh, how admirable. And how do you plan on doing this?” 
 
    That stumped Silithia. She wanted to blurt out that she needed an army of women to undo the ravages of men, but that was too much for her. 
 
    After a moment, Talia stood up. “I’ll get us some tea while you have your thoughts. I would say that this looks like a two pot problem Maybe even three. 
 
    Talia puttered in the kitchen, made tea, and returned. She poured sweet herbs into a pair of cups, then sat back down to enjoy her tea…and Silithia’s conundrum. 
 
    “Have you reached a conclusion?” 
 
    “What do you know about me?” Silithia countered. She had to know what the ‘enemy’ knew before she committed herself. 
 
    Talia nodded, and rocked, and a little, grey cat jumped into her lap. She let the cat curl into her lap without spilling a drop of her tea, then considered Silithia. 
 
    “We know everything the FBI knows. You see, wherever there is something important to learn there is a woman. And every woman is willing to commit themselves to our program. Once they understand it, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” Silithia waved off the remark, and was secretly boggled. A woman everywhere? Working for a common plan? She now knew she had to learn more. “And what does the FBI know.” 
 
    Talia sighed, stroked the pussy in her lap and said, “You are old enough to be my great grandmother. You have rubbed elbows with Adolf Hitler, George Gurdjieff, you have been in a mental hospital, that sort of thing…and you seem to have a strange power over men.” 
 
    And there it was. Silithia could see the hunger. Talia wanted to know how Silithia influenced men. 
 
    Yet she disguised her desire. She was a master, or mistress, of hiding things. So why did Silithia trust her? 
 
    Well, for no other reason than she had the coin this woman wanted. In this desire for Silithia’s ability was a chance to cement a relationship. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    “What would you do if you had the ability to influence men?” 
 
    Talia didn’t even hesitate. “I would end wars. I would end discrimination. I would create a world where men and women are equal. I would…” Talia went on describing a perfect world. 
 
    “There is only one problem with your vision,” said Silithia, when Talia was run down. 
 
    “Oh?” Talia raised here eyebrows in question. 
 
    “Utopia cannot exist.” 
 
    Talia thought briefly, then sighed. “Yes. I suppose you’re right.” 
 
    Silithia explained what she felt the older woman knew, wanting to be sure there was no misunderstanding. “A perfect world is a static. Nothing moves. And if nothing moves there will be rot. That is just the way of the universe.” 
 
    Talia nodded. “I would have said if everybody is happy then there must be corruption from within.” 
 
    The two women sat there then, thinking their own thoughts. Sipping tea. Letting the end of a thought gestate into a new thought. 
 
    “Of course,” said Silithia, after some time had passed. “That concept is predicated upon the idea that we are a two pole race.” 
 
    Talia looked askance. 
 
    “Men and women. If we had only one, or the other, then we might be able to have a perfect world.” 
 
    Talia blinked. “A world without men?” 
 
    “A world where men are subjugated. Tamed. Though, I shold stipulate, without losing that energy that makes them uniquely men.” 
 
    Talia got a far away look in her eyes. She turned over a hundred years of data considering something that she had heard joked about before, but had never been considered seriously. 
 
    But…why not? 
 
    Why not a world where women were in charge, and men were allowed only enough leeway to work, to art, to express themselves…without the urge for war and all that sort of nonsense? 
 
    A world where men were allowed their propensity for violent action only in the service of the superior species…woman. 
 
    And, in Silithia’s mind: a world where she didn’t have to worry about men having their wars and riots and such. A world where women were free to have existence without the obnoxious intrusion of sex crazed idiots. A world where love could flourish and women could have peaceful and fruitful lives. 
 
    A world where she could be safe from the Adolfs and Walters and IRS agents and…and… 
 
    Talia cleared her throat. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Let me be blunt. We seem to agree and, more important, we seem to be able to converse in a way that solves problems instead of creating more…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “What is your method? We have an army of women willing to dedicate themselves. Do you really have a method?” 
 
    Here it was. The decision. A chance to get out from between a rock and a hard place…if she took a chance. 
 
    Yet she trusted this woman. There was a deep current of warmth in Talia. 
 
    “When I studied with Gurdjieff I learned of his fourth way. We explored it, and it gives great…abilities. It utilizes basic Yogic principles, and it can be learned. It requires patience, and a sexual appetite.” 
 
    “Can anybody learn it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Even someone as old as I?” 
 
    Silithia hesitated, then blurted, “Only if you are willing to spread your legs and accept the love that is not only within you, but inside of men, and inside of every living creature.” 
 
    Talia chuckled. “I am old now, but I miss daily sex. Perhaps I can give it a go.” 
 
    “Then there is hope.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    This has been the early history of Silithia. It is a tale of love and destruction, of rebirth and rejoicing, and, ultimately, change. 
 
    Yes, there is more, but this tale has described the influences that made Silithia into what she would become. Future histories are related in such books as ‘The Stepforth Husband,’ ‘Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands,’ ‘A Sorority Feminized Me,’ and ‘Womanland.” Or mentioned in such tomes as ‘The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy.’ 
 
    Silithia, as you know, would reshape the army of Witches and create an entirely new civilization. She would do this with love and sex. She would build an empire of women and teach them how to manipulate men for their own good. She would begin the process that would eliminate war and disease and poverty and cruelty from civilization. 
 
    Eventually she would create the plan whereby men were remade into woman, and thus enable men to realize their true selves on the upward path. 
 
    The evolution of mankind, the true and pure evolution of mankind—animal into man, man into woman, woman into Witch—would be realized. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ (31,000 words) Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
    Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Five Star Stories from Gropper Press! 
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    The Classic Tale of Feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
 
    This book has forced feminization, forced crossdressing, gender transformation, sissy, teasing and denial, erotic spanking, pegging. 
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book! 
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    The Stepforth Husband ~ (46,000 words) Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    This book has female domination, feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, forced transgender and pegging. 
 
    Kindle and paperback.
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    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world. 
 
    This book has female supremacy, forced feminization, gender transformation, hormones, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, 
 
    Kindle or paperback. 
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    The Feminization Games ~ (35,000 words) Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial. 
 
    Kindle and paperback. 
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    Too Tough to Feminize ~ (30,000 words) Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    This book contains female domination, male submission, forced feminization, male to female transformation, cross dressing, chastity, pegging, and much more. 
 
    Kindle or paperback.
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ (34,000 words) Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    Kindle or paperback.
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
 
    This story has power exchange, feminization, cross dressing, sex spells, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, sensual mind control 
 
    Kindle.
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
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    Save money with SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    An extravaganza of Feminization, including experiments in feminization, forcible feminization, and much more! 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
    This book contains forced transgender, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, bisexual, lesbian, breast growth. 
 
    Kindle or paperback.
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    The Lactating Man ~ Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on. 
 
    This book has feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, small penis, pegging. 
 
    Kindle.
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    The Were-Fem ~ Rodney is a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney is cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon. 
 
    This book contains supernatural sex book, erotic punishment, gender transformation short story, forced transgender, demon sex, blackmail, deals with the devil. 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic sissy, brassiered, humiliation. 
 
    Kindle.
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    My Neighbor Feminized Me ~ Jerry has a problem. He likes bras. One night his neighbor catches him stealing a bra, and, uh, doing something in his pants. 
 
    Now she’s taking Jerry on a trip. They are going to spend a weekend in the mountains and get to the bottom of his ‘problem.’ 
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic sissy, brassiered, humiliation. 
 
    Kindle.
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    I Gave my Man Boobs ~ Henry and Dawn lived a good life, but Dawn wanted a little more. Unknown to her, so did Henry. Dawn was determined to get what she wanted, but what would Henry get? 
 
    This story has feminization, breast growth, hormones, transgender, pegging, chastity and cross dressing. 
 
    Kindle.
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Girl ~ In this hot and horny tale, Martha gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it! 
 
    So starts a steamy tale of lust and perversion that ends with the greatest sexual experience in the history of erotica. 
 
    This story has feminization, female domination, cross dressing, gender change, transvestites, teasing and denial, sybian 
 
    Kindle.
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    The Feminine Vaccination ~ Bob decides to get the COVID vaccination. Barb decides not to. What they don’t know is that something is hiding in the vaccine, and Bob is about to start turning into a woman. Will Bob find happiness as a woman? And will Barb stay sane after she finds the truth about the vaccine?” 
 
    This book contains forced gender transition, feminization, submission, shrunken penis, pegging, breast growth, dominant wives. 
 
    Kindle.
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    The Feminization Curse: Don’t Mess with the Witch! ~ Tommy and Jenny are living the good life, until one day Tommy grows a chest and loses his package. This sets them off on a collision course with a dreadful witch from their past. Mrs. Morrison cursed Tommy 20 years previously, but the curse is not what Tommy expects. He is about to get the shock of his life, a shock that makes him turning into a woman look like a small thing. 
 
    This story has power exchange, feminization, cross dressing, sex spells, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, sensual mind control 
 
    Kindle.
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    We Made Him Our Fem Boy ~ Jason is working his way through college when a trio of women make him an offer: ‘Do what we want for the summer, and we will pay your way.’ At first Jason thinks it’s weird, then he thinks it’s great, then they put boobs in his chest and everything gets weirder. Will Jason make it through the summer? Just how fem are the women going to make him? 
 
    This book contains forced feminization, male chastity, crossdressing, orgasm denial, teasing and denial, dominant wives, pegging. 
 
    Kindle. 
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    A Witch Feminized Me ~ Liam is a nice guy, who helps a witch, who helps him. Now Liam is changing into a woman, it’s going to to happen in ten days. Will Liam be able to fight the curse? Or does he want to? 
 
    This book contains feminization, gender transformation, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, forced-bi, shrunken manhood. 
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    The Great Gender Revolt ~ There’s a new mutation for COVID, and Joe has it! In the space of a week he becomes a girl. Jesse loves Joe, and she is determined to protect him, even though he is a girl. Joe, however, has other plans. Who is going to win this wacky battle of the sexes. 
 
    This book contains feminization, sissies, submission, power exchange, dominant wives, pegging, forced gender transformation. 
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    Big Femme ~ He doubles in size overnight, the women of the local church want him, the men hate him, he’s going to turn into a woman, and he’s about to start a new religion; The Church of the Big …. This is the wildest, wackiest story of manhood and transformation and the ultimate religion there ever was. But don’t believe me. Just come on in and start worshipping what really matters. 
 
    This story contains big penis, gender transformation, forced femme, cross dressing, dominant wives, female domination, sex change operation. 
 
    Kindle.
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    A Man Caught ~ Johnny and Janet are happy, except that Janet has a mysterious job. Johnny follows her one night. He gets caught by the members of a very special club. Now Johnny and Janet have to join the club. And the things they have to do will change them forever! 
 
    This book is an ongoing series as Johnny and Janet are forced to explore the terror and degradation of a secret sex society! 
 
    WARNING: This book is not for Sunday school teachers or other moralists. Please, grown ups only. 
 
    Kindle. 
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    Listening to Sex ~ Janet is being driven insane by sex, and Johnny is learning that discipline is piercing.  
 
    This book is part of an ongoing series as Johnny and Janet are forced to explore the terror and degradation of a secret sex society called ‘The Third Gender.’ This volume is titled…The pierced Man 
 
    This book contains bondage, BDSM, feminization, breast growth, dominate woman, and more, more, more! 
 
    WARNING: This book is not for Sunday school teachers or other moralists. Please, grown ups only. 
 
    Kindle. 
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    ‘Silithia’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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