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STOWAWAY

to a Perfect World

by Rebecca Rafferty

There was this big argument on the space stationdock. I did my usual disappearing act into the shad-ows and grinned at the participants. The girl waspretty, very pretty, long, dark hair falling across herface. She pushed it back, showing off the thin, dia-mond bracelets she wore. Out in Trajan�s Rift, ofcourse, diamonds are as common as asteroid dust buta scoop of them could buy a rough passage to OldTerra where, on what you had left, you could live thelife of a stationmaster, or so I�ve heard, in conversa-tions I�ve listened in on.
�We have to go back there,� the girl was insisting,her thin arms quite bare as she tried to pull the big guyback towards the docking slips. �Marten, we have acontract with your father ��
Surprise! The guy slugged her, laughing as the bru-nette bounced off the deck, exposing panties andlovely, dark-stockings on very feminine legs. I�m a legman I must admit. I�d seen this girl sway down the
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dock before on her high heels. She always wore them,as slim, attractive girls do. I almost jumped out to takeon the guy treating the brunette so badly.
Then, I heard some men shouting and the sound ofrunning feet in the distance.
�Oh, look, Karen!� sneered the guy the brunette hadcalled Marten. �Here come the guys you�ve been sleep-ing with, instead of me.�
�You said you never wanted to sleep with me again!�the beauty screamed, getting up, blood, darker thanher lipstick, pouring from her mouth. �We�re divorced!Are you too drunk to remember?�
Marten made a gesture as if to hit his ex-wife again.I�d have broken cover and confronted him, no matterthat I was only as tall as she was, and probably lighterthan her as food was getting hard to swipe on AverillStation.
�I�m going to find myself a real woman!� Martenshouted at the woman who cowered beneath him. Hetook something out of his pocket and threw it againstthe deck. It smashed into several pieces. One, the larg-est piece of an identity clip, skidded right up to my feet.
�You can go back to your pervy bum friends!� the bigguy roared. He took off running before the girl�s boyfriends, if that�s what they were, reached him.
�Are you all right, Karen?� asked a slim, ath-letic-looking guy while his companion, bigger andmuscular, breathing a little more heavily, came to astop and glared down the deck.
�I�m all right,� said the brunette, with a shaky smile Ithought was just gorgeous. I think the first guy did aswell as he put his arm about her and cuddled her tohim. He helped her to her feet. The bigger guy retrievedher high heel. They said something about Cinderellaand a shoe fitting which made the girl named Karenlaugh as she daintily stepped into the shoe that hadcome off.
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�Marten�s gone, Bretton,� she said, slipping her arminto the bigger man�s so that she held onto both men,limping a little, grimacing, as she walked. �He threwhis ID at me and it smashed all over the place.� Shegestured daintily at the floor of the deck. �And we�ve anundock call for the fifth of mainshift!�
�That�s Xander�s problem now,� said the big man.�Trash that one was, Karen. I know you only marriedhim to get off Perfect. But you should have married meor Devis,� he indicated the grinning, smaller man.�We�d have been willing.�
�You should have asked me,� a smiling Karen saidwinsomely. �But April wouldn�t let me get my hands onDev, you know that! And besides ��
The rest of the animated conversation didn�t reachme as the threesome went off down the dock. I waiteduntil I couldn�t hear Karen�s heels clicking on the me-tallic surface of the deck and slid out of the alcoveformed by several LOX containers. I had to crawl onmy hands and knees but I finally found all the pieces ofMarten Sellars identity. It only took me ten minutes tomake the ID clip usable. I was able to read the name ofthe ship Marten had just deserted.
The Rimrunner Princess had an undocking time, ineight T-hours, according to Marten�s clip. Yes, Averillwas one of those stations that kept to the old ways ofmeasuring time in Terran units. I think it made themthink they were so superior andmore civilized than therest of the rougher worlds of Trajan�s Rift.
The first thing most inbound ships did was to adjustto local time. Most offworlders like this Sellars carriedclips that converted station time to ship time. I guesssince I had his ID and his ship time conversion, Mar-ten Sellars wasn�t going back to the Princess. Whichmeant an open berth, for someone like me, a stow-away.
I had to get on that ship, whatever it was, passengeror freighter, or both, as most ships were. Yes, I wasnimble with my fingers, probably with my mind aswell. I�d survived the death of my birth ship to pirates,
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finding my skills with small electros, faking IDs, mask-ing myself from system scans, really useful. I�d hoppedfrom ships that traded with pirates to legitimate trad-ers and then to planetary stations.
I don�t know why but I�d always found it uncomfort-able to tell anyone about how I came to be where I was.I found it easiest to pretend I was a Slug, someone�suseless kid, dumped on a station for the station tohave to look after. I could snivel a bit and actually beput on the station Slug List, the Welfare Roll, but I did-n�t want the kind of forced labor, that getting your foodon cred, meant you had to do.
It was easy just to pilfer what I wanted. I could usejust about any handheld and make it do something forme, charge to the previous owner�s account, or pay afood or bar bill. But sometimes, if I kept a �lost� item toolong, security would come looking for me, as they wereon Averill. I could have kept this Marten guy�s ID andraided his ship�s credit banks if I wasn�t already beingsought under two different IDs I�d used. I had to get offwhat was an orbiting trap for me.
But I�d have to do it in eight hours, less, as I had tounderstand how this clip worked before I used it. If Ijust took from the Princess�s credit banks, the shipwould be called and I�d be in big trouble. No, I didn�twant a security search to find me as Marten Sellars.They�d probably space me without a suit if theythought I was a real criminal, an identity thief, and notjust a petty pilferer, as I�d been called before.
I had to get off Averill. I�d pilfered just a little toomany times from the fifth rate eateries along DockingDeck. I�d actually walked into a trap at Tootles and waschased by a frigging Robosec. Luckily, I�d learned be-fore how to beam instructions into the asses of thosetinboys, that�s where their brains were placed, and so Igot away. But at least one guy at Tootles had seen me,which meant that soon, if I kept stealing as I was,there�d be a real hunt for me. They would know, too,what I looked like.
The Rimrunner Princess was an old mixed-jobfreighter, an Outbounder V. Had passenger quarters,
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said the Info-guide I contacted as Marten Sellars,shorthaul usually, longhaul if you could take a coupleof T-years in space in a metal casket. Personally, Icouldn�t.
Twenty-one light years, the docking permit in-formed me, to Perfect Station. Well, it had to be betterthan the imperfect one I was on, I thought, setting upopposite Devis, the sentry at the entrance to the Prin-cess. I played with the Marten Sellars ID and awaitedmy chance to move.
It was a girl who distracted Devis. It would have tobe, wouldn�t it? I heard the click of her high heels, thesound of her laughter and the protest of some guy whowas with her.
�I told you,� I heard a girl saying in a most seductivevoice. �See, we undock in three hours and there�s Dev,who�s been calling me to report for the last two.�
�Come on, April,� called Dev from his watchpost.Yes, I thought. That�s it. Go out. Meet and greet herlike a good, little watch officer! Dev did exactly that,getting into an argument with April and her new boyfriend, I gathered, about the little time she had left toboard. They were so concentrated on one another theydidn�t notice Marten Sellars check in at the watchpost,enter the Rimrunner Princess and disappear into thehold behind main entrance.
No one posted on the inside. Very sloppy, I laughedto myself. It was so easy. I was Marten Sellars. I hadaccess, from the consoles on every deck, to all the re-cords of everyone on the ship. Nine men and five girls,a bigger crew than I�d expected.
I heard a man talking to a woman above me. I didwhat I�ve done twice before in my little career as astowaway. I used some of the electronics I�ve made oracquired. I was a �package�, the electros in my shoulderpads, shoes and knee pads informed the scan. I satdown and didn�t move in the passageway into the farhold.
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�Bretton� led yet another woman down the ramp Imight have gone up, down to a passageway where pas-senger cabins were situated. He stopped not fifteenfeet from me and pulled the red-haired girl to him. Shewas smiling at him, her face exquisitely made up.
�Oh, Brett,� she murmured, flinging her armsaround his neck. He pushed her back against thebulkhead, gyrating his body against hers. �Whateverbrought this on?�
�Seeing you looking so beautiful, Del,� Brett whis-pered to the girl, caressing her hips, pulling her tightagainst him. Their lips locked together as I sat andtried not to move a muscle, nor to breathe loudly, asthey went at it in the hallway.
Del�s leg was up around Bretton�s, trapping him toher. He freed one of her breasts, kissing it most enthu-siastically.
�April�s on dock. We have the room to ourselves,�murmured �dear Delores�, stroking Brett just as muchas he was stroking her. His hands lifted her skirts,showing me her lovely, black, silky panties and herwomanly thighs.
I sighed in relief when the pair of them kissed andgroped their way through a doorway one of themlocked behind them. I was sort of sorry to see them goas all the heavy petting and endearments were turningme on as fervently as the lovers. �I just love coming in-side you, Delores,� Bretton had said and, �I love thefeel of you inside me so much,� she�d said to him, roll-ing her head in ecstasy as her kissed and fondled herbreasts again.
I heard a noise from the outer entrance. A laughingApril came in, clinging to Dev as she did. Her long,flowing mane of blonde hair gleamed in the light as sheand the guy who�d been on watch outside groaned andmoaned as they kissed one another with such passion.
�Oh, bother,� said April sweetly in a lovely sopranovoice. �Delores is in the suite. It�ll have to be the mat-tress if you want it now, my darling!�
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�After working me over, filling me with jealousy ofthat patroller lunk?� asked a husky-voiced Dev. �Idon�t know why I fall for your games, April, I reallydon�t! But you know I can�t stop now �til I have you,have you again, and probably again.�
�Promises, promises, big boy,� April crooned to theman with her, turning and wiggling her tush againsthim. �I know you haven�t had a girl in ages which iswhy I�m taking pity on you, my hero!�
Dev was laughing, saying something about a hus-band. �A marriage of convenience,� murmured April asshe started undoing Dev�s clothing, �to get away fromPerfect." She giggled. �And now we�re going back any-way!�
I tried not to look through the spaces betweenloaded items in the front of the hold, but I couldn�tmove back as they danced past me, arms locked to-gether, like their lips, and fell into a space I�d regis-tered as one to hide in.
Thank goodness I hadn�t done that. The two fell ontoa mattress of some sort, quite high, maybe a stack ofthree. I could hear them going at it as any man andwoman would have. They paused, April�s pretty blousebeing draped over a case, his uniform top joining herclothing, followed by his pants. I saw April�s legs abovethe case. Her stockings and bra were draped on the topquite neatly by her lover before he descended on herand her laughing mouth, cutting off whatever she wassaying.
I looked away before realizing there was a mirror, afull-length mirror over the �mattress� they�d stretchedout on. It was dark but I could make out April�s thin,girlish arms clinging to Dev�s bare back and neck. Myeyes quickly became accustomed to the lack of light. Ismiled as I was aroused myself watching them makelove, the girl so pretty and rounded in all the rightplaces, I could see. She quivered and shivered as shewiggled her breasts against Dev, not even looking up atthe mirror as her eyes were closed in bliss.
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Devis was completely naked, I noticed, but April stillhad her panties on. Dev was playing with her, kissingbetween her legs. She squeaked and drew his mouthonto her panties. She must have perfumed herselfthere as Dev kept murmuring how wonderful she was.He could do this forever, enjoying �the flowers in hergarden�.
�Oh, Dev,� murmured April, her voice flushed withemotion. �Please Dev, don�t tease me so! I want you in-side me! I want you now!�
She started to take down her panties. Dev finishedthat task, slipping off something else, too, some tapeshe�d worn beneath her panties. That�s when I sawsomething rise from her that I�d never seen on any girlbefore. I blinked hard and rapidly. I gasped and wassure they�d heard me; but they were too much into lov-ing one another. They couldn�t hear me over the in-credible noises they were making.
Dev lifted April who put a pillow beneath her thathelped her tush rise, her legs way up and around Dev,allowing Dev to thrust himself into April�s tush andshowing me what I still couldn�t believe, a pecker on agirl! She squealed in a little girl�s voice and begged himto do her like that, �yes, just like that!� She began tobuck up and down as Dev wriggled his body over hers,her little breasts being kneaded and caressed as awoman�s should be.
I watched in shock and amazement. I�d lost sight ofthe penis. No, not Dev�s. That was going like a ramrodengine into April�s tush. No, the other penis I�d seenhad been hers, April�s, and, yes, there it was. Dev wassqueezing it hard between them and she was thrash-ing around on the mattress, begging him not to easeoff.
It didn�t take �her� long. She shrieked and cried, hug-ging and kissing Dev as the two of them made love. Ishivered more than �she� did. I watched two men mak-ing perverted love, I knew, and couldn�t take my eyesoff the pair. She was so like a real girl, this April, even if�she� was a man.
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Dev must have known it but it didn�t seem to makeany difference to him. He filled her, I�m sure he did, asshe went into feminine spasms on the bed and kissedDev ferociously. Her generous, reddened lips must bebruised, I thought, as she kissed him forcefully. Fi-nally, she released in a furious climax that had herspurting all over Dev as he was releasing inside her. Hequivered on top of her as they kissed and petted franti-cally as if they were a real man and a real girl.
When they slowed, they didn�t stop cuddling and ca-ressing. They kissed and kissed, their tongues oftenexposed as April received just what any woman mighthave received from a man. Wow, she worked on Dev soseductively, ensuring their lovemaking continued. Devhad her again and finally a third time. I faded back asfar as I could behind the package rack, sure theywouldn�t see me as I�d seen this perverted couple, somany times.
April�s legs and panties were quite close to me. Imight have been able to reach over and touch them,not that I dared. Dev kissed and caressed April�s legsenough, however, for me to know they were femininelysmooth and scented and �worth the visit�, as Dev saidto his �woman�.
I wondered if April was a �drag queen�. I�d heard theterm before. Dev kind of confirmed it as he raised thematter of the guy outside. �You were being really dan-gerous with that patroller, April,� he said to her, trac-ing out and caressing her breasts and nipples, nib-bling on them as they lay together.
�He only walked me down the dock,� said a laughing�girl�, her voice beautiful and soprano-like.
�He wanted into your panties badly,� said the youngwatch officer, stroking his girl�s thighs again with histongue. It sent her into a fit of trembling. She lifted andturned to let Dev mount her from the rear.
�You know I wouldn�t let any stationer do anythinglike this to me,� said April, pressing back into Dev, wig-gling so eagerly that Dev grimaced in ecstasy, I saw, ashe fondled and kissed �her�.
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I thought I�d be trapped by the deviate lovers foreverbut suddenly there was a chime. Dev reached up andpulled down his pants for his ID.
�Since you�re down there in the hold, Dev,� said astrong man�s voice, �could you and April check on stor-age items we have in the holds?�
�We can do that,� April said with a giggle. �Anythingfor you, Xander, anything at all!�
�April!� said the strong voice but there was a laughin it. �My wife is right here beside me. Con is listeningin as well and giving me a really black look!�
�Your wife doesn�t love you enough, darling Cap-tain,� said April with a pout as she trapped Dev withher lovely legs and wouldn�t let him up. �And Con, if hereally loves me the way he says he does, he wouldn�tleave a girl like me all alone for so long I have to turn toDelores�s castoffs to get a little male attention.�
�Goddesses, woman,� said a gruff voice. �Isn�t half adozen times at the end of alterday shift enough foryou? You went dancing with Fane who�s staggeringdown the dock now. If one of you two down there couldmanage to put some clothes on, please let Fane in be-fore you check the hold for some parcel of Marten�s. It�sshowing up on Inventory. We�ve no idea up here whatit is.�
�Fane can wait,� giggled April. �Devis has more toshow me, something to make me feel so-o-o good. Oh,oh, he�s found a new position to have me, Con, darling.Oh, you have to try this with me first, darling, beforeDel learns of it. Oh, Dev, that�s marvellous. Oh, do me,do me, like that. Oh, I love you, my darling Dev.�
I watched the two of them writhing together. I didn�tsee anything new in what they were doing. They werejust doing it all again but with much greater intensity.I waited. There were chimes again which the ruttingcouple ignored. I glanced at the way they were makinglove but Dev�s body covered up a lot. April�s legs wereso high again. She was squealing all the time as Devseemed to intensify whatever he was doing to her tush,
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his mouth glued to her breasts as the two made ferventlove.
The chimes started again. Dev finally kissed andkissed April, working himself free of her. �Hurry back!�she murmured as Dev reached for his pants and wentoff somewhere as the chiming went on.
There was a noise then from the front of the ship. Iheard Dev�s voice as he returned with another man.�Delores has Brett at the moment. I rescued April onthe dock,� he said, bringing the other man into themattress bed area. �I have to do something for Xandernow; so if you want your wife ��
The other man said not a word. He just began strip-ping off his clothing before climbing onto the bed andinto April�s loving arms. It began again. Another mancupped April�s lovely, feminine breasts, whisperingcompliments to her, having her, penetrating her tushwith his penis, while April clung to him and writhedfrantically beneath him. I think �she� had another vio-lent orgasm. It was just like those I�d seen sometimesin women, real women, that is. April didn�t seem to befaking, not with the emissions I could see appearing allover her stomach.
I finally crawled along the passageway, listening toDev repeating numbers into some kind of recorder. Icouldn�t evade him forever; so I did the only thing youcan do on an Outbounder. I went into the life supportsystem, the air exchange super-piping.
I tried to listen to what the ship was doing. Withwhat I�d seen crewmen doing together, and the cap-tain, that Xander, whoever he was, condoning it all, Ithought I should get off the Princess.What a pervertedship it was! I grimaced as I thought how apt that namewas for what I�d seen.
�It�s moved off,� I heard the Captain say as I tried tocheck Marten Sellars� tracker. �Don�t worry any fur-ther, Dev. I�ll get my wife onto it. She�s been lazingaround for cycles and doing nothing but looking beau-tiful and making love to the captain of this bucket. Sheneeds something to do.�
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I eased along life support until I was at a transferpoint between decks. A small console was alive. Howsloppy, I thought again, with no-one in the life supporttube working on repairs. It showed the cabin belowand the one above. Above wasn�t so bad. A woman satthere, a strikingly beautiful woman, with long, goldenhair. Her beautiful legs were crossed I could see. Sheworked on some kind of console.
Below me, I could spy into the inside of anotherroom. The spyhole was over a bed. Bretton and thered-haired Delores, were going at it. I felt the templesof my forehead begin to throb as I clearly saw that Delhad a penis the size of April�s. She and Bretton weremaking love, as April and Dev had, as if they were manand woman. They ignored completely Delores� penis.�She� must be some sort of male pervert! Yet, �she�, he,was being treated totally as a woman by a member ofthe most perverted crew I�d ever seen.
The gorgeous blonde woman, alone above me,picked up a cup, drinking from it, studying her con-sole, reminding me I was hungry and thirsty. I neededto go up a level where, according to the scheme postedbeside the console, there was an exit through a screeninto the kitchen where the golden woman in her darkblue dress was sitting.
I moved quietly, looking through the exit screenfirst. The table was empty, the woman gone. There wasan aroma of coffee and something else, some kind ofbaking. I spotted the cakes or muffins on a tray by thedoor, abandoned. I undid the robot hatch and slid outinto the room, my mouth watering.
�A stowaway!� said an amused voice over my shoul-der. Someone swished behind me, moving as if out ofthe wall itself, blocking me from the exit I�d opened.�Yes, Xander, a parcel that canmove as fast as this oneisn�t a rat, not at all. It�s a rather young man, I think,with a lot of intriguing electronics about him that sayhe�s a parcel and also Marten Sellars.�
I stood there all that time while the beautiful, exqui-sitely made-up blonde spoke. I stared in awe at her. Fi-nally I shook myself free of the spell she�d put on me.

Page - 14

STOWAWAY BY REBECCA RAFFERTY



She didn�t need the stungun she held in the folds ofher shimmering dark blue dress.
�My name is Jennifer Burton, the captain�s wife,�this most perfect woman in the world said to me sosweetly. With what I�d seen in the other rooms, cabins,on this ship, I was aroused as a man should be, just atthe sight of her, the quivering of her long, blonde hair,the swishing of her dress and her lovely, beautiful,feminine voice. �Who are you?�
�M-Marten Sellars,� I said to her. The blondelaughed and shook her head. I loved the tinkle of theintricate long earrings she wore.
�You aren�t a bumptious idiot,� Jennifer said with alovely smile at me. �So you can�t be him.� She flickedher hair to one side and pressed a device to her head.�You can go ahead, Xander. By the look of him, thisyoung man is as anxious to leave Averill as we oncewere to leave Perfect.�
�Perfect?� I said stupidly. �But that�s where you�reheaded, isn�t it?�
Jennifer Burton sighed. �Yes, we have a contract tofulfill,� she said. I could sense her fragrance now. Iloved it. �We don�t have to like it, though, do we? Whywould you want to stowaway for Perfect, Marten?�
�Anywhere is better than Averill,� I told her with alittle tremble.
Jennifer laughed at me. �I don�t think you�ll say thatonce we�ve turned you over to station authorities onPerfect,� she said, her lovely pink mouth curving in asmile.
�Then let me off here on Averill,� I said quickly. �Youaren�t undocked yet.�
The ship swayed as the last grapple was withdrawn.The Rimrunner Princess was on its way out of Averill.Somehow, every ship I�ve ever been on seems to do thatsway when clear of a mooring and free to engage en-
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gines. I hate that awful floating feeling that threatensto overcome me.
The hatch opened. The captain, I guess it was him,came in with Devis, who swore when he saw me. I wasexpertly frisked. They found and took everything fromme, even the stuff I�d had onme for over a T-year whichAverill Security had never found.
�Put him in the brig,� said the captain to Devis. Thecaptain had his arms about the beautiful blonde, mak-ing me feel so jealous. I wanted to be touching her ashe was. I wanted her to be looking at me with the ado-ration she was showing him, the man who�d called herhis wife. Jennifer, I repeated the name silently. I�dnever heard a prettier name for a girl before.
�Come with me, kid,� said Devis, smiling ruefully atme. �And tell me how you got by me.� He actually pat-ted me gently on the shoulder. �You look like you�velost a lot of weight, Marten Sellars; so let me find yousomething hot from the galley.�
I stared at him as he winked at me. I went meekly tothe brig and Dev was as good as his word.
As I ate, Dev asked in a most friendly tone, �Fromwhere you were, you must have seen April and me?�
�Is she one of those tranny things?� I asked him. Devgave me a genuine smile.
�Kid, you�ve got so much to learn,� Dev said with an-other grin. �April is a girl, a perfect girl. I just want towarn you. She�ll come onto you, so will Delores, andmaybe Karen. You�re not a virgin, I hope. So, let me as-sure you that Perfect girls,� it occurred to me then thatthe word �Perfect� was describing the station theseso-called girls came from, �on this ship are not going todisappoint. You wouldn�t, either, if you were a girl likethem!�
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*****
�How do you know he isn�t a plant?� the older guyinsisted as he cuddled his long-legged wife in his lap,letting her kiss his neck and ear. �I wouldn�t put it pastClements to have sent someone like him out here. If hemade those electronics himself and put Marten�s IDback together, he�s downright dangerous! He�s proba-bly a saboteur!�
�If you could just stop boffing Abigail for a momentor two, Rafer,� said the captain softly. The couplebroke apart as Abigail slid down onto the couch besideher husband, smiling at me as if she knew how herwomanly behaviour was turning me on.
�This kid doesn�t speak with a Perfect accent,� saidthe captain. �He doesn�t know the first thing aboutPerfect and its, well, its most peculiar customs.�
Abigail looked at me with interest. Her husband,Rafer Baron, took her hands in his, as if he was jealousof me, or any man, looking at her. She looked delightedby his response and cuddled up to him, caressing hishands in hers. Abigail Baron was one of the most femi-nine women I�d ever seen, in how she dressed, how sheresponded to her husband.
�We�ll put him to work in the galley, Abigail and me,�Jennifer, the captain�s wife, suggested with a sweetsmile. �That�ll keep him away from your project, Rafer.You can keep watch over it if you like. Abigail can comedown and share the mattresses with you when you�refeeling lonely.�
�We have to check the cryo-units,� said Raferabruptly, standing up. �I still say we should space thestowaway before he sabotages what this trip�s allabout!�
�It isn�t just about bringing the project back to Per-fect,� Xander, the captain, muttered, ushering hissparkling wife ahead of him, out of the galley. �Well,�he finished, his wife�s hands in his, �our new crew
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member hammocks with the rest of the crew and doesgalley duties to earn his passage to Perfect.�
�Where,� said Jennifer, �we�d better make sure tokeep him on board.� Jennifer, stood with her husbandas he had his arm about her. He had that look in hiseye which meant they were about to vanish and makelove for a while as everyone on this perverted ship did,on duty or not.
�You are not to go on leave on Perfect, Marten,� thecaptain said. They were all calling me �Marten� as Ihadn�t told anyone my real name. I didn�t want them tolaugh at the girlish name, Bell, my parents had givenme. �You stay on this ship,� Xander said as his wifetugged on him, making me so jealous of him. �If youwant, we�ll let you off on Onyx, where we go, next.�

*****
April and Devis were in an argument at thewatchpost, April telling Dev in no uncertain terms shewas going to meet her friends on Perfect station. Therewas nothing he could do about it as she was a marriedwoman. She had rights. Then, she giggled at him andbacked away. Dev followed, trying to reason with her.
Listening to �her� made strange feelings rise insideme. I was used to April and Delores taking off with var-ious members of the crew. I�d begun to think of both ofthem as women even though I�d seen the proof theyweren�t. But no-one else on this perverted ship seemedto care what they were or what they did with othermale members of the crew. Putting it bluntly, theywere having sex with just about every man on the shipas far as I could see. So was the other dark-haired girl,the long-legged Karen, who�d once been �married� toMarten Sellars.
I�d retrieved a bit of information here, a bit there,aboard the Princess, which was a pretty well run ship,save for its sex practices. April and Delores both of-fered themselves to me on the two cycle run into Per-

Page - 18

STOWAWAY BY REBECCA RAFFERTY



fect, laughing at my frantic shaking of my head as Isaid, �No!�, quickly.
They laughed when I was nice to Karen. �He doesn�tthink that you�re a girl like the rest of us,� April said asshe poured tea, her lovely breasts bouncing. It wasnerve-wracking to work with her in the galley, watch-ing her being so girlie. They�d let me out of the brig onleaving Averill space, treating me as one of them, and,as Jennifer suggested, put me into the galley to work.
April�s remark made me look carefully at the beauti-ful, long-legged Karen who studied me in return.�Don�t believe everything you hear from these jokers,�Karen said. I didn�t. I�d probably have gone with her, tofind out who was speaking the truth, but Con, the al-ternate captain, poked his head into the cabin andcalled for her, Karen.
Karen shrugged and smiled nicely at me. �You hadyour chance,� she�d said to me with a sweet, femininesmile that turned my insides out. I�d wanted her evenmore than I had when I�d first seen her, arguing withthe real Marten.
But she�d gone off with another man. We didn�t seethem for two shifts. I mooned around the kitchen,wishing I wasn�t such a wuss. I should�ve grabbed her,Karen that is, and had her in her cabin where Con wasdoing her, I was sure. Abigail and Jennifer were nice,sympathetic to me, but were both in committed rela-tionships with other men. They wore marriage rings aswomen did in some parts of the Rift. When they weren�tlooking, I swiped kitchen gadget spares and had newIDs, as Marten Sellars and Devis Alderton, ready forthe time when we docked at Perfect.
Of course, I was absolutely forbidden from settingfoot on the docks there. �Oh, goddesses!� I heard Aprilscream as I casually walked past the watchpost thatrecognized me as an outgoing Marten Sellars. I washalfway to the passenger elevator before I heard herscream. �That idiot boy is going on-station!�
Devis called after me but my slow, unconcernedwalk alarmed no-one and gave me too great a lead on
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him. I got into the express grav-lift and was off at thefirst deck stop, Double R, right into a group of girls,giggling and dancing along the passageway. One prettybrunette grabbed me in a waltzing dance, her perfumeheavy and intoxicating.
�I�m Roxanne,� she simpered at me, pressing herbouncy, little boobs against me. �I�m going to be danc-ing in the Femina Burlesque tonight! Come and seeme, darling man. I�ll be really good to you!�
Several of the girls, all with exquisite figures likeRoxanne�s, squealed at her for being so forward. �We�reall dancing in the Femina tonight,� said a blonde withshoulder-length, wavy hair. �Any of us will show you agood time tonight, you, whatever-your-name-is.�
�Marten,� I stammered as another blonde put herarms about my neck, her vividly madeup eyes spar-kling as she began to kiss me with soft, gentle, femi-nine lips. �Marten Sellars.�
�Oh, that�s a terrible name around here!� said ared-haired girl, who seemed a little older than the oth-ers. She wrinkled her thin, pretty, little nose andpouted at me. �You�re not related to the Stationmaster,are you?�
�No,� I gasped. �I, I�m just off an off-world ship!We�ve got station leave!�
�What are you doing down here?� asked a laughingRoxanne. �You should be on Delta or Gamma decks,spending all your credits on girls like us! Come to theFemina, Marten, next shift, and see us all. I�m the girlin the dark blue bikini and feathers. If you come up tothe stage, you can tip me and touch whatever youlike!�
�I-I�m a leg man,� I managed to gasp.
�So was I,� said Roxanne as she took my hand andran it over the outside of her short skirt and down herlovely, smooth, stockinged thigh. She kissed me quitepassionately, as if she was starved for male attention.An older girl, Stella, broke us apart as I was fondling a
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shapely female just about wherever I could put myhands. She wasn�t stopping me at all.
�Roxanne,� said the laughing Stella. �You�ve mussedyour lovely hair and lipstick. We have one more routineto go through. Agnes isn�t going to be pleased withyou!�
So, as quickly as I�d been covered in girlish atten-tion, as quickly it went away. The girls were hustled offto some dance rehearsal. I was left dazed and aroused,thinking how I was going straight to the Femina Bur-lesque as soon as I could raid the Princess ship ac-counts as Marten Sellars.
I laughed to myself as I took a slower, viewing car upto Gamma deck. The Devis identity ought to be goodfor a great time at the Femina Burlesque, whateverthat was. I was surrounded by kissing couples on theviewing car, most not interested in the magnificentview of the Nebula and Trajan�s Rift, never mind theglowing planet downbelow.
�Looks beautiful, doesn�t it?� asked an older lookingman, who�d followed me onto the car on RR Deck. Hewas smiling, studying me as I sat by myself as he did.�There�s a prison labor camp still down there,� he indi-cated the glowing planet. �Very few survive three offour T-years down, not on the face of the mines, asthey call them. The girls sent there survive, of course,but not the guys.�
�I�ll make sure never to visit,� I said to the guy ear-nestly.
�Your first time on Perfect?� asked the older manwith a friendly smile as the little tram swooped aroundthe outer circle of the station and came to a gentle stopat a watchpost.
�Yes,� I began, freezing as I saw the Security stepinto the car I was riding. A stunner covered me as I gotup to move to the other exit. It was being held by theolder man who�d been talking to me.
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�His ID says he�s Marten Sellars,� the older guy saidto the blue-uniformed men who snapped manacles onmy wrists. A few of the couples raised their headsbriefly to see who was being hauled away but, whenthey saw it was me, someone they didn�t know, theyquickly returned to petting and kissing.
�Can�t be!� said a blue-uniformed Sec. �He was asbig as me. He�d be drunk by now if he was on station!�
�And whoever saw Marten Sellars without a girl onhis arm?� laughed the second man as the other twonodded in assent.
�Two girls,� suggested the older man. �This onecame off the Rimrunner Prince, I bet.�
�It�s the Princess now,� said the blue Security whohauled me out of the car onto a short platform whereanother car, dark blue like his uniform, awaited me.All three of them laughed at some joke I didn�t under-stand.
�This little guy, whoever he is,� said the older guy,frowning as he worked the ID clip I�d made, �is for theJudiciar, right away. Hey, says here he�s DevisAlderton. That�s the ID of the guy we caught chargingalong Docking, trying to scan every bar on that level!�
I�d begun to tremble as I was bundled into a securitycar. It turned inside the station along a chute that ledto well-appointed rooms, a government office, Iguessed, many well-dressed people bustling about onimportant station business.
I was dumped onto a seat beside a furious DevAlderton. �You idiot!� he yelled at me as Security guysgrinned at him. One tested Dev�s shackles. They wereas firm and unbreakable as my own, holding him inhis chair.
�Be nice now, girls,� said one of the scruffs as theystrolled away. We were left in the busy hallway, Devand me.
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Dev�s face had gone white. He looked so scared. Ididn�t know anything about the downbelow prison butlooking at Dev�s face made me begin to think I was go-ing to be in some place akin to Hell.
�I�ll take the blame for you, Dev,� I began, knowing Iowed him. He�d been really kind to me as I workedaround the ship. He didn�t even blame me for slippingpast him onto the Rimrunner Princess. I wonderedwhat he thought of me escaping him again. �It wasn�tyour fault ��
�Keep your mouth shut!� hissed Dev furiously, star-ing at me. When he spoke again, it was in his usualfriendly, bantering tones. �You know nothing, you id-iot! The last thing I want to be is a girl, even if you don�tcare about that at all!�
�What �What are you �?� I began as there was asudden commotion at one end of the office. Jenniferentered the security post. I think every scruff in theplace was surrounding her. Most were smiling at herand offering her things like a comfortable chair,drinks, and stuff. Dev looked quite relieved and nod-ded to me as if our problems had just become muchless.
Jennifer crossed her lovely legs in her short skirt asshe sat down. The lovely, brown-haired Karen came inafter her; with an older man, in a sort of the stationuniform. He seemed fascinated by Karen. I could seewhy.
�For a newbie on station,� I heard Karen saying per-suasively as the older man nodded his head, �in mytime here as a clerical, there was never a charge unlessa crime was committed!�
�Impersonating,� said a taller, grey-haired oldstercoming out of the inner office. He had armed body-guards fanning out in front of him. The guy with hisarm about Karen faded away immediately. All around Isaw heads going down. I shuddered as I recognizedpower when I saw it. This must be the Station Judiciar,the head of Security forces here on Perfect.
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There was a triumphant smile on the lean man�sgrey-toned face. �His IDs proclaim him to be both Mar-ten Sellars and Devis Alderton, at the same time,� hesaid in a mocking tone to Karen and Jennifer, who�drisen gracefully to stand beside her friend. �It�s quitean interesting program that produced those names,the AI states. The device this Marten possesses has al-gorithms we don�t use in security. Seems like we will,though, in the future.
�Oh, Karen, how could you forget Marten Sellars?You were, after all, married to him.�
The vidscreen on a far wall began to show a pictureof a woman in a white, bridal gown being paradedthrough station passages to wherever she�d spend herwedding night with the man she�d married. When shemoved her veil aside, it was definitely Karen in thelovely, off -the-shoulder dress. The guy, laughing withher, holding her, was the big guy who�d beaten her upon Averill Station.
�I divorced that Martin Sellars �� Karen began.
�This Marten is guilty of identity fraud,� said theJudiciar with a smug smile. �That means we revoke hisright to choose what becomes of him. He and thisDevis, if we�ve got the right man, can work side-by-sideon the face, downbelow.�
�And what is Devis charged with?� asked Jennifercoolly. �Trying to do Security�s work for it?�
The Judiciar stared at her. He looked absolutelyshocked.
�You�re a girl!� he snapped while the men aroundhim moved uneasily. �No girl, even if she is a famousactress, is allowed to speak to a man like ��
�According to the law you�re sworn to administer,�said Jennifer calmly, while beside her, I could see Ka-ren getting very distressed, �you shouldn�t abuse amarried girl as you�re doing, Judiciar Clements, or youmight find, after the next cycle election, that it�s you
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who occupies a punishment cell, not one of my hus-band�s crewmen.�
At that moment, Xander Burton made an impres-sive entry into the Security offices. A guard tried to im-pede him but was thrown away as if he hadn�t even laida brawny arm on the captain at all.
�What are you doing to my wife?� Xander stormed.The Judiciar�s bodyguards were useless. They lookedat the Judiciar, I saw in astonishment, as if theyagreed with Xander and wanted the answer to thatquestion as well.
�You need to discipline your wife on how she speaksto a man!� snapped the person I�d have called a judge.�She confronted me! She confronted a man! That�s notproper, girlish behaviour!�
�I�ll be the judge of my wife�s girlish behaviour,�snapped Xander, his eyes glittering. He moved besideJennifer and put his arm around her waist. She lookedup at him in adoring fashion. My insides gave a littleturn as I recognized love and devotion when I saw it.
�Anyway,� said this judge with a grimace, �your wifehas already convinced me, Captain Burton,� there wasa sneer in his voice, �that you can have your crewman,Devis Alderton, returned to you. I�ll expect a two thou-sand credit bond for future good behaviour by anyonefrom the Rimrunner Princess,� he exaggerated thename as well, �but Marten Sellars, since he�s divorcedyour sister, Karen, has to go back to his punishmentcell.�
There was a big argument as Devis, at first relieved,and then, frowning in concern at me, was let free.
�I told you,� said Rafer Baron whom I hadn�t noticedcoming into the room with his attractive wife, Abigail.He sneered at me as if I was something distasteful inhis food. �I told you the little saboteur was one ofClements�s spies, didn�t I? He wants to get him backand find out what stage we�re at in our project!�
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Abigail was tugging on her husband�s arm but thetwo older men started yelling at one another all aboutlaws and legalities. Everyone just looked on, mouthsagape, even the supposed bodyguards.
The last thing I heard, as I was taken out, was Abi-gail saying, �Oh, James,� to the Judiciar who wasscreaming at her husband. �Can�t you see that thisstation has to change? We girls have to have more inour lives than just making love to the men who are sowonderful to us! We�re not pretty dolls to be broughtout on display at parties and compared one to an-other!�
I was hauled away, in the silence that followed Abi-gail�s impassioned remark, by the older man who�dtrapped me on the viewing car. He deposited me in awindowless room, a prison cell, I supposed, where timepassed really slowly. I think a whole shift had gone be-fore the older man came back. I was dragged, in mana-cles still, in front of the Judiciar.
�I don�t know who you are,� he said, looking fiercelyat me. �I do know that you�re not any saboteur in myemploy. Your shipmates, though ��
�They�re not �� I shook my head. The Judiciarsmirked at me.
�� won�t pay twenty thousand credits for a uselessstowaway to be returned to them.� I gasped at theJudiciar. Twenty thousand credits! I could buy a part-nership in a space-going vessel for that!
�So, this project of Baron�s,� the judge went on. �Didyou see the uterine replicators? Did you do anything tothem?�
Uterine replicators? They were for women who did-n�t want to have babies from their own bodies! Whatthe heck was he talking about?
�I see that you haven�t any idea what Baron and hisdratted wife think they�re going to do here on Perfect,�said the Judiciar smugly. �But if I paid you, would you,could you, Marten or whoever you are, infiltrate the
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Princess and wipe clean all the samples Baron broughtback with him?�
Before I could answer, the older man said, �They�realready gone, all of them, to Baron�s shipyard. A labwas built while he was gone. Only way to stop him nowis to have a patrol ship open fire on his place!�
�Pity,� said the Judiciar to me, staring at me. Iwouldn�t have done the sabotage he was asking me todo, anyway. They�d been fine to me on the Princess,Dev most of all among the guys, all of them really, es-pecially Jennifer and Karen. �Well, if you�re really astowaway, it�s the tube and no spacesuit for you. Sotell me you�re a stowaway, Marten Sellars. We�ll applythe penalty that�s been the law ever since we were firstoverseeing the prison camp downbelow.�
I stared at the judge and the now silent,white-haired man who�d brought me from my cell. �So,you�re Marten Sellars,� smirked the judge, �becauseyour ID says you are. And previous laws apply, Mar-ten. You have no choice any more on what punishmentis chosen for you.�
�I don�t?� I blurted out nervously.
�No,� laughed the Judiciar. �Mallow says you don�tunderstand Perfect at all. So, here�s a history lesson,Marten. This station was built to hold prisoners, thosewho�d work downbelow in the mines. As with all pris-ons, only men were assigned here. No women. Whenthe prison was closed, we were all left here with noth-ing to do but try to make the mines a working proposi-tion.
�Our forefathers did that, but there was one prob-lem. We still have it, no women here on station ordownbelow, none at all. So, we decided to make ourown Perfect girls. You�ve met some, already, on thePrincess, haven�t you, Marten? Or didn�t you know?Jennifer thinks you�re really naVve but we shouldn�thold that against you. In your little jaunt around thestation, no-choice Marten, you met more Perfect girlsand still you didn�t clue in. Put the promo on forAnnabel, Mallow.�
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I choked at what the judge called me. The promowas one I�d seen in the distance but not with sound.�Wouldn�t you like to be just like us?� the strikingly at-tractive, blonde Laura was saying.
�Come on over to our side,� a brunette, just aspretty, flicking her long hair behind her huge earringsgirlishly, pouted at whoever was watching the promo.
I thought that they were nurses, working on a pa-tient. But the �patient� was a guy. He was shaved, soquickly because of time-lapse photography. I couldn�thelp gasping, as I chilled inside. He was dressed in fe-male underwear, put into a dress, female makeup anda wig.
�Come and join us, like darling Melissa here,� saidLaura seductively as Melissa swirled in her prettydress and high heels. �She� was hugged by Suzanne,the brunette. Melissa, how could �he� stand such aname, seemed really proud of �herself�!
�Don�t you want to be a girl like us, too?� pouted Su-zanne, twirling herself to show off her lovely, girlish fig-ure.
�Here, at the Perfect Girls� Salon, you can begin yourjourney into girliness,� said a smiling Laura.
�You, Annabel, won�t have to pay for any of this,�said the Judge smugly.
�Come on over to our side, like Melissa,� Laura wasgoing on, �and really experience life as a Perfect girl.You know you�ll love it. We do!�
�You can�t think I�d want �� I began, cold shiversrunning through me as I stared at these perverted oldmen in front of me.
�You�ve no choice, Annabel,� said the Judiciarsmugly. �You came back and are still under a punish-ment order for what you did and said to Jennifer Bur-ton. You can�t insult girls like that on Perfect, Annabel.No, I have to apply a punishment, which could be ajourney to the mines.
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�But Annabel Smith, I�ve chosen a way out for you.You�re chosen to be a girl. No, don�t thank me.� I was-n�t. I was screaming at him in terror. �You know you�lllove it. Look at Jennifer, Abigail and Karen. They allchose to be girls and love being wives and girl friends,just as you will, Annabel Smith.�

*****
I was in shock, catatonic. I was hustled out the backof the office. I learned much later that argumentsabout me were still going on. The Stationmaster hadbecome involved as the identity I�d stolen was that ofhis son. I might have put up much more of a fight, if I�dknown, but I didn�t. Mallow walked me, shackled, pro-testing in fright, into what I thought was a brothel.
I was still in shock at the thought that every womanI�d met, like Roxanne, was a primped-up guy like me.Jennifer and Karen, even Abigail! They were girls bychoice which meant they were really men! My mindreeled at the thought of those girls having penises likemine. Oh, but Del and April did! I�d seen them!
�A no-choice girl for you, Cynthia,� Mallow said toan older, orangey-haired woman, who ran the brothel,I supposed, with a shudder.
The woman didn�t turn a hair at seeing a youth likeme being called a girl and being thrust at her, myhands still in manacles. �Does she need those?�Cynthia asked.
�She�d look pretty good in black leather with them,wouldn�t she?� asked Mal, referring to me, as thewoman was, as if I was a girl.
�I�m not a girl!� I said hoarsely. �I don�t want to comeover to your side!�
Cynthia smiled. �We�ll keep them on for a few days,�she said lightly. �She�s heard the Perfect Girls� Salonpromo?�
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�Yeah,� said Mal. �Mind if I have a little visit withwhoever�s not out and about, Cyn?�
�Fifty creds,� said the woman with a smile, puttingher hand out.
�You�ve put your prices up again!� protested Mal.�Hey, I�m a bloodhound now. Annabel can tell you.Picked her right off a viewing car!�
�It�s Juliet who�s next on call,� laughed Cynthia.�And she sets her price, Mal. I just get the house ex-pense, five. You can afford her, Mal. Or, I could dressup this Annabel and let you teach her what she has toknow to be a woman.�
I think both of us screamed, �No!� But Mallow wasgrinning at me. I was blushing in embarrassment atwhat the woman was saying. I had to find a thin wire,and get myself out of these handcuffs. Or a nail file. Iquivered as I thought that there must be lots in awoman�s establishment like this.
�I�ll go visit Juliet,� said Mallow, grinning at my hor-rified face. �Some day, Annabel, you and me, fireworksand rocket ships in bed.�
�I�ll slit your throat first,� I told him hoarsely, want-ing to throw up.
Both Mal and Cynthia laughed at me. Mal hauledme, scared out of my mind, to a bedroom where hechained my manacled hands to an embedded ring.
�Look, kid,� Mal said to me sympathetically as Istruggled and seethed. �I�ve seen a lot of girls like youon this station. My advice is always the same; lay backand enjoy what�s done to you. You�ll enjoy being a girl,you know. I�ve seen much worse than you, doll. Karenwas like you. When I meet her now in Sunfall or a club,I have her for free, all shift long. She�s not a girl whoever says �No� to a guy as well equipped as me.�
�That�s, that�s perverted!� I sputtered, pulling on thechain. I couldn�t get free. Mal disappeared, laughing ashe went.
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I�d time to think about what would be done to me. Ishuddered as the promo ran through my mind. All thewomen on this station were men. Goddesses! There, Iused the oath used by perverted �women� aboard thePrincess. Jennifer was from this station! And Abigail!And Karen! April and Delores had talked about Perfectmen and the clubs they missed. The men on the Prin-cess had promised to take them to new shows on EDeck, the place for real entertainment, I was led tothink, on Perfect.
But all those girls, the beautiful captain�s wife,Jennifer, so in love with her husband, and so kind tome, Abigail, older but so fashionable in her tight skirts,and Karen, all long legs, tanned, in stockings all thetime and such high heels, they were men like April andDelores. And all the men on the Princess, real men thatis, had treated them as if they were women! It wasn�tgoing to happen to me!
Five women finally came into the room where I wasmanacled. Cynthia advanced cautiously. �If you runwhen I let you out of your manacles, we�ll have toknock you out with drugs. That will go into the reportsI make about Annabel Smith to the Judiciary andAdmin,� said Cynthia. �It�s better to have reports thatsay how co-operative you are. That way, Admin doesn�tbother checking you.�
I couldn�t help a scowl. Yes, I was going to run justas soon as I could. Cyn�s womanly face frowned at me.
�Didn�t you came in with Karen on the Princess,Annabel?� asked Cynthia as I spluttered at what shecalled me. �She�s back under Admin now she�s notmarried?�
�I bet Effington�s searching all over the docks to findher and check her out,� said one of the girls in a long,black negligee. It parted and I could see long, lovely,smooth legs. She laughed as she saw me looking atthem.
�Naughty girl,� �Sarah� said to me, closing the negli-gee about herself, her painted toes peeping out, thepolish matching that on her long fingernails. �You
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can�t be a lesbian on this planetary station, Annabel. Itisn�t allowed!�
�Don�t tell her that!� protested Natasha, shakingwhite blonde hair over her shoulders. �She�ll be no fun.It�ll be a cycle before she loses her virginity! We shouldtake advantage of our little cherry!�
�Girls!� snapped Cynthia, sighing. �Just when I wastelling Mal I didn�t allow kinky behaviour in my estab-lishment.�
The girls hooted at her. I looked fearfully at them as Iwas freed from the manacles. They were so girlish! AndI was under orders to be just like them! I shuddered yetagain. I didn�t see an Adam�s Apple anywhere. I had aprominent one. They could call me a girl but I wasn�tgoing to fool anyone for two seconds, even if I wasdressed up and my face painted.
�The first thing we�re going to do, Annabel,� saidCynthia, �is bathe you and do your hair. That�s whyRose is here. She has her own hair shop. You�ll be go-ing there for your beauty treatments but, otherwise,we keep newbie girls on the premises. What do youthink, Rose? She won�t need a wig, will she?�
The vividly dressed brunette leaned over me. I foundmyself immersed in a flowery perfume that made mylegs tremble. Rose was exquisitely made up with thelongest eyelashes I�d ever seen on a girl. Like the oth-ers, she had long, shaped fingernails, only hers were adark plum color.
�Is it the fashion where you come from for both gen-ders to have long hair?� asked Rose in a lovely sopranovoice. She ran a hand over the thick hair gathered atmy neck, making me shake with pleasing emotions.�Oh, I can do a lot with this girl, Cynthia. She has suchthick, coarse hair. I love it like that. It will take such alovely, feminine cut and styling.�
�I don�t want �� you touching my hair or anythingelse, I wanted to say, I tried to say. But Rose�s femininefinger closed my lips with a touch.

Page - 32

STOWAWAY BY REBECCA RAFFERTY



�Don�t say things like that,� Rose whispered to me asfive pairs of feminine, madeup eyes regarded me insympathy. �We�re monitored here.�
I was shushed all the time as I tried to resist beingfeminized. I did try, really I did, but I became a girl. Ibecame a maid in Cynthia�s Salon. I was dressed indainty women�s clothes, wobbling around the place infishnet stockings, and a short, frilly dress, serving thegirls refreshments between the trysts they had withmen.
It was a brothel but the girls didn�t work exclusivelyfrom Cynthia�s. There were any number of escortswhom she arranged dates for. Two girls, Samanthaand Natasha, worked full-time in the office keeping re-cords of who was going where and howmuch they wereearning with the men they �escorted�.
�Newbies, Annabel,� said Cynthia, re-arranging myfrilly, emasculating dress and panties, after the weird-est sleep I�ve ever had. I�d thought I was a real girl! Itmust have been brought on by the nightie I had towear, especially the bow tied beneath my artificialchest, making me feel, each time I moved, as if I reallydid have breasts. Goddesses, I was sore, too, where I�dbeen zapped with an animal probe any time I didn�tstand, move or swish like a girl.
�Newbies always start as frilly-dressed, sissy maidsto the girls" Cynthia decreed as I suffered girl�smakeup and hair styling by Rose.
So I was a �sissy� maid. My makeup made me sowomanly that I couldn�t believe it was me I was lookingat. I had eyelashes, false ones, like Rose�s. Eye makeupseemed to make my eyes twice as big and ten times asvivid as they were before. My lips were a dark pink,plummy color while my face was smooth and creamy.My eyebrows were almost non-existent. Oh, it was soawful to look like a pretty girl!
My hair was what changed me so much. Rosewaved, curled and cut my hair until I had a woman�shairstyle. I couldn�t take it off. I could only brush myhair which fell into place again, a thick bundle of curls
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at my neck, feminine bangs across my forehead. I don�tknow how my curls could be that long as they hadn�tbeen that way when I was a guy. As Annabel, I quakedat my soft, curly hair, a maid�s cap and ribbons pinnedthere, making me look so absolutely girlish.
My fingernails and toenails were painted as if theywere on a girl�s hands and feet. And, yes, I worewomen�s underwear, a pad pulled very tightly over mymale parts to hold them between my legs while girlishpanties really covered me. I trembled as I wore a girdlewith garters that held up my fishnet stockings.
I�d tried so hard not to let them put such things onme. They�d giggled, Natasha, Samantha, Sarah, andElisa, as they held me down, held my waving legs, putthe stockings and garter belt on me and fastened themto me. They ignored all my beseeching them to stop.Oh, �my dress� humiliated me even more!
The maid�s dress didn�t cover my tush or the front ofme but it didn�t have to. I wore frilly panties that madethe dress float out femininely on either side of me. Oh,how I rustled as I tried to walk. How silly I felt when Ilooked into the long mirror and saw the girl I�d become!The sleeves were small and puffed, black as was therest of the dress but the neck was high.
I had to wear a black velvet collar to cover my throat.A little, frilly, white apron shaped my waist, as did thepadding put on me, beneath the frilly, demeaningdress. For the first few days, I was manly aroused, justlooking at the girl I�d been transformed into. I felt thefrilly dress about me, my legs so bare in my garter beltand fishnet stockings. If I�d met �her�, me, I�d havestroked her as men did to me, if I could.
I had to sashay, the girls said, in heels that got pro-gressively higher. I shivered, feeling so awful, swishingand swaying effeminately, humiliated all the time. Ihad to mince into the girls� dining area and serve them,and their men, who always fondled me, reminding meto dip properly, as if I was a real Annabel, when serv-ing. The �girls�, oh, they looked, and sounded, so real,praised me for girlish things I did well.
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Cynthia and her �girls� coached me in what to do,how to speak, as a girl, even the words girls used. Itwas �marvy� to be like them. Juliet was the one whomade me gush girlishly over little things, making meswing my tush or swish my skirts in excitement over anew perfume or a lipstick.
It was amazing how the girls changed with menaround, fawning all over them. They let men touchthem in so many embarrassing ways. Men pawed me,as well, particularly my tush, fondling me, making mequiver in embarrassment all over. I wanted to tell themI was a man like them when they asked why �thispretty, little thing� wasn�t available to them.
�I can�t do this,� I gasped to Cynthia after having oneman run his hand right up my leg, over my tush andpanties, before pulling me against him. I could feel hiserection! Juliet came to my rescue, even though shewas entertaining another guy. I couldn�t believe howmeekly each man went with her. Ooo, she�d led each ofthem away, her tiny hands about their male erections,evident at the front of their pants. I could never dothat, touch a man there! My mind reeled in disgust atthe thought!
�You will, Annabel,� Cynthia said, so blasé, as if itwas quite normal for me to be treated so girlishly.�There�s a tourist ship in, on alterday. We could reallyuse you, if you felt you could take a man to the obser-vation deck.�
�What for?� I asked before I thought about it. �Oh!� Iblushed at Cynthia�s knowing smile.
�Some guys like newbie girls,� Cynthia saidthoughtfully. �They think that girls like Rose, Sarah,and me are just too girlish. They like girls like you,Annabel.�
�No!� I screamed at her. �I�m never �� I was onlywaiting for a chance to find some electronics I coulduse, find a new ship, and get away.
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�No,� said Cynthia, pulling a face. �You don�t have achoice, do you, Annabel? I should be grateful youhaven�t run yet, shouldn�t I?�
Cynthia looked at me intently. I felt very guilty. Ihoped it didn�t show on my face. I�d gathered a fewtools in my room. I�d even told myself that, when Islipped away, I�d shift between man and girl, so no-onecould track me again. But thinking like that, made mehot and cold all over. No, I couldn�t do that. I was aman. I could never, ever, be a woman, not even if Idressed and looked like a party girl as I did now, all thetime.
�Why don�t you take those drinks to my room,Annabel?� Cynthia asked me. �Take the rest of theshift off. You�ll find Mallow there, waiting for me. He�sthe kind of guy I�d like you to have, Annabel, for yourfirst but he couldn�t afford your virgin�s price." She�dopenly discussed with other girls what my price wouldbe for making love to another man. It would never hap-pen, I wanted to tell her. �Mal knows how to make a girlfeel like she�s having her first time again, every time hedoes you.�
�I don�t �� I began shivering, feeling so ill inside atthe thought of a man, who knew I was �Marten�, kissingme as if I was a girl. I�d never kiss him back, I�d said atthe thought of any man kissing me. Juliet had zappedme and told me I must. I was a girl now.
�Not tonight,� said Cynthia with a smile. �Tonight,Mal�s mine. I just have to arrange with Sarah to takeover and fuck the scruff behind the Security Screen.We don�t need him scowling at clients. Serve him be-fore you go to Mallow, there�s a good girl, Annabel. LetCaptain Angus caress your pretty thighs, and arousehim for Sarah!�

*****
At last, it got through to me. I had to get off this per-verted Perfect station now! I�d sat gingerly, femininely,
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with the Security lout. He�d wanted me to �be nice� tohim, stroking my smooth, feminine leg, snapping mygarter, showing me the surveillance of the other girls�being nice� to their men.
�Do, do they know they�re being spied upon?� Igasped at him. Angus sat me in his lap like a girl as westared at a wall, full of views of men making love toother sweet, girlie men. The mirror views showed timeand again that the women, lieing beneath or beside themen caressing and kissing them, had male genitalsjust like the men they were making love to. Goddesses,I wanted to be sick! I�d seen the same things on thePrincess, but that was only one girl at a time. Thisoverloaded all my senses with horror.
Cynthia was clearly a man as she snuggled up toMal who loved touching �her� manhood, constantlyplaying with it. This is what she wanted for me? Ugh!Mal aroused �her� to wriggle beneath him, put her legsabout his back, she bucking away with him as he pen-etrated her. When they�d both come, an intense kiss-ing session followed between them as they thankedone another for the indecent pleasure they�d enjoyed.
Juliet, Samantha, Natasha, Elisa, even the stylishRose, who�d arrived with an older man in uniform,were all men who enjoyed being made love to aswomen. �Just look at these two,� chortled Angus, theman who wanted to stick his thing into me, trying toposition my tush, in my frilly waitress skirt, over hiserection as if, by doing that, somehow I�d be aroused tohave sex with him. He wanted me to pretend I was agirl and do with him what one special girl in Cynthia�sSalon was doing.
The girl was sitting on this guy�s lap. I watched hergently lubricate the man�s staff and ease herself overon top of him, smiling as her long, black hair fell overher shoulders and about her breasts. He caressedthem as she rotated gently on him. She covered hermaleness with her panties and padding. Watching herbounce and grimace as he thrust up into her, was likewatching a real man making love to a real woman.
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Sarah came at last and plucked me off Angus�s lap.�She isn�t ready for a man like you yet, Captain,� shesaid, lifting her dress and pulling down her panties, re-vealing to me something I didn�t want to see, that therewasn�t a real girl on Perfect anywhere. She made medrink what she�d brought me. I felt groggy right away.
I wiggled to the couch as Sarah and Gus made lovein the chair, groaning and moaning, making the chaircreak and protest at whatever they were doing. I heardthe flapping of skin against skin as they made out. I�vegot to get out of here, I screamed at myself, my handsfalling on my stockinged legs, my hair caressing myface.
The senior girls had drugged me from the start. Icouldn�t avoid it. I dozed, watching �women� on the wallscreens making love to men. Sarah shifted the per-spectives. I couldn�t see the girls� penises any moreeven though I knew they were there.
A refreshed, elegant Cynthia awoke me, the screensall blank with just the desk console flickering over sev-eral rooms showing several men and women, couples,wrapped in one another�s arms, sleeping together.
Juliet was in the shower, what a gorgeous nude, fe-male figure she had. She was soaping her breastswhen aman, as naked as her, joined her. She smiled athim over her shoulder as he caressed her breasts andbetween her legs. She jumped as I think he enteredher. She was laughing as she protested something,then all girlish, in her movements, as she acceptedwhatever the man was doing to her.
�Good girl, Juliet,� laughed Cynthia, switchingthrough other sleeping couples, bare breasts abound-ing. �That will cost her man extra if he doesn�t give hera really nice tip and I don�t mean of the sexual kind.�She turned to me, sitting up in my maid�s uniform andfishnet stockings, my hair feeling in disarray. �Sorry toknock you out again last night, Annabel, but Mal andme, well, I just had to have him last night. I was readyfor a good man for a change.�
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�Did, did you know you were being displayed upthere?� I squeaked at her. My voice was always thatway now. �Do the, the other girls,� there, I�d said it,flushing as I said what I had been trying not to ac-knowledge even though it was what they called them-selves, �know they�re being watched as well?�
�Of course,� said Cynthia, grinning at me, as I wob-bled to my feet, my high heels so tight and high. �We�renot the Sunfall or Touch of Silk here. We accept anyman who wants an escort or couldn�t get a girl in E andF hotels.
�So we girls, you and me, Annabel, need security.There�s always some bozo off a trader who doesn�t be-lieve the rules. That�s why we keep security on call.When you�re fully an escort, Annabel, there�re a fewother defences you�ll have as well, in case you comeacross a real animal.�
�Girls get hurt here?� I gasped at her, quivering ev-erywhere at the thought that I might soon be a girlishescort for a man. I had to get away!
�Nothing we can�t handle,� said Cynthia crisply.�Now, Annabel, I want you in street dress today aswe�re going out, you and me, shopping. It�ll be nice toget out of that outfit, won�t it? When we�re out, menhave to behave well to girls or they�re in trouble.� Shelaughed impishly. �They could even end up here as agirl themselves, as you did, if the Judiciar�s in one ofhis bad moods.�
�Like he was with me?� I asked miserably before Ithought of it.
�Oh, someone small and thin, with a pretty face andhair like yours,� said Cynthia with another grin, �wasbound to be encouraged to be a girl. You�ll see,� shesaid, hugging herself. �It�s nice that men are big andstrong. The only little ones are off-worlders. If theyscrew up, they end up in the salons or studios, will-ingly or unwillingly, as girls.�
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�I can�t believe this conversation I�m having withyou,� I said to her with a real shudder. Cynthialaughed.
�You should,� she said to me. �You�re a girl now,Annabel. You always will be.�
Oh, how I flushed at her words, feeling the frillypanties about me. I could feel my hair and my long ear-rings, and my legs in stockings � Oh, that was just soawful and yet I was in them, every shift now.
�Just wash up and put on some clean panties and abra,� Cynthia said to me. �Just a waist cinch with gar-ters and skin-toned stockings. We�ll call on Rose andget her girls to do your makeup and hair today. Then,we have places to go. I�ll show you how we live here onPerfect. It�s not all primping and swishing around inpretty dresses, making love half a dozen times pershift, though that�s nice some of the time. We girlshave other things we do. I�ll prepare you for them.�
I shuddered as I did each day as I prepped myselflike a girl. I had to or security would come in and makeme be a girl, demanding payment in kind for their ef-forts. I only saw it in a distance, what they did toLaura, a no-choice newbie like me. I could hear hersquealing. Oh, I didn�t ever want to be attacked asthose big men, amusing themselves, were attackingLaura�s tush. They told him he was a girl now and keptgoing until �she� sobbed that �she� was.
I washed my long hair, putting my long danglingearrings away, before adding the flowery studs to myears as Cynthia had instructed me. Cynthia and Sarahhad access to me all the time and thought nothing ofcoming in to instruct me on how to do everything like agirl. Even when I was in the shower, they�d instruct meon how to be girlish in washing and how a man couldtake me. The frilly, little girl clothing I wore? It wasthey who chose it for me.
I didn�t dare to take any of the paraphernalia I�dgathered to get me off Perfect some day. It was good Ihadn�t put anything in my purse as Cynthia checked.
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She removed the pads from my bra and just put tis-sues in there.
�You don�t need to be flaunting anything you don�thave today,� Cynthia told me as I shivered in the dressthat bounced and swished so effeminately about myknees. I felt as if there was a breeze on my legs as Iwalked, minced, I should say, as I exaggerated my fe-male mannerisms as Cynthia insisted I do in myopen-toed, white pumps.
�You can hear Annabel coming a day away,� said Sa-rah playfully while I blushed at her. I couldn�t look ather without remembering her jerking and thrustingherself against Garth while I resisted sleep on thecouch, within feet of where they were making out, shepretending she was female.
�She�s like me,� Cynthia said, �petite and feminine.�
Sarah laughed and wished us well in our shopping,telling us again that there was a lingerie sale at TheGirlie Store, whatever that was.
But my shopping wasn�t for panties, garter belts andbras that Sarah had been telling Cynthia I needed. No,first, Cynthia led me down the deck, past Rose�s to Up-per Gamma Deck where I was whisked into the PerfectWoman Clinic. I was cold as ice in the waiting room asthe screens all around me rolled promo after promo forthe Clinic and the procedures they carried out.
�I don�t want any of this!� I protested to Cynthiawhen she came back with a man in a doctor�s coat, apretty nurse beside him.
�I�m afraid Annabel doesn�t have a choice,� saidCynthia with a sigh to the doctor, showing him some-thing on her comm.
Behind him, an actress was showing what she�d haddone, a new tush, breasts that she called titties, facialfeminization, a nose job, nipple enlargement, and lipsmade so kissable with injections of some kind. Shewas smiling as the voiceover was saying how any girlcould be made to look more like her, Barbie Robbins,

Page - 41

RELUCTANT PRESS



as if that was supposed to mean something to me. Howwas I to know she was one of the most famous ac-tresses on Perfect, that her love scenes in films, madeon station, were the biggest of moneymakers, not juston planet, but in the export trade that kept this placegoing.
The doctor was concerned, I could see that. �No!� Itold him, unable to get my voice down where it shouldhave been, mannish and gruff. �I don�t want any sur-gery! I don�t want to be a girl! I�m a ��
The nurse clamped a mask over my nose and mouththen. I fought with her, but Cynthia was helping her.The doctor caught me as I weakened and lifted megently onto a trolley.
�I hate these no choice cases,� I heard the doctor sayas I drifted away.
�If you don�t report what went on here exactly,� saidthe smiling nurse, �you could be in my place next cy-cle, Larsey. You know girls like this one. I bet she de-serves to be one of us or she wouldn�t be sent here.�
Cynthia mumbled something behind the two ofthem as the trolley moved. My head swam as I washustled into what I knew was an operating room. I wasscreaming and holding on to my genitals beneath mydress and panties as I was rolled onto my side. The zip-per on my dress released me as a soft hand did thesame thing, to my bra.
�She�s gone,� said someone and I was.

*****
I think they kept me under for a whole cycle. I�ve al-ways been fuzzy on the clock and shifts at the best oftimes. I think I was kept under for a cycle asquick-heal takes time to work and they�d worked ex-tensively on me. About the only thing that they hadn�tchanged were my genitals.

Page - 42

STOWAWAY BY REBECCA RAFFERTY



They were the first things my girlish fingernailsreached for when the nurse ran ice over my eyelids andtold me, Annabel, to wake myself, anytime I wanted.
My hair was longer. I could feel it on my shoulders,making me shudder. I tried to talk but I was toohoarse. There was a tight bandage about my throat.That�s what had taken so long, I later worked it out. MyAdam�s Apple had disappeared! �Shaved down to noth-ing,� in the doctor�s words, when he proudly went overwhat had been done to me.
�Don�t try to talk, Annabel Smith,� the doctor saidwith a friendly smile. �There�ll be a therapist to startyou on a speech program but I�ll tell you we repairedyour larynx. You should find yourself, within a coupleof cycles, singing and talking in the soprano range.Who knows, youmight be the next Marie Remington.�
�Who�s she?� I croaked. The nurse sprayed mymouth and throat with cold, cold water.
�Don�t talk, Annabel,� said the doctor with a laugh.�You�ll only hurt yourself, my dear girl.�
Oh, how I shuddered when he said that. Then as Imoved, I found all the hair spread out on the pillow be-side me.
The nurse noticed, took my hand and stroked it. Ishivered in fear at what they�d done to me and howlong I�d been lieing in bed, being changed. �It�s hairweaves as well as a cycle�s growth,� Nurse SusanRozier said to me, a smile on her pretty, madeup face.She couldn�t be man, I thought. She was just too cuteand too feminine. �I had the same fear when I woke upthat I�d lost a T-year of my life. We�ve lightened yourhair,� she went on as if that was the most importantthing to me, �and highlighted it as well for you. Wethink you�ll like it. It�s really pretty!�
I shuddered and grimaced. I did not want my hair tobe lightened and long like a girl�s. I did not want it to bepretty. But that took second place to what my handsdiscovered as Susan Rozier, who�d gone through allthis, guided my fingers over my face and chest. The
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mounds there wobbled as she did that, sending allkind of hysterical fears through me.
The mirror she brought me showed me an entirelydifferent person to the one who�d been dressed as awaitress at Cynthia�s Salon. �Oh, gods, no!� I croakedas I looked at the long-haired, pretty girl, her face de-void of makeup, looking back at me.
My nose was so thin, and bobbed at the end. Mycheeks were rounder and my chin thinner. My lipswere fuller and shaped into a bow. My eyebrows werehigher because my eyebrows had disappeared. I wasflat there where once I had had prominent eye ridges.My eyelashes were thick and dark as if I was wearingfalse eyelashes but Susan told me I wasn�t.
My neck was thin and devoid of any bumps, evenwhen I swallowed. Susan smiled and gave me a drink.It seemed that my arms were thinner, my ears seemedto be pulled back and glinted with gold, several times,at my lobes. And they�d done something to my eyes, orwas it just the way my skin pulled on me now?
My nightie was transparent. Susan pulled it downanyway so I could examine the breasts I had. I couldn�tbelieve how they moved. I tried to sit up in a panic andcheck again beneath my panties. I couldn�t appreciateSusan�s compliments about how much of a girl I was,how I�d fit in with everyone else so wonderfully. I didnot want to fit in with other girls, I wanted to scream,shuddering, as I kept glimpsing the girl I�d become.There was barely any resemblance to the �me� I�d beenbefore, in the mirrors Susan held for me in delight.
�Your hips are wider, of course,� said Susan with asmile. �Your waist is a twenty-two now. Your tush ispadded on the inside and is so lovely! You�re going toneed a whole new wardrobe, Annabel, for your new,girlish figure. I hear you�re going into a show at theNebula. I�ll be along to see you when we release you tothem. There are a few post-surgery procedures I haveto follow up with several of the girls there.
�I hope you�re in the chorus line with Danielle andDebbie, my friends. They�re so outstandingly beauti-
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ful, just like you, Annabel. That�s why the doc gave youbigger nipples as you have to look good in the nude ta-bleaux they do at the Nebula. I don�t know how yougirls wear those headdresses with all the weight inthem. But you�ll look so beautiful as a showgirl,Annabel. My boy friend will want me to introduce youto him, I know, but he�s really nice. I don�t mind shar-ing him if you don�t mind that, either!�
I�d no idea what she was talking about. I knew I had�no choice� still. Someone in Admin or Judiciary hadmoved me from Cynthia�s Salon, from being an escort.Such a shiver came over me as I thought of working asthat, or as a waitress. Now I was a showgirl, a per-former, at the Nebula Burlesque, whatever that was. Amost exotically madeup girl was waiting for me to getdressed in a new bra, new panties and a new dress be-cause all my measurements had changed.
�Hello, Annabel,� said the Nebula woman, her blackhair pulled back tightly and held in a chignon at theback of her head. Long golden bands jiggled at herears, and were matched by gold at her neck, wrists andankles. She�d been waiting for me to be dressed as agirl, in stockings and high heels, my face clean and myhair all loose. Susan said that the woman was takingme to a beauty salon where I�d get, she said enviously,the treatment, whatever that was.
I teetered out onto the Deck in my high heels, thewoman�s arm firmly about mine. Girls passed us, go-ing about their business. A lot of guys, their heads on aswivel, looking at all the girls around them, as I wantedto, looked me over as well. I squirmed under the ap-praisals but the Nebula girl smiled at several whospoke to us.
�Just taking a new girl to her spa treatment,� shesaid several times to men who asked her for a �party�.�Catch us at the Nebula and we can arrange some-thing!�
So I staggered along, my mind stupefied, my chestwobbling in front of me. The thin dress swirledenticingly about my re-shaped, womanly legs, my haircaressing my neck. The Perfect Girl Salon loomed. I
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gulped a dozen times but it didn�t help. I was whiskedin. Two girls took me from the Nebula Burlesquewoman and I got the works.
I was naked for most of my treatments, numb withshock as the women treated me as if I was a woman,totally ignoring the obvious appendages I had. Only to-wards the end, every pore of my skin cleansed,depilated, perfumed, was a small pad put between mylegs, mymaleness gently but firmly hidden from view.
My clothing changed. The bra was intended to pushup my breasts and make them more femininely attrac-tive and it did. I�d have called the small, tight pad overmy genitals a thong. Certainly my panties were that.They spent hours on my hair and it became a mass ofcurls from the bangs on my forehead to my neck. Myface was exquisitely made up.
I could only stare in stunned amazement at whatwas done to me. My skin was so soft, my face had be-coming even more girlishly attractive. My eyelasheswere long and curved, so dark, while my lips weredarkly pink, glossy and much more prominent than Iever remembered. Even my teeth were changed, nowgleaming, evenly white.
Golden earrings dangled frommy ears as the girls atthe Pretty Girl Salon prepared me to leave looking verymuch like the exotic Nebula Burlesque woman whohad brought me there. I shivered in my new, garter beltand stockings as a dress that barely covered the topsof them was put on me, a deep vee in the black dressshowing off my expanded cleavage.
�This is the newest of fashions,� said one of the girls,checking that my fingernail gloss was dry. �We�re sell-ing the new shorties by the hundred from our bou-tique. Debbie is buying you a lot with your dress allow-ance, all new girls get that. Oh, I can so tell that you�refrom the Burlesque, Annabel! You have such a lovelytush as all the girls do there. Oh, here�s the promo foryour show!�
I was almost sick as I watched the promo for theNebula Burlesque, the shots of the girls on stage al-
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most all from the back to show off the rounded tushesall the girls had. There wasn�t much to the costumesthe girls wore but they were all smiling as they lookedover their shoulders at the camera person, wigglingtheir derrieres as they did so. They did all appear tolove being the pretty girls that they were.
�Is Annabel ready?� asked the woman who�d comefor me at the clinic.
I was helped out of the chair and forced to stand inmy impossibly high heeled shoes, if they could becalled that. The strapping was so thin and showed offmy deep pink toenails, gleaming just like my lips andfingernails.
The woman admired my hair, my dress and my fig-ure, so rounded and shaped like a woman�s. Her admi-ration gave me goosebumps. I didn�t want to be calleda �beautiful addition to our burlesque�. Oh, my legswere so bare and cold with hair all gone and no pantsto protect me. I crept out of the chair as the womantook my hand.
�Yes, you have the legs for burlesque,� said the smil-ing woman. �I�m Debbie, by the way, Annabel. You�ll bestaying with me for a while. Giselle, our manager, in-sists we girls room together. I have a spare bedroomnow that Annette has decided to get married and be-come a mother. Silly girl!�
�Become a mother?� I gasped, feeling an instant tuginside my panties. �How�How� It�s impossible � is-n�t it?�
Debbie took my arm companionably, laughed at meand had me take smaller steps and swing my hipsmore. We could hardly move with all the male atten-tion we received. I was frozen in terror at the sugges-tions made to us, men wanting to sexually penetrateme, they said in different ways, but Debbie onlylaughed off suggestions for trysts and parties.
�Come and see us at the Nebula Burlesque,� shesaid a dozen times. �We girls will work something outwith you and your friend.�
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I think I jumped a dozen times as hard male handscaressed my tush or circled my waist. Smiling malefaces peered into mine and told me how beautiful Iwas. A lot tried to kiss me. The first guy succeeded,making my temperature go soaring as his mouth, aman�s mouth on mine (!), took a good part of my lip-stick before Debbie pushed him away.
�At the burlesque, Arnie,� she laughed at the man.�Leave our newbie alone. Can�t you see Annabel is ter-rified of brutes like you?�
�She kisses really nice!� said the man who�d donethat. �Annabel. I like that name. I�ll come looking foryou, darling, on my off-shift.�
�Horrible tipper,� Debbie told me with a smile. �Turnyour cheek when they try to put their lips on you,� shesaid. �Didn�t they teach you that at Cynthia�s?�
�I, I wasn�t an escort,� I whispered as we mincedalong the deck, now busy and raucous as maindayshifts were released to find recreation along the docks.
�Good,� said Debbie. �You have a fresh, innocentlook that�s going to make Giselle put you out front in abunch of tableaux. You�re not a dancer or singer yet,are you?�
I shook my curled hair, my earrings really bobblingon my neck, filling me with girlish feelings. Oh, I hateadmitting that!
�Great!� Debbie went on. �Look at the crowd downthere. That�s for us in the Burlesque. We need all thegirls we can get to hostess tables after our turns onstage! Giselle�s picked up other new hostesses this lastshift. But you�ll be a big help, beautiful Annabel, if youdo what I do!�
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*****
I didn�t do anything for a shift but watch these girlswith incredible bodies perform on stage. �I, I can�t beone of you!� I exclaimed to Debbie who joined me, inthe security room.
She was still in costume, her legs covered withfishnet stockings, the tiniest of panties about, her bralittle more than pasties. Debbie still had thick makeupon her face, her hair pulled back into the tall, feath-ered headdress she wore.
�That�s what we all said the first time,� laughed Deb-bie. �It is intimidating, isn�t it? But it�s a lot of fun!Giselle said to teach you the strut we showgirls use.Oh, we�ll have you working in Showgirl Bar in no time.�
�I, I�m not an escort!� I gasped at her. Debbielaughed at me.
�Neither am I,� she said, winking at me. �We don�tget paid for partying with guests in the Showgirl Bar;oh, but they do give us marvellous presents some-times. And if you become exclusive like Annette, whoknows, you might end up married like her!�
�How, how, can she �?� I had to ask.
�Become a mother with the equipment she doesn�thave?� asked a giggling Debbie, pointing to a hostesssliding out with a guy into a reception room. Debbieadjusted a security measure. The couple entered aroom and immediately went into a passionate clinch.The girl wore a dress just like the one I was wearing.She bounced on the softie, the guy following her downas she clawed at his pants, setting his manhood free.
�Her first night and she�s right into it, isn�t she?�said Debbie approvingly, as the guy lifting the smilinggirl�s legs pulled her panties down, releasing her pad atthe same time.
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I shuddered as the man, who�d brought the �girl� tothe room, made love to �her�. She wiggled and wriggledas the man went down on her. She played with his hairas the guy was ejaculating in no time. Then, it was histurn to �blow� the lovely girl who was as manly as he,even though she looked so feminine.
�Well, that was interesting,� said Debbie, switchingto another room where a pair were locked in an em-brace, her legs about her man as he was gyrating like apiston as he filled her, the girl shaking as much as herman at being penetrated. At first, I thought it was areal girl being filled but the girl bucked and I glimpsedher male genitals as well. I shuddered as I looked backat the huge club with all the girls and the men attend-ing them. My head pounded as I thought of how theywere all girls like me, not real girls at all, Perfect girls,originally made to serve guards and important prison-ers here.
Debbie looked at me. �Doesn�t turn you on?� sheasked. I shook my head. �I said to Giselle you werefresh. You are, aren�t you, Annabel? You�re a virgin,aren�t you?�
�N-No,� I had to admit.
�I mean, a virgin as a woman with a man,� said Deb-bie. �I�d bet you didn�t even fuck a Perfect girl when youwere still a man.�
�No,� I said, quivering, thinking of Karen, April andDelores on the Princess.
�Ever been hooked up to a feelie?� asked Debbie.
�Hasn�t everybody?� I asked her flippantly, my teethchattering as my nerves collapsed as I watched, aboveDebbie�s head, the first girl we�d seen, satisfying herman. He�d undone her dress and exposed her breasts.She laughed, helping him put his manhood betweenher breasts. She squeezed them together as he becamestiffer and stiffer as she moved with him, smiling up athim, as he leaned down and kissed her fiercely. As hestarted again, she leant forward enough to kiss the tipof his manhood each time it was thrust forward.
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�That girl has read the handbook,� said Debbie. �Ihave to tell Giselle what she�s up to. She�s earned ahundred credits already. She shouldn�t give it awaylike that for the price of a room.�
I was forced to watch more scenes as other girlscame into more of the empty rooms. Some were awk-ward which some guys liked. But all the girls were do-ing whatever their men wanted, rewarding them withkisses and caresses that made me cold all over. Surelythey couldn�t expect that of me, but I knew they did.
I must get out of this place! I must fade into thebackground if I could. I caught sight of the girl thatwas me now, shivering as I realized that fading into thebackground was impossible now for a girl like me!
�Here,� said Debbie, turning from the security con-soles. �Put these jacks on.�
�What for?� I asked nervously, as she attached feeliejacks to my forehead.
�This is one of my favorite feelies,� said Debbie. �Re-ally, you should watch it with a man. It�s what youneed, Annabel, before you have your first male lover.That�s what happens in this feelie. It�s called The RedWindmill, with Jennifer Brace and Xander Burton. En-joy, Annabel.�
�But I know �� Jennifer and Xander, I wanted tosay, but Debbie tapped the feelie entry. I felt my bodyjerk as the feelie took control of me. I wasn�t me any-more. I was a dancer, a female dancer. Oh, the moves Icould make and how I trembled at the touches of themale dancers who let me know with their caresses howmuch they wanted me.
Oh goddesses, I was Jennifer! I could see in the mir-rors as I danced and rehearsed with Xander. Hetouched me and I could tell he liked me. We had hur-ried kisses in some dances. I was tingling all over everytime it occurred, wanting it to happen again!
I smiled as I danced and, letting Jennifer�s body, inthe feelie, take me over. I saw that body constantly as
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dancers worked with mirrors all the time. I saw what awonderful dancer Jennifer, I, was. I tried, briefly, to re-ject the role. If I was in a feelie with Jennifer, I tried toprotest, I wanted to be Xander, but I couldn�t flip. Deb-bie�s soft hands wouldn�t let me.
I was Jennifer. I was so pent up with emotion as themanager of the club in the movie wanted me, wantedme to be his woman and I hated him. Finally, I went offwith Xander who was so nice to me. He told me thatthis was where the big scene took place. We had tomake love but he kissed me gently, my insides flutter-ing as he told me the dark room was safe and nothingcould harm me.
I believed him as Jennifer had believed him. I let himdress me and take me from the area where the man-ager had tried to rape me. I was crying and lettingXander hold me and caress me, kissing him. We sat onthe bed and he agreed that this was where he was sup-posed to have me for the cameras.
�I want to do it,� Xander whispered to me as I shiv-ered against him. His mouth took control of mine. Oh,I passionately kissed a man, exulting that he wantedme as a woman. His hand gently caressed my tush andpanties against him as I quivered, letting him do that,letting his wonderful mouth possess mine.
�What if someone comes in?� I gasped. Xander as-sured me the place was locked. When I wanted thecrew to come in and film us, they could.
Xander stretched out beside me on the bed. I let himundress me, so gently. I objected but didn�t want himto stop and he understood that. Xander kissed myrampant breasts. I was on fire, writhing beneath him. Iknow I said I couldn�t, I wouldn�t, but I didn�t want tostop. I was in love with him! But I couldn�t let himmake love to me as if I was a girl.
Xander wouldn�t force me, Jennifer. He asked me ifI�d liked kissing him and caressing him so far. Ooo, Ihad. �So we�ll just go on like this,� he�d said, smilingdown at me in such a loving way. �We�ll stop wheneveryou want to, whenever you�re uncomfortable.�
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I wasn�t ever uncomfortable. I loved him slipping mydress and my undies fromme. I loved his mouth on mybreasts and then he slipped away my panties. I knewwhat he was going to do. Ooo, I didn�t want him to stop.Xander understood me perfectly. Even though I wassquealing, it wasn�t because I wanted him to stop. Iwas lubricated by him, had my legs about him, justlike a girl I�d seen somewhere before, but this was me,not her.
I kissed Xander Burton with all the passion I couldmuster. He �did� me, my legs flailing about him. Hethrust into me. Ooo, I loved him, crying and kissinghim, drawing him tight against me as I felt him fillingme. I erupted with feelings I didn�t understand. I waswriggling beneath my lover as he was coming insideme. Ooo, I loved it!
I felt him taking my maleness and squeezing it as Iscreamed. He was making me come to a climax as hewas, only mine must have been greater as I wasthreshing around on the bed, pinned by what he hadinside me. Then he exploded inside me and I couldn�thold back the torrent of emotions that swept over me.
I didn�t know if I was Jennifer Brace or AnnabelSmith. I only knew I was Xander�s woman forever. Iwanted him to keep on doing what he�d done to meagain and again.
My exit from the feelie was the worst thing that�sever happened to me. I blinked as I wasn�t in a man�sarms. I wasn�t making love to him. I wasn�t the girl I�dthought I was.
�It�s so great, isn�t it?� said Debbie from across theroom. How did my chair ever get so far back againstthe wall? �But I couldn�t do Xander Burton now even ifI was to meet him. It just wouldn�t live up to the pas-sion that comes across in that feelie, would it?�
�N-No,� I babbled.
�Well, shift�s over,� said Debbie with a smile. �Takethat feelie with you. We�ll find you a nice guy. The twoof you can snuggle down with it. I think it�s the best
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way to get into our business but Giselle doesn�t agree.She thinks anyone as beautifully female as you reallywants it. She doesn�t understand you�re a no-choicegirl.�
�Yes,� I said, my teeth chattering.
The stage show was over. Debbie had to go back tothe showgirl dressing room to change. I had to go withher, my senses reeling from the feelie I�d been in. But itwas Xander and Jennifer Burton, captain and cap-tain�s wife on the Princess, in that feelie. They werefeelie stars here on Perfect? My mind reeled again as Iswished after Debbie. Oh, I shuddered as I was intro-duced to the showgirls, partly dressed in bras and bi-kinis, chattering about the show.
�Welcome, Annabel,� said a gorgeous brunette in alilting girl�s voice as Debbie introduced me. �We�reoverwhelming at first, aren�t we? But we�re all girls likeyou. Soon, very soon, you�ll be a girl like us!�
I stared open-mouthed at all the womanly tushes inthe room, the breasts on view to anyone who justlooked and long, lovely legs that being stripped oftights. I was going to be like these girls very soon!? No,I couldn�t let them do that to me!
The �girls� giggled together, not trying to make mejoin them. I was glad as they were often completely na-ked, exposing their breasts, just like the ones I had!The bastards here had completely changed me! Thegirls wiggled out of their pasties and thongs, not caringwho looked at them, what they really were, before be-ing concealed again as the girls switched to �street�clothes. Some went off happily, femininely, on dates,some went off to the Showgirl Bar to meet men, andsome, like Debbie and me went �home�.
�Home� was a gorgeous showgirl�s apartment wheremy bed had a nightie awaiting me. My closet was filledwith girls� clothing. Every drawer revealed some itemthat was part of a girl�s collection of underwear or cos-metics.
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�Let�s do the strut before you go to bed,� giggled Deb-bie who�d accompanied me into my room. �If you heara ring, it�s my boy friend arriving. He�ll be with us forfirst meal of alterday shift. Just stay in your nightie forthat. Harris won�t mind. He loved looking at Annetteand those long legs of hers. He�ll be staring at yoursbut pay no mind. The guy has the serious hots for me.He wants me to do what Annette has. But I don�t wantto be a mother, not yet, anyway.�
�But how can �?� I began, a cold shudder makingthe extra flesh I had wobble and quiver. The doorbellmade Debbie run off. I heard her giggling girlishly noend through the door.
I finally had to go over and close my bedroom doorproperly, just as I heard a man�s voice saying, �Butdarling, I love you. Annette�s going to breastfeed and��
I shivered. I should have waited just a moment lon-ger, I knew. But I couldn�t open the door again. I had togo to bed as the whole shift was exhausting me men-tally and physically.
I�d done nothing to deserve this. I�d woken up froman induced surgical coma, undergone a debilitating,humiliating spa treatment as a woman, been mea-sured, primped and clothed as a pretty woman shouldbe from the skin out, more humiliation, and then I�dwatched girls who were really men performing sexy,womanly routines as showgirls that I�d have to do verysoon.
What could have tired me out so much? I shiveredas I recalled the feelie, and how I�d felt, all the forcefulemotions that had overwhelmed me. I�d been JenniferBrace. I could still feel that I was her. I�d been fightingoff the word, Jennifer, and now it poured through ev-ery vein and cell of me. I was Jennifer, afraid of being agirl, of making love to a man. But I�d freely chosen to dothat as a woman. I�d signed a contract and had to liveup to it.
Xander had eased me through it. I was breathless asI knew I was in love with Xander Burton. I pinched my-
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self. It worked again as when I�d watched feelies before.No, I wasn�t Captain Joe Gibson of the Space Marines.I didn�t go around rescuing pretty girls in distress. Iwasn�t Jennifer Brace, I knew as the climax I�d sufferedbegan to shatter. I wasn�t in love with Xander Burton. Icould feel a sob rising inside me as I said that to my-self. I wasn�t a woman.
Images stirred again of the actress whose role I�dtaken on. She�d communicated to me, through thefeelie. Jennifer thought of herself as a girl, despite thepenis she had. I began to shiver as I did what a girl hadto do before she went to bed. I trembled as I used mylotions all over me after removing my makeup andclothing, all the time feeling Xander�s hands onme, do-ing that for me. I kept on glancing around the room buthe wasn�t there. And I wanted him so, as I was awoman.
Even when I put on the nightie and clean panties,the breasts I�d been given so awkward to manipulate, Ifelt Xander, no, Christian, yes that was his name inthe feelie. I was Satine, and I was in love with him. I felthim caress my breasts only it was my hands that werethere, touching me, keeping me from sleeping.
�I�m not a girl,� I said loudly to whoever was listen-ing. �I am,� no, I couldn�t say that name that came tome from when I was a little boy. �I amMarten Sellars,� Isaid. I half expected the Judiciar�s stormtroopers to in-vade my bedroom and haul me to a punishment cell.But nothing happened.
My breasts wobbled again as I straightened mynightie about me. Oh, my legs were so smooth, soshapely. I was so lucky that it was Xander touchingme, arousing me, draping my legs around him andmaking me into his woman. Oh yes, I was his woman,Jennifer, over and over again, loving him and promis-ing to be his woman forever.
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*****
I was in no way refreshed by whatever sleep I�d hadas Debbie awoke Xander and me. He�d made love to meall night and wouldn�t let me go, starting over when-ever I murmured someone was coming in soon to filmus in what we were doing.
�Wake up, sleepyhead,� Debbie laughed at me asshe said it. She pinched my toes and covered me with ablanket as I threshed around to get Xander off me.�You�re having a feelie dream, little girl Annabel,� Deb-bie said. �Come and get some juice. Reality begins foryou today in the Nebula Burlesque.�
I struggled with Xander but consciousness floodedover me. I sat up violently. It was a bedsheet I waswrestling with. Debbie was in a half robe, her long,lovely legs on view as she pulled me from the bed.
�Some lotion on your face and legs,� Debbie said asshe stroked me, her touch making me shake all over.�Come on, girl. Wake up and face the day.�
I pulled the short robe about me, matching Debbie,as my nightie was short as well. I have to get out ofhere, I thought in distress, wondering why I hadn�tdone anything about that the night before. Now, I wasprobably going to be with Debbie all day. She was go-ing to stop me acquiring the knick-knacks I�d need tocreate a new identity to get off this crazy station.
Then, I saw the girl in the long mirror on the door,her legs as long and womanly as Debbie�s. Her figurewas as wobbly in the chest area as Debbie�s. Her facerevealed she was the girl who�d left the clinic. She was-n�t me. I wasn�t her. But I had to be or I�d never getaway at all.
�Hi, beautiful,� said the man at the kitchen area ta-ble, tearing his eyes off the lovelies in the promo on theconsole to look at me.
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I jumped in surprise when I saw a man there as Iswished into the kitchen. He patted the chair besidehim. �Come and sit, beautiful Annabel,� he said with asmile. �We can let Debbie wait on us before we go onshift.�
�You do this every time you�re here, Harris!� ex-claimed Debbie, shaking her loose, tousled hair. It re-ally did make her look very sexy and female to my eyes.�Annabel, something hot to drink, tea from the NebulaKingdom itself.�
Water and heat worked their usual magic. Smallfruit pellets and milk were what the food dispenserprovided. Soon, I was spooning up soaked, grainy bis-cuits from a white liquid. But it was hard to eat sittingthere in a nightie, with a man, looking at vids of beau-tiful �girls�, advertising bikinis and lotions, on a stationwith no real girls.
Harris glanced often at my legs. I tried to pull myrobe down lower but it was no use.
�Don�t let Harris�s wandering eyes bother you,Annabel,� said Debbie with a smile, opening her robeso that her lovely breasts could be seen as theybounced and jiggled as she reached for dishes in anoverhead cupboard. �He�s not going to do anything toyou in my apartment or he�ll be up before a minorjudiciar for insulting me!�
�I�m not insulting you, Debbie,� protested a smilingHarris. �I�m just admiring your new roommate and try-ing to let her know how desirable she is. I bet shewouldn�t be miserable to me if she was my girl friendand knew I had to work this shift in the bowels of thisPerfect station.�
The two bantered like a married couple, I thoughtwith a shudder, trying to ignore all the references tomy feminine beauty. Debbie finally took the partlydressed Harris to the outer door, shoved his jacket andshoes into his hands and pushed him out. He pro-tested that he deserved a kiss after what he�d done forher the night before. The little kiss she promised himturned passionate, his hands caressing her legs. I was
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getting inflamed myself, thinking they�d do it rightthere in the doorwell, when Debbie pushed Harris andhe tumbled out.
�The girls next door are used to seeing Harris leavingthat way,� said Debbie with a smile, turning on theoutside viewer. We saw another guy laughing andhelping Harris to complete dressing himself. Two girlscame out of an apartment and moved smilingly in onthe two men in the passage. One of them, a really sexybrunette, moved in tightly on Harris, waved at thecamera. She proceeded to embrace him most sexily,sliding her sexy figure against Harris�s, just as theother girl was doing to the other guy.
�Elena, you leave Harris alone,� said Debbie to thescreen. I don�t think the woman heard Debbie but shedid take her lips from Harris after kissing him verypassionately. She waved to the camera, giving a beau-tiful smile to the watching Debbie, and sashayed off,her hips weaving in a female way I couldn�t do. Oh, shehad to be a real woman and not a fake girl like me, Ithought wildly.
�Elena and Rosemary are dancers,� said Debbie, in-dicating to me to go back into my bedroom. She tookaway my robe and nightie, leaving me bare-breastedand female in appearance, as she opened the door tothe bathroom I shared with her.
�Debbie,� I asked her anxiously as she guided methrough my preparations as a girl as she was doing forherself. �You�ve started a few times to tell me aboutAnnette and her being a mother. I, I don�t see how thatcould be! How could it be?�
Debbie smiled at me. �It�s not something to worryyour pretty head about,� she said as she, as naked and�manly� as me, washed my long hair in the samesweetly smelling foam she�d used on herself.
�How � How �?� I persisted, knowing I couldn�tstop the feminizing she was doing to my new, girlishbody. She relented and, amidst all the beautifying I didfor the coming shift, Debbie told me about politics onPerfect Station.
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�Rafer Baron�s wife, Abigail, is a sister of theStationmaster,� said Debbie. �I shouldn�t say it,� shewhispered as she increased the water and the musicthat poured over us so intensely for a few moments,�but once she was Alben Sellars, next in line to beStationmaster. But here, since we have no women, theonly way to provide heirs to the big brass is to gooff-station, or, send their sperm off-station to impreg-nate a woman on another planet. Berek�s World wasthe favorite for a long time.
�The heirs come back in their teens, about twenty ofthem over the last fifty years. They�re schooled on Per-fect then to take over. Marten Sellars was producedthat way but what an idiot he turned out to be. Now, itturns out he wasn�t Sellars blood at all, but someoneelse�s, foisted off on the Stationmaster. It�s quite ascandal. He�ll never be chosen again after his term�sover.
�Meanwhile, who could believe it, but after livingsixty plus years as a male, Abigail chooses to be awoman. And not only does she do that but she marriesRafer Baron, one of the richest men on this stationwith his repair yards and what not.
�Then the two of them hatch this scheme of bringingchildren back to Perfect which is what has infuriatedthe old diehards of the prison culture in the ascen-dance here on Perfect.�
�There�s going to be little girls and boys runningaround the docks?� I gasped as we sat together in frontof the makeup mirror and did our eyes, Debbie show-ing me how to make them more and more femininelyvivid, her naked breasts bobbing in front of her asmine were in front of me.
�When are these children coming here?� I asked.
�They�re already here, the first batch,� said Debbie,laughing at me. �The Rimrunner Princess, Xander Bur-ton�s ship, has brought in ova from all over the Rift,wherever he could buy them. Rafer�s set up a lab on hisfloating dockyard; and half the couples who really run
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this station are paying handsomely for their heirs to becreated from their sperm out in Baron�s Shipyard.�
�But, but it could be girls as well as boys,� I said andDebbie shook her head.
�Only boys,� said Debbie with a smile. �Rafer prom-ised that and apparently has the technology, rightfrom the Nebula Kingdom, to make sure that his labsdo that, produce only boys. They�ve promised to spaceany born females if there are accidents, before you ask,Annabel.� She looked at me very bleakly as she saidthat and shuddered, her breasts really bobbing as sheworked on my eyes for me.
�Boys who are made right here from the ova RaferBaron has brought,� Debbie went on, �and the spermfrom donations on the station will create the next gen-eration of rulers of this Perfect world. The rich will havetheir own children, Annabel. Rafer and Abigail areeach going to be siring a twin boy from this first batch.I don�t know what other word but siring, fathering per-haps, we should use to describe what�s being done.Rafer isn�t going to change the culture of this stationthat much.�
�And the other half who aren�t buying children?� Igasped as Debbie brushed and brushed my hair untilit shone about my shoulders in a glistening, thickmass. She took a hair ribbon, putting my hair up in ashort, very girlish pony tail.
�They�re opposing it in every way legally they can,�said Debbie. �That�s why the Princess is still in dock.They can�t get out until they get permission and that�sbeing held up.�
�The, the Princess is supposed to be gone?� I had toask in dismay.
�To collect more ova,� said Debbie with a laugh. �Itseems like Abigail and Rafer far underestimated thedesire for their product. Giselle, and she ought toknow, says that the wives of all the richest and mostimportant men on Perfect, all want to be mothers.She�s exaggerating, of course, but someone does have
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to mother all the children that Baron�s Shipyard Labsproduce.
�That�s why Annette is on her amplified lactose pro-gram,� Debbie sounded regretful as she said that.�You�ve tasted what passes for milk on this station. Wecan get all the chemicals, or so it appears, and putthem into us girls. We�ll be able to produce real breastmilk. At least, that�s what the chemists who are sellingthe stuff are saying.
�So, can you imagine it?� Debbie shook her long hairagain and looked most disgusted. �And Harris wantsme to do it as well. Lose all feeling in my clit and havesome limpet draining me for the next three or fouryears. How long is it before the brats are weaned any-way? No, I�m not doing that! I want to make love to myman and have him love me and we both feel it as muchas we should!�
I reeled into a clean bra, as upwardly pushy as theone I�d just worn. I got into a skirt that didn�t cover myblack panties, donned black pantyhose, a glittering sil-ver, sleeveless top and became a girl again. I mincedout fearfully in my high heels to join a perfect world ofmen and girls, where, if I was of a mind to it and couldmarry a rich enough man, we could have children andbe a mother.
Promos were all around me advertizing services thestation provided to make me a Perfect girl. I must havebeen blind before to think that such blatant, descrip-tive advertizing, was meant for real girls. So manyshowed how men could be transformed. How could Inot have understood them before? Now, I seemed tosee one every second of altershift, as I swished downthe decks of Upper and Lower Gamma towards EDeck, smiling and pushing off eager male hands.
�I didn�t see any promos about what we�re talkingabout,� I said to Debbie as we slipped down a shortpassage and coded ourselves into the Nebula Bur-lesque, just a pretty pair of girls going to work as girlsdid on Perfect Station.
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�No,� said Debbie in alarm. �And, and, don�t men-tion it, please, Annabel. I, I told youmore than I shoulda newbie but you�ve got a very important man inter-ested in you, haven�t you? I thought you should knowsince you asked. Who knows?� Debbie put her armabout me and kissed my ear and my tiny stud ear-rings. �He might be thinking that a girl like you couldhave a kid for him every couple of years,� she whis-pered into my ear, frightening and chilling me all over,as showgirls called out greetings to us.
Giselle looked no older than the rest of us but shewas older than Abigail Baron, Debbie told me. �She�sgot a nice strut and her figure is great,� Giselle said toDebbie about me. �She�s not got the experience I�d likebut you�ll have to make up for that, Debbie. You staywith Annabel in the Showgirl Bar until she links upwith the guy who�s paying her way.� Goddesses, I wasalready �sold� as a woman! �He won�t be in until the endof the cycle. She can do promos as well for next week.We can�t let a pretty tush like Annabel�s go to wastewith so many new ships coming in to party.�
�I thought there wasn�t room on dock,� said Debbie,stretching out her long legs in the glittering hose shewore, caressing herself with long, red fingernails. Ishivered, looking at her and her skimpy costume. Imust look exactly as she did.
�They�re kicking out the ones who�ve been here threecycles,� said Giselle, her eyes glinting. �Sorry, Debbie,it�ll have to be another cycle before you get the realXander Burton into your bed. If you don�t haveJennifer Brace scratching your eyes out if you do, ofcourse.�
I understood that that meant Rimrunner Princesshad finally left Perfect Station, leaving me, altered be-yond belief, made into a girl. I�d been planning to es-cape, of course, but I couldn�t believe what was hap-pening to me. Now, I was all alone, deserted by peopleI�d come to rely on. I�d even thought they were lookingfor me and trying to get me back for the ship.
But that was a feelie dream, I realized. I gulped as Iwas overcome by ice-cold shivers. I wasn�t me any
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more. I was Annabel, a showgirl. My picture was up onthe wall where there were static displays. My roundedtush and long legs matched those of the showgirls whowere in skimpy costumes like me, our breasts hangingout for men to ogle.
I was Annabel, a showgirl, who, in the shifts that fol-lowed, went to bed each sleep cycle with the feelie ofThe Red Windmill hooked up to me. I awoke each shiftwith the desire to be Xander Burton�s woman. But thatwasn�t to be, of course. On the fourth day of my being ashowgirl, the Judiciar of Perfect Station came to collecthis prize, before other men claimed me and I became awife or girl friend.

*****
�You were just fantastic!� enthused �Danson�. I�dstrutted femininely off the stage into the Showgirl Barwith the rest of the girls. �I have to buy a drink for theprettiest showgirl in the line!�
�Well, thank you, kind sir,� I said with the brightsmile and quiver that all of us showgirls showed tomen with memberships in the Bar.
�I don�t know how you girls can walk in those heels,�said Danson as he put his arm around my shoulder tolead me to a booth he and his friend had procured. Ritawas already sitting there, her arms about Danson�sfriend, staring into his eyes as if he was the love of herlife.
�I have to do another set in these heels,� I lilted as Islid into the booth, the feel of material on myskin-toned tights so enervating. It was like skin to skintouching. And the glittering thong I wore like the othergirls didn�t cover any skin at all. The top of my costumedidn�t cover my breasts entirely and my back was com-pletely bare, save for Danson�s hands stroking me.
�You have to get used to it,� Debbie had said. �That�swhat we�re there for, to have contact with the custom-
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ers. Let him perch you in his lap and give him a few tor-rid kisses, wiggle your tush over his stick and he�ll behappy when you have to leave him to perform again.�
Perform again? You could hardly call it a perfor-mance what I did. I had a massive headdress on myhead, a blonde wig, tons of makeup and a smile on myface. The rest was just strolling about the stage in afeminine strut, my breasts perky and aroused. I felt soexposed as I stepped as Debbie did, smiled as she didand tantalized the guys in the front rows with myfeminized body. We could see ourselves in the bar mir-rors and did look, oh so female, even me. We did littlekicks and twirls here and there but it wasn�t reallydancing.
On the few numbers where we wore actual dresses,we swirled those over the heads of the men near to us,panting to touch us, despite the fact that almost allwere already entertaining a hostess or a girl who hadcome in with them.
I still had onmy long earrings and necklace as I cud-dled up to Danson and felt a man�s hand, a real man�shand, on my legs. It wasn�t Xander�s feelie image be-side me but a real man who didn�t mind my thicklymadeup lips. He didn�t mind the lipstick I smeared allover him. He thought it really funny when I squeakedand pulled away when he caressed my breast, tweak-ing my nipple.
�Be a good boy!� I said to him with a quaking smile.That had been so hard to learn from Debbie and othershowgirls. We couldn�t berate men in the bar even ifthey broke the rules about us showgirls. They weresupposed to ask our permission to fondle us, to kissus, to take us into a reception room for a �time-out�.
�You be a good girl,� Danson said to me, a funnysmile on his face.
�I have to go back in just a minute,� I said to himwith a smile, taking a tissue from the table to wipe hismouth clean from where he�d planted a kiss on me. Notthat I would have called it a kiss as it wasn�t as if I wasco-operating with him.
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Danson�s hand on my back pressed me forward. Hismouth was on my chest, mauling my smooth, scentedskin. I was just starting to panic as Debbie arrived.�Easy, tiger,� she said to him, lifting his head by pull-ing on his hair. �Annabel, you�re needed on stage infive minutes to make love to Gordo. Melissa has aheadache again. Get a move on, girl! It�ll take you fiveminutes to strip and get into the nightie and ribbons.�
I didn�t know which was worse. But Debbie slid intomy place beside Danson. �Hi, frisky,� she said, lifting afishnet stocking and garter across his lap. �Shall westart where you left off with Annabel?�
I wobbled away from the booth to the stage en-trance. Several guys tried to grab me. I pointed toGiselle who was waving from the stage door.
It was a relief to sashay to her. There, behindGiselle, was Melissa, in her nightie, holding her dolly,her hair in ribbons, her makeup really toned down,chatting to another girl in a costume like I was wear-ing.
�I thought �� I began, another feeling of relief over-coming me. Even though Melissa�s bedroom scenewith Gordo was simulated, she had to pretend that shewas a woman and was having glorious sex with a man.I�d been told I might have to take her place on a slowshift.
I�d had to watch her from the wings as the newestgirl, even newer than me, Serena, was studying whatMelissa was doing. Melissa winked at me before danc-ing onto the stage. She talked about how wonderful itwas going to be to go to bed alone and with just herdolly. Then, Gordo�s hand snaked out from beneaththe bed and the scene was choreographed as a dance.Of course, she ended up in his arms, taking him intoher.
�That isn�t always faked,� Debbie had said to me.�Depends upon how much time Gordo�s spent withnew girls like you. He loves initiating new girls into theshow. He did it with Melissa and kept her when Kailee
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decided she�d had him enough times before going backto Cindy�s Salon as an escort.�
�You thought you were going to make your debutwith Gordo?� asked Giselle, looking so pretty in her offthe shoulder dress. She could sing beautifully as awoman. I couldn�t believe how easily she sang, howwomanly she was as she interpreted a song, finishingwith a flip of her dress and petticoats to show off herlovely legs as well. Men always surrounded her whenshe went into the bar. She exchanged kisses withmany of them, always having some panting malearound at the end of the show, it seemed, one she�dchosen for the night.
�Don�t change,� said Giselle to me, handing me aplastic card. �He�s here for you in reception room J. Bea good girl, Annabel. He�s a lot mellower after he�s hada pretty newbie like you. Do anything that he wantsyou to do. You�re a girl, remember, and you, Annabel,have no choice.�
I couldn�t go down that hallway passage. Giselle fi-nally tookmy hand and pulled me as I tried to stop her.But J was the first doorway in the passage. It was opento the Judiciar, standing there, as Giselle turned myunwillingness into a charming introduction.
�Well, here she is, James,� Giselle said with a smile.�Annabel got lost in the passage trying to find you.She�s so afraid you�ll be angry with her but I�ve told herwhat a sweet man you are, the perfect man for a per-fect girl on her first tryst.�
�Annabel,� said this man who�d been called JudiciarClements by Jennifer Burton when she was trying toget me free from his clutches. He looked me up anddown, still in my showgirl�s costume, but for my head-dress. �Thank you, Giselle, Annabel and I can take itfrom here.�
James Clements was wearing just a robe, and had aglass of wine in his hands. �Your makeup is mussed,�he said with what he obviously thought was a charm-ing smile.
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�I, I had to go into the bar,� I said to him as he beganto pour a second glass. I said what Giselle had told meto say. �There was a man there, Danson.�
�Danson Effington?� the Judiciar said to me.�Thought he hung out at the Sunfall. Trying to stealyou from me, I don�t doubt. Giselle warned me, if I did-n�t come down very soon, I�d lose you to some adminofficer, one with enough credits to afford a member-ship to ogle the showgirls. I�m glad I got here on time.�
The Judiciar took my hand. I trembled and accepteda drink from him. �The Perfect Woman Clinic did awonderful job on you, didn�t they, Annabel?� he said. �Iwouldn�t recognize Marten Sellars any more. You re-ally are an exotic creature named Annabel, aren�tyou?�
I didn�t get to drink as it was taken away from me,joining his on a table. Then, his arms were around me.He kissedme, his tongue running over my lips, makingme shake with disgust. Then, I was lieing down on thebed and he was on top of me.
It was a weird parody of what I�d gone through in thefeelie as Jennifer while Xander made love to me. Only,the Judiciar wasn�t Xander. He tore my skimpy cos-tume from me and buried his head right away betweenmy breasts, his robe opening to show he was nakedand rampant.
James didn�t want me to kiss or make love to hismanhood. He ripped my thong from me, leaving mypad in place. He spread my legs and lifted my legs uparound him. He took me as a man takes a woman. Iwas a girl and supposed to like it but I didn�t. Isquealed as it hurt. It wasn�t at all like the excited feel-ings Jennifer communicated when Xander took her.
�The first for a pretty girl like you, Annabel,� snarledthe Judiciar, way above me, bouncing me up and downas he forced himself deeply into me. �The ten thou-sandth time for me. I really like new girls like you, sotight and trying to resist. But this is how it�s going tobe, you little bitch, for the rest of your life. You�re a girl
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now. And this is what a girl gets, a man inside her, do-ing this to her!�
I was screaming as I felt him, a man, coming insideme. I squealed until he descended on me, pressed medown, and kissed me as I tried to say, �No.� I twistedmy head from side to side but he grabbed me, held me,kissing my lips gently as he pounded into my tush withhis maleness.
He wouldn�t stop. He kissed my breasts and mybruised mouth again. He put my limp arms about hishead and told me to kiss him. He fondled my breastsand pumped into me as if he was never going to end. Tomy shame, I let him. I was so scared of what wouldhappen to me if I didn�t kiss him back as if I meant it. Itried to dream that I was kissing Xander, that I wasJennifer. It only worked for a few moments but heloved it.
Oh, goddesses, I thought, using the expression thatall Perfect girls seemed to use, I hope no-one dares tolook at what I�m doing with one of the most importantmen on this station. James was taking off my woman�sstockings, kissing my womanly legs all the way up mythighs. I whimpered as he kissed into my crotch wherehe removed the pad that kept mymale genitals at bay.
�You girls love a man to arouse your clit, don�t you,Annabel?� said the Judiciar, the man with the power oflife and death over me. He proceeded to make me riseas I wriggled beneath him as I couldn�t stop him, norcould I stop what was happening with my body. All Icould hear were the instructions from Debbie andGiselle on what I must do for a man or I would end updownbelow, on the planetary surface, working in themine, at the face. �James� caressed my breasts sav-agely as he aroused me, stroking my tush as I came,his hands taking over as his mouth rose to mine. Isquirted in shame over another man.
�Lovely Annabel,� said this man forcing me to act sogirlishly He made love to me again, making the bedrock and buck as he went so savagely into me. �You�rea girl now. You don�t have to hold anything back with
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your man to get your own pleasure. You�re a girl. Youpleasure me in every way you can!�
I�d love to say that I hated it absolutely. He wasn�tXander. I wasn�t Jennifer. I tried to be; so, sometimes, Iwas her in my mind. For a moment, it was really won-derful just as it must still be between the Princess�scaptain and his wife. I thought of the look Jennifer hadgiven her husband in the Judiciar�s office. Oh yes,they�d be doing this again and again themselves, treat-ing each other with love and joy at the feelings beingaroused. Jennifer would be such a willing and lovelywoman.
The third time James had me, he gave up the snarl-ing, just praising me and my lovely body and what itwas making him feel. It was almost as if we wereXander and Jennifer. Oh, I felt that it was as I writhedbeneath him and loved my Xander, bucking myself ashe came and came and I did as well. I kissed himfiercely as he did, against everything I�d promised my-self I wouldn�t do. Yes, he mademe into a Perfect girl.
I must have drifted off to sleep. I awoke as Jenniferwith a man making love to me, kissing my face andstroking my breasts as he lifted my tush to enter me.
�Darling Annabel,� whispered James, as I knewwhere I was and what was being done to me. I clutchedat his arms as he drove into me, pushing my legs aside.I had to lift them over him as that was more comfort-able for a man having me, my hair such a mess aboutmy face and neck as he rocked and rocked on me, fi-nally encouraging my little man to rise again.
So, my titties demanding to be caressed, we cametogether with he grunting as I kissed him, imaginingagain that I was Jennifer and this was so marvellous,to have a man having me like this. I know that Jenniferthought so. She couldn�t keep her emotions and lovefor her man from what was recorded on the feelie.
�You�ll be ready for the alterday shift,� murmuredJames as I quivered and shivered as I came down fromthe strange, womanly climax I�d experienced. God-desses, I began to evaluate what I�d been doing. Well,
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at least, he couldn�t have been dissatisfied with me, Ithought, a rage and disgust building inside me as theJudiciar began to kiss me as if I was a woman again.
�You can go out and entice men to make love toyou,� smirked James at the lovely girl I finally saw inbed with him. The mirror over the bed showed herlovely lips pursing as she kissed the Judiciar as if shewas in love with him. Where had she got the sexy, littlenightie, I wondered. It made her legs look so long andso feminine. �I have to go back and do some real work,making you a few more lovely companions, Annabel,from the dross arriving now on this station.�
How to wake up to reality! I recoiled as this vile manran his hands gently over my nightie, exposing mytush and thighs as he kissed me voraciously, obvi-ously expecting me to enjoy being fondled like a girl.Well, I had given him every indication that I was opento everything he wanted to do to a girl like me.
�Let me up,� I whispered, taking hold of my pantiesand pulling them on, at least, so revolting did I look inthe overhead mirror with my maleness so much onshow.
�Such a beautiful girl,� said the Judiciar caressingbetween my legs. �This is the way Perfect girls shouldbe made for our perfect world. When I show the Coun-cil how many new girls I�ve provided them with, andthe quality of beautiful girls like you, Annabel, I�ll beelected the new Stationmaster.
�Now I�m no longer married, I may even make youmy new wife. You�d want for nothing, no trifle,� hesnapped the frilly garter I�d worn on my thigh, �no per-fume or frilly, feminine knick-knack. There," he kissedme gently, �I�ll be with you again soon, beautifulAnnabel.�
I was drawn to the door, where, in just my panties,my hair all loose and shaking, the perfect image of asexy girl, I could see in the mirrors, I had to kiss mylover while his bodyguards looked on and envied him.
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Giselle arrived as soon as Clements was gone. I saton the edge of the bed, shivering, looking up at her, socool, so womanly, in her short dress. �That bad, wasit?� Giselle asked sympathetically. �Debbie said thefeelies weren�t enough. You needed a sweet guy to initi-ate you. Jim Clements has never gotten over the factthat his father was a prison guard and could take whathe wanted. He acts just like him, I�m told.�
�He, he talked about me marrying him,� I had towhisper to her as she moved me to the padded seat infront of the dressing table mirror. She brushed thegirl�s hair for her, smiling at her, at me, over the massof curls that floated over my bare, girlish shouldersand around my breasts, making me shiver.
�Yes,� said Giselle with a sigh. �He has the sweetestwife, Estelle. She used to be a showgirl here, you know,just like you. Well, he has her until the divorce goesthrough. Estelle, you see, wants a child. She wants tobe a mother. She wanted so badly to have one of theova that Rafer and Abigail Baron brought back to Per-fect. She doesn�t care if it�s her, or Jim�s, seed, that fer-tilizes the ovum. She just wants to be complete as awoman, she calls it. I know, it�s all dreck, isn�t it? Ithink Jim called her a traitor when she asked him ifshe could be mother to his heir.�
�He, he thinks he�s going to be elected Station-master soon,� I said with another shiver as Gisellegasped. �He says that he�s made so many girls, girlslike me �� I couldn�t help the tears and the shakesthat went throughme as I looked at the pretty girl, whodidn�t look like me at all. She, Annabel, me, was so girl-ish, having another woman put her earrings back inher ears. The other woman was even beginning totouch up her, my, ruined makeup.
Giselle did it all softly, kissing me lightly on thecheek as she helped me back into the brief, black cos-tume that I�d wear to strut across the stage. Shehugged me in a very sisterly way. I had to hug herback, her breasts against mine, so bare, so round andso femininely aroused. Her deft fingers soon had mylong hair curling through the feathers of my headdressand so it was secure above me. I had high heels to put
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on my feet, another garter to put on my thigh, nostockings at all, but large, feathery fans to manipulateabout me as if I was wearing a dress.
I clung to Giselle. It felt so marvellous to be holding awoman in my arms. Giselle didn�t push me away andtell me not to be silly. She put her arms about me andlightly kissed my cheek as she hugged me. �We can�tdo too much of this,� she murmured. �The boys don�tlike us girls getting friendly with one another.�
Us girls. How I shook at the words Giselle chose touse. Yes, she was a girl, a girl like me. I could see bythe look on her face though that she liked huggingpretty girls just as much as I did.
�So beautiful, Annabel,� said Giselle as she huggedme, my braless breasts shaking against her and mylegs feeling so funny as they were so bare and anotherwoman�s dress was swirling about me quite deliber-ately. �But don�t you worry about Jim Clements. He�sgoing to find, I think, that his old-fashioned views arenot a majority on station, nor even in Council.�
�They�re not?� I asked, reluctantly letting go of thissoft, feminine woman who smiled at me, giving me a fi-nal quick hug and a squeeze. Giselle perfumed myneck and my breasts, feminizing me as she hadfeminized herself, helping me to slide stockings ontomy legs and attach them to my garter belt. I could feelmy arousal growing as her soft hands eased over me,caressing me as she did each thing just a little longerand more slowly than it needed to be done.
�Each of those councillors and masters has a wife,doesn�t he?� whispered Giselle, putting a finger on herlovely pink mouth, her hands flitting over my thighsand the tight thong I�d pulled back in place. She ad-justed the panties so that my buttocks were on view,as rounded as my breasts, which, in a woman, theywere supposed to resemble.
�A wife whom he adores,� Giselle went on withgleaming, laughing eyes, �and whom he loves toplease. I think the next session of Council is going tobe very exciting. But you, darling, you start thinking
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girlish thoughts, of the man who�s been making love toyou each night in the feelies.� Her voice dropped. �Andthe woman who�d love to be making it with you aswell.� I moved towards her but she just smiled, holdingme just as she had before as if we were two womenconsoling one another.
�You�re not padded in your panties, are you?�Giselle asked with a laugh, her long earrings quiveringwith her platinum blonde hair as she shook her headat me. �So don�t think of the girl who�d like to fill yourfantasy, think of the Judiciar. We wouldn�t want youshowing how girlie you�re feeling tonight, would we?�She smirked, kissed her fingers and put them over mytrembling lips. �The men would be all over you!�
The thought of strutting about the stage with a maleerection appalled me. The �girls� were waiting for me totake my place in line. Giselle started me in a sway for-ward, onto the stage where a lovely girl was singing ina high soprano, soaring easily, incredibly, while thebar audience applauded every note.
�Thank you so much, Marie Remington,� said an-other smiling girl in a tight-fitting red dress, the emceefor the show. �Isn�t she just so wonderful, all you per-fect men and perfect girls out there? Marie will be backtwice more through alterday which gives everyone thechance to call friends to meet them here for more fabu-lous, Nebula Burlesque!�
That was the signal for all of us girls to strut forwardwhile the dancers shimmied across the stage as we pa-raded, men joining them for an athletic dance whichrequired the dancing girls to progressively lose theirclothing, ending up in nothing but their panties.
The emcee didn�t have to say, �Well, are they real oraren�t they?� to the man in the audience. But she did.Every girl, including Debbie and me in the line, smiledas our breasts bounced in the fan dance we showgirlsdid, our bodies female and desirable. Then, I realizedthat the smiling emcee was referring not to ourbreasts, but to her own.
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�Hey, it�s nothing, girl,� Lynnette, the emcee, said toa hostess, a newbie and not augmented like me, yet.Melody had been a boy three days before, so drunkthat security had hauled him in. Now, here he was, ina wig and plastic boobs, looking up at the feminine fig-ure looming over �her� from the stage.
Melody wiggled in the lap of a dark-haired man, gy-rating a little as she was supposed to, looking so femi-ninely cute as she adjusted her flared dress aroundher, snuggling into the man�s arms. �A little limpet at-tached to you, girlie,� Lynette went on, �would alterthose boobies for the best, wouldn�t they, especiallywith the lactose stuff they put into you to be amummy. I bet that guy you�re attached to wouldn�tmind being a daddy, would he?�
The newbie girl looked so embarrassed, appalledand frightened, from where I stood but the guy she waswith hugged her tighter, whispered something in Mel-ody�s ear, and kissed her as she wriggled more tightlyagainst him, kissing him as passionately as he waskissing her after whatever he�d said to her.
�Lynnette�s going to be in so much trouble sayingthat and getting everyone talking about it,� said Deb-bie after we�d finished girlish strutting and had finallyswished off the stage.
Melody and the guy she was with were oblivious tothe gorgeous showgirls prancing off and into the dress-ing room. I couldn�t believe she�d been arrested onlythree days before. Perhaps she�d wanted to be. Melodyand the man holding her were deep into necking withone another. A security man would soon escort themto a reception room. She might have come later thanme to girliness, but Melody was much more into it, de-spite what she lacked, clearly accepting she was now agirl for the rest of her life.
Debbie laughed at me when I hastily put on newpanties and she saw me completely. �Oh, Annabel, liv-ing dangerously!� she said with a grin. �I couldn�tdance or strut as we just did without my panties! Theold boy drained you, did he?�
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�I was in a hurry,� I whispered fearfully to her.�Giselle helped me dress ��
�He gave you a good time?� asked Debbie, noddingher head emphatically.
I swallowed hard as for a moment I thought aboutGiselle. �No,� I gasped. �It wasn�t like that at all. Giselle��
�I meant James the man,� whispered Debbie. �Comeon, Annabel. You�re a showgirl! Don�t let Giselle touchyou or you�ll be off downbelow where any man canhave you. Wasn�t the Judiciar,� she went on loudly atme, as her costume fell to the floor. I was surroundedby the soft, rounded bodies of girls! I wanted to touchand possess them all! �so wonderful? He�s a real man,isn�t he!�
�Ooo, yes!� I murmured in as girlie a tone as I could,a chill passing over me at the thought of security look-ing at me in my nakedness and assessing me as a girl.�Judiciar Clements was so-o-o wonderful. Do youknow how many times he made me c-come with him,c-come w-with him as a g-girl?�
�More than once,� said Debbie with a smile, gettingme into a pad. I shuddered as I was trapped in mywoman�s body among other, incredible female bodies,none of us real to the last detail.
Debbie helped me into a sequinned costume thatclung to me, as it did the other girls, from neck towaist. Then, it flared out and swished with so manypetticoats to set off the long dark garters that were visi-ble on my thighs. Of course, I wasn�t wearing a bra andso I jiggled, just like all the other girls.
�Pin your hair,� Debbie said. I did, the white-blondeof the wig making me look like one of the sisters wewere supposed to be. We went bouncing out in theflimsiest, sexiest, of costumes as little girls. We sang inour little-girl voices while Giselle joined MarieRemington. They sang together while I couldn�t believemy eyes and ears. I don�t know how they managed to
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sound just like girls but they did. And smiling girlswhirled about them. One of those girls was me.

*****
�I can�t believe it,� said Debbie, coming into thekitchen area with a smile as I went back to retrieve mycoffee. She had Harris� arm about her waist, her robebarely at the top of her thighs. �That�s the seventh manyou�ve had back here, Annabel, never mind the dozenor so guys you�ve had in the Showgirl Bar. What areyou doing, girl, going for a shift record?�
�Escorts do more than I do in one shift,� I remindedmy roomie as Harris began to tug on her to get herback into the bedroom. If they asked me, I�d join themfor a threesome. It would be really fun to see Debbie�sface when I did her as aggressively as any man she�dhad.
Giselle had told me how incredible it was to be lovedby me. She�d done me just as Arten had while we hadthat useless guy with us. He�d kissed me and used hishands on me, his mouth all over me, thinking he wasthe one who was making me come so gloriously, notthe lovely Giselle who was holding me from behind.She caressed me so gently, so wonderfully, fitting her-self into me as I�d done to her when we were suppos-edly making love to Kollin.
We�d managed to have a half dozen trysts with justone guy but it was her kisses and caresses I cravedeven as I bounced up and down on some guy�s thing,someone I didn�t even know. I could put all that to theback of my mind and ignore it while I was kissingGiselle and she was kissing me.
I�d even told Giselle I loved her. She�d shushed mewhile looking very pleased. We�d tried to double-datebut the guys wanted us individually too much. All I re-ally got with her was to kiss her goodbye after we�dfried some poor guy, changed partners and splatteredthe other guy�s brain too.
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We tried to bathe together but the guys seemed torevive as we hadmale company in the bath as well. Butit was thinking of her, Giselle, so soft and so feminine,watching me, admiring me as the girl I�d become, thatmade me be so pouty and flirty with the men whowanted me. I even loved shopping with her for new,pretty panties and bras that I could model for her, asshe modelled hers for me when we had a guy who actu-ally wanted a threesome.
Then Giselle�s husband, Merven, had come backfrom some flight he�d been on and what could I do? I�dbeen trying hard to get Giselle alone, to really make itwith her; but the way she�d squealed with absolute joywhen she saw her husband enter the Showgirl Bar, theway she�d run over to him to greet him with furiouskisses, the way she�d leapt onto him, her legs aroundhim, told me that her fling, I suppose that was what Iwas, was over.
No, Giselle didn�t even look at me as she pouredkisses onto her husband, if that�s who it was, but she�dcalled him that and gone off with him. His hand was al-ready caressing her tush as I�d wanted to do so badlybut couldn�t, in public.
I�d let Lewen come home with me that night. He�dmatched every urgent need I had for furious, passion-ate sex with Giselle. He was so rough, so male, thathe�d frightened me. It was if he�d known that my femi-ninity was all a sham and was making me pay for allthe fake flirting I�d done with him and other boys.
He�d slammed me round the bedroom in a frenzythat I�d started, by the way. I�d flung myself on Lewen,thinking only of Giselle. But Lewen wasn�t Giselle, Ifound out, as I was held down on the bed and mauled,upside down, frontwards and backwards, having toarouse him without mercy as he wanted, again andagain.
I was sure we must have broken the bed, so in-tensely did he come inside me, ignoring my girlishtears and moaning. That was when I found myself urg-ing him on and delighting him. He�d kissed me pas-sionately and called me the best girl who�d ever made
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love to him. I�d ridden him as much as he�d ridden me.He wanted me to do that, but it was always him insideme whether I was on top or not.
I had marks of Lewen�s mouth all over my breasts.At shift change, Debbie had marched me into the bath-room and put quick-heal salves on me; so I didn�t missa turn as a showgirl but all the other girls knew I�d hada thrilling night. They all told me how they envied me.Danielle stole Lewen from me the second time he camebefore I could get off stage.
So I might as well enjoy myself as much as I could, Itold myself recklessly. I became what Debbie said Iwas. I was a nympho. I couldn�t get enough sex. I�dhave taken on Debbie but she was monogamous withHarris. My overtures were laughingly rebuffed by her.It was no wonder I had to have so many men after Deb-bie wouldn�t see or react to the man in me, as Gisellehad. Giselle was on a protracted �honeymoon� with herhusband, I heard, as she always did when Mervencame back from prospecting in-system.
�He�s drilling for a new motherlode in Giselle,� saidKrystal, a really doll-faced, little showgirl. She musthave been changed like me, I thought, wondering whather crime had been. But she seemed to be as activewith guys as I was trying to be. She wouldn�t try athreesome.
�I want a guy all to myself,� Krystal smiled at me.�Griffen can wear himself out inside me as our boss isdoing to Giselle. She�ll keep him away from newbieslike you, Annabel, for as long as she can but, in a cycleor so, Merven�s going to be having you as well, in three-somes with Giselle, and by yourself. I�d love to knowwhat that man takes! He never seems to go soft, ever!�
After our work shift was over, I listened to Harrisand Debbie going at it in her bed and wished that Ihadn�t kicked Kirk out so soon. Kirk, wasn�t it? Or wasthat the guy who�d had me earlier, or on last shift? Nomatter, whoever the guy had been, he hadn�t been ag-gressive enough for me. If he was going to be soft, Iwanted him with boobies and long hair like me.
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While my roomie was being filled by the guy whomight as well have been her husband, I hooked into afeelie. There seemed to be only the one Jennifer Bracefeelie available but there were lots of others with ac-tresses in them, girls like me. In fact, all the vids avail-able, Debbie had laughingly told me, were re-makes ofoldies with Perfect girls in the roles that real girls onceplayed.
No wonder the actresses in most films ended up get-ting married. Oh, but the wedding nights didn�t matchJennifer and Xander Burton�s. I kept trying differentfeelies to capture what Jennifer had with Xander. Be-ing Barbie Robbins was sometimes close as she hadsuch great actors with her to get her off.
Debbie told me that a new girl, Linda Hummel, wasgetting raves for some scenes she was in. She wasn�t inmany but Debbie was right. Linda Hummel was a girllike me. She wanted a man to be a man with her. Thescenes of her and Jayton Perry on a beach in somere-make of a disaster feelie were perfect for me.
Jayton kissed me so fiercely that I really did feel thatmy lips were bruised, my breasts were on fire and I washurting wonderfully inside. I was so surprised toawaken and I wasn�t. All the pleasure and pain I wasfeeling was entirely Linda Hummel�s who wouldn�t letJayton go until he�d inflicted pain and pleasure in her,making sure she knew her place as a girl in a man�sworld.
I was in the middle of Jayton holding me down, hun-grily twisting his mouth over mine, my legs about him,when the link suddenly let down. Debbie stood overme, grinning. I reached up, put my arms about herlovely hair and kissed her right on the lips.
�Ugh,� she said, pushing me down. �I don�t get off ongirls kissing me. And you�ve got a call, Annabel.Effington wants to see you?�
�Effington?� I asked, trembling as I tasted her lip-stick still on my mouth. I stretched out in my nightie,not embarrassed at all at Debbie looking me overwarily, at the pretty baby dolls I�d bought and that
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made me feel so femmy in bed. �Clements mentioned aDanson Effington once. Said he was trying to steal mefrom him.�
�He probably is. He�s an admin auditor,� said Deb-bie, caressing my shoulder and pushing the hair offmy face as she often did. �He�s the one who checks upon court cases and decides how you�ll be employed onstation. He makes Karen Burton�s life a living hell.She�s Xander�s sister, you know. Effington checks herout by making her sleep with him. Then, he�ll make herdo things like make love to new guys off a trader whodon�t know what Perfect girls are like.�
�I didn�t know you knew Karen Burton,� I mur-mured, my surprise overcoming the effects of beingLinda Hummel. I loved having this guy pumping histhing into me so ferociously while I, Linda that is, en-joyed every second of it. I sat up and took off my top,again not at all put out that I was parading in front ofDebbie in my panties and bare breasts as I got out ofbed.
�I knew her when she was captain of the FirecrestX,�said Debbie, frowning at me as I sashayed into ourbathroom. �You know Karen as well? Oh, how the own-ers of that rust bucket jerked her around when she,well, when she was a he and was captain. I was sothrilled when Forries, that was Karen�s name once,came into the Nebula. I was the one he chose to gowith. He was so kind and gentle to me. I had this datewith Forries, when he was arrested, charged and finedsome enormous amount.
�Karen,� whispered Debbie as if my bathroom was-n�t secure at all even with the taps at work and each ofus doing mundane, noisy tasks like brushing out myhair. �She�d have lost her brother and all her crew intothe mines if she hadn�t stood up for them and lookwhat it got her. She got the mines and had no choice inwhat they did to her.
�But she did get away when she married MartenSellars, the Stationmaster�s son. She�s stuck hereagain, I hear, because she divorced him and doesn�thave a husband now. So she�s still servicing Effington.
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You, Annabel, you�re not connected to Karen Burton inany way, are you?�
�Not that I know of,� I said, splashing into the bathwhere Debbie had taken the time to run a scented bathfor me as we were talking in mere whispers. I slippedoff my panties and slid into the lovely water.
Debbie sat beside me on the side of the bath, lookingdown at my male and female attributes. She must beso used to it, after looking at herself and the othershowgirls for so long. It didn�t seem to bother her at allthough I felt sort of delicate and nervous as she lookedat me.
�This Effington is a piece of work,� said Debbiesoftly. �He�ll have you in a reception room so that hecan see the vids of you and him again and again. Hissecurity will be watching you all the time. They�ll befollowing you afterwards to make sure you do what hesays. Oh, Annabel, really, do whatever this guy wants.He�s not like Clements. This guy likes you doing him allthe time! Karen said he would have made a perfectwoman!�
I was uneasy as Debbie talked of Karen so easily. Ifinished bathing and found a really frilly, sexy bra andpanty set that had been part of whatever Debbie andGiselle had bought for me as a showgirl.
�I have my friends about me for support while I�mwith Effington, don�t I?� I asked Debbie with a smile. Isat partly on an armchair while I put on my new highheels to match my flirty dress. �I�m an experienced girlnow, aren�t I?�
That made me shudder inside. I shouldn�t be think-ing of myself like that, I shouldn�t. �He won�t meet youin the Burlesque,� said Debbie. �You have to go over tothe Sunfall. That�s on Lower Gamma on the planetaryside. It has more reception rooms than any other baryou can name. Effington has one permanently there inhis name, hooked in to his security.�
�Well, I hope they enjoy the show,� I said lightly tomy roommate, stopping to give her a hug and a peck
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on the cheek before swishing away along E Deck to-wards the grav lifts. It�s so hard to be a pretty womanand a thief. Everyone is watching you all the time. Itdoes help if you get caught. The dumb blonde act reallyworks. Oh, I didn�t know what I was doing, you couldsay with a sassy smile. I�ll return that right away. Idon�t even know what a micro-accumulator switch is,anyway.
How could a showgirl like me buy anything that Icould use to construct my own identity tag, one that Icould use to evade whatever markers security had onme, or in me, to keep tabs on me? I�d succeeded, ofcourse. Pilfering and hiding what I needed in my bra orgarter belt was just as easy as when I�d been a boy andhadn�t been able to use pockets.
Most of the time, I didn�t dare to put stuff in mypurse but I had things there that I wouldn�t wantClements to know about. As I went to have sex with anew man, Effington, I was mulling that over as Iswayed down the hallways of Lower Gamma to theSunfall night club.
�Sorry, I have a date,� I had to say to all the men whotried to pick me up, several of them quite persistent. Ofcourse, I flirted a little with them, pirouetting andswirling my thin dress at them. It was what Debbie hadtaught me how to do. Being without her, flirtingstopped me having to think about what I was, a man ina dress.
I was just an empty-headed, blonde Perfect girl withnot a thought in her head but of pretty clothes which Ijust had to stop and look at. I loved the latest perfumewhich a girl in one of the shops, a girl like me, sprayedon my arm and so I was both Intimate and Passionateas I minced my way to my tryst.
I�d tried to be cheerful with Debbie but I was reallyscared. Why wasn�t Clements reaching out for meagain? I had something special for him in my purse. AllI needed was access to his ID. Then I could be his wife,able to travel off this stupid station. Yes, I�d empty hiscredits and requisition passage on an outgoing tourist
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ship. I�d slip aboard and be gone before the accessblock I�d use, faded from his accounts.
Oh, yes, Judiciar Clements, a mere girl as youthought me, was going to get even with you for all youforced �her� to do. But where were you? Why were youletting Effington have me?
I shivered as I thought of all the men in the securitymonitors, watching me making love to a man. Myfaked, girlish gestures seemed to work well with themen I�d let screwme before Giselle had showedme thatI didn�t need to do that. But now she was gone. Shemust be in love with her husband of the last twentyyears, according to Krystal and Danielle, who ought toknow.
I actually feared more what I�d have to do for at leastthe captain of one of the ships that would take me. Imight look like a girl. I saw her in all the windows Iwent by, blonde hair streaming behind me, my perkybreasts so prominent in the thin, silk dress that flowedabout me.
One of the men who ogled me and ran his hands allover my figure in our brief encounter even followed meright into the bar where so many guys were chattingup pretty, Perfect girls. He wanted me to go with him toa reception room.
�Could you tag an admin type, Effington?� I askedan old bartender who looked me up and down. I couldalmost feel his eyes stripping my short skirt away fromme and caressing away my stockings as I pressed mynipples sharply onto his. Oh, I swayed as a flashbackfrom the feelie I�d been yanked from came floodingback into my mind. At the name, my escort wannabemelted away in the crowd.
�You all right, Annabel?� asked the barman, return-ing my ID to me.
�You, you just reminded me of Conrad Manning,� Imurmured to him, not having to pretend I was recover-ing from feeling faint, �in a feelie with Linda Hummel.�
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The barman grinned at me. �Happens to me all thetime,� he said. I think we might have got off togetherright then but a soft, moist hand took my shoulder. Iturned to see an older man smiling down at me. Hehad silver hair and the look of a man who�d been out inspace very often, that almost bloodless look that olderveterans get.
�Annabel Smith,� Effington said to me. �Let me buyyou a drink before we get out of all this noise and chat-ter and get to know one another.� The barman servedup the older spacer, giving me a rueful shrug, showingme he regretted, as well as I did, that we weren�t goingto be coupling after all.
Debbie was right. Effington had his own receptionroom in the Sunfall. Security didn�t even check himbut they took my tag before ushering us into a muchquieter hallway. Several couples, pausing for lastkisses and caresses, made way for us. There was ablonde and another guy really going at it, her leg upbeside his as we stopped outside a doorway, me hold-ing the glasses as Effington had his arm about mywaist. He reached for the in-let with his other, tag ex-tended.
�Karen!� I gasped as the woman turned around andzapped Effington right on the neck. He gargled andstarted to fall as Dev, stepping around Karen, grabbedhim and held him up.
The recorder that Karen held in the folds of herdress was much more sophisticated than the little de-vices I�d used to skip in and out of secured bars andstores. �Karen, it�s me!� I blurted out as she moved as ifshe was going to zap me as well.
Karen frowned and stopped Dev from zapping me.Dev didn�t look like he thought that was a good idea.He covered me while Karen entered the room, a fingeron her pretty lips to me. I stared as she stepped in anddid something to the room console.
�Come,� Karen whispered as Dev dragged the un-conscious Effington into the room. I looked down thehallway. A singing, dancing girl was leading a grin-
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ning, shaven-headed spacer to another room, her ren-dition of a Marie Remington ballad very feminine andtuneful.
Karen took the glasses from my hand as Dev laidEffington on the bed. Dev brought out restraints forthe man�s wrists and ankles but only after taking downEffington�s pants. I grimaced as it looked really ob-scene.
�He has security,� I murmured. Karen shook herhead, pointing at the console.
�They�re watching him having me again as he likesto have me,� Karen said. �And Jode at the bar switchedyour ID or didn�t you notice?�
I looked stupidly down at my bracelet and, yes, Icould see that the inspadium marker wasn�t there anymore. It wasn�t my ID.
Dev got up and did a real double-take as he lookedat me. �She isn�t,� he said, mouth agape. �She can�tbe!�
�What other newbie would know me right away?�asked Karen archly. �She didn�t call for help, did she?She�s what you�d be, Devis, my man, if Xander andJennifer hadn�t fought with Clements and got you freefrom his clutches.�
Devis turned a strange shade of green as he lookedat me. �How, how?� I asked as in the mirror behindDevis, I could see myself, my hair crinkly blonde andover my shoulders, my figure so different from howthey�d seen me. My dress fitted me, low cut enough toshow off my breasts, making me look girlish. Thenthere was my face. They couldn�t know it was me, notwith the way that I looked, not with the makeup I had,my eyes so vivid with the thick, black eyelashes.
�Debbie Goring said you knew me,� said Karen witha smile at the stunned expression on my face. Shewaved the device in her hand. I realized it was a re-corder I�d made to listen in on distant conversations. Itmust have been easy to convert to a communicator.
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�I must let you in on the all-girls� network some-time,� she went on, stepping over to me, giving me awomanly hug, her breasts crushing against me. It wassomething I�d always wanted to do, hug her, but now itfelt so odd as she was pressing against my breasts aswell.
�We didn�t do this to rescue you from Danny Boy�sclutches,� said Karen as I tentatively put my armsabout her, girl-like. She didn�t stop me. �We have quitea lot of retribution to inflict upon this pillar of the sta-tion community. Annabel, you have to change in casesome really alert scruff, if there is such a one, noticesthat the blonde who Danson picked up in the bar, ashe loves to do, isn�t the blonde he�s being screwed by inthe vid.�
I wasn�t unwilling as I stripped down from my flirtydress to the female clothing she�d brought with her. Iloved the feel of a tight black skirt, dark stockings andblack panties, a red top making my breasts in the new,black, tight bra stand up so prettily. I quite forgot thatDev was watching me as Karen chattered on about thePrincess being in-system, hauling in from the innermarker. It would be here on main shift with more ovaand uterine replicators for the growing laboratory outat the Baron Shipyard.
�You really are a girl,� muttered Dev in awe when Iturned from the mirror, my lips now vividly red, myearrings matching my lipstick as did the stones on mynecklace. He was staring into my face as if searchingfor something about me that he could recognize frombefore. I wished him luck as I couldn�t find me inAnnabel at all.
�Of course she is,� said Karen crossly. �Do come on,Dev. Remember that she�s a nurse for the new installa-tion on Baron Shipyard. You�ll be her escort, Dev,� shelaughed at that and Dev looked a little sheepish. Ittook me a moment to think that, on Perfect, an escortwas always a Perfect girl, a �girl� who had sex with menfor money.
�You aren�t escaping from here as well?� I asked her.Karen shook her long, blonde hair and smiled at me.
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�I wouldn�t miss this Council meeting for the world,�she said, glancing at the bed and smiling. �Danny Boythough, is going to miss it. You have fun with Dev,� shelooked into my eyes and seemed to recognize what shesaw there, the real me whom she�d called Marten, herformer husband�s name.
�Still got the some old leanings, have you, Annabel,�Karen whispered kindly to me. �So many of us do.That�s another club I�m going to have to initiate youinto, when I manage to get out of here and see youagain. Dev can keep my place warm until then.�
Dev turned, frowning, from the door. �Come on,� hesaid roughly and handed me an ID marker that I againrecognized as one I�d put together just when I�d beentaken by Security. �Yes,� he said, �Mallow gave it backto me and asked me to show him how it worked. I gavehim a duplicate but this is your original, B-Annabel. Itdoes a lot more than just switch IDs about, doesn�t it?�
What could I say but �Yes�. If he gave me the chance,I could show both Karen and Dev how they could getabout the station and not need any kind of ID at all.
�What�s going to happen when the vid runs out?� Iasked him as Dev put his arm about me as all the guysdid when they were leading a girl out of a receptionroom.
�Danny Boy�s wife is going to arrive,� said Dev. �Andthere�ll be quite a scene. Danson won�t be able to makethe Council meeting on time, especially since his wifewill take the key to his manacles and swallow it.� Hegrinned at me. �It was Kendra�s idea. She intends tohave a lot of fun before she files for divorce. With luck,after the Station Council meeting, there�ll be a newJudiciar, too.�
�But how?� I asked. Dev smiled and hugged me aswe strolled past security, stopping just outside Sunfallas music and noise erupted all around us. Dev kissedme, hugging me to him. It surprised me just as muchas it surprised him. I just naturally kissed him back asI did other men now.
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Only, Dev knew me. He knew me from before. Heknew I�d seen him with April as I�d teased him about itonce, each of us making believe it was a girl he�d beenmaking love to on the mattress in the Princess�s hold. Ikissed Dev back, his arms tightening around me.
I swayed with him as he guided me into the dance,going on all around us. His hands were on my tush as Ifelt his mouth working over mine. I was being pulledtightly against Dev, so tight that I could feel hisarousal throughmy thin skirt and against my panties.
Dev kissed me as if I was a woman, though he knewI wasn�t. He broke off to breathe as I shook nervouslyagainst him. �Annabel,� he whispered as I wiggledagainst him, he pushing me gently towards a way outof Sunfall. He kissed me again as I wanted him to. Itwas just as good as the first one, waking my wholebody to the feminine state I was in. His tongue brushedmy lips. I let Dev into my mouth, just a little, and hecouldn�t stop kissing me.
�You really are a Perfect girl, Annabel,� Dev whis-pered to me, shuddering in his turn, just as much as Iwas.
I looked up to him and nodded. What else could Ido? I had to get off this station. Dev, for the moment,was my way out. So what if I enjoyed being kissed andmauled as if I was a woman. There was so much plea-sure to be had from my breasts, for him and for me. Imight as well enjoy them while I could.
We became a couple on the outer transit that ledright down to the docks. Like the other couples on thetramcar, we were wrapped in each other�s arms. Weshared other delights rather than the vista that wassupposed to be the function of having such a scenictransport system, leading to the docking areas of thestation.
I had to unwindmy legs from Dev as we got up shak-ily and left the car. Dev could scarcely walk as we fol-lowed the other couples who got off on the Lower XXdeck where rooms could be purchased by the hour, theshift or the cycle. I thought that was where Dev would
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be taking a girl like me even though it was going to bevery strange, making love to someone who knew me asmyself. I was prepared to tough it out and see if it reallywas the end of the world.
But Dev didn�t take me into a �doss�, where severalgirls were leading their men, one dark-haired girl pull-ing on a guy�s belt and sashaying most invitingly as ifshe was a little lamb leading the wolf to the slaughter.Security didn�t exist down here, I was told, or rather, itwas minutes away. Girls along the XX decks were will-ing to do what pretty showgirls and escorts wouldn�t.They were also armed and quite willing to defendthemselves if they felt it necessary.
The security at the gate was familiar. I gripped Devreally tightly as Mallow smiled at the pair of us. �Andwhere�s Karen?� asked the man who�d caught me be-fore. He�d started the whole process rolling that led tome standing before him, my hair blowing in the movingair from the huge fans at the end of the dock. I tried tosmile as Dev squeezed me. My skirt tightened as I lifteda leg as Dev caressed my tush. My stockings felt lightand feminine as he pressed into me against the secu-rity gate.
Breathing heavily, my breasts moving, Dev took myID bracelet from my wrist and handed it over. �JuliaLathrop, nurse,� said Mallow with a frown, staring atme while the other security with him were smiling andlooking me over. �If you don�t mind me saying, Julia,you look more like a showgirl than a nurse.�
�Why thank you, Sec,� I purred at him as Dev wasfeasting onmy scented neck. �I was off duty.� I couldn�tsay any more as my mouth was full of Dev�s. I got tin-gles all over as I closed my eyes, dreaming I wasJennifer. It was Xander kissing me so wonderfully. Ohyes, Dev could really kiss a Perfect girl very nicely. Icould get used to it if I was going to stay here as a girl.He wouldn�t be someone I�d be sending off early likeKirk or Arten.
Besides, I had to keep in with him so I could connectagain with Karen. What had she said? Oh yes, thatthere was a girls� network she was going to connect me
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to, girls like Giselle and Karen, I supposed. No, I could-n�t slip away fromDev just yet, not when the thought ofthe long-legged Karen filled my mind.
�Move on, Dev,� said one of the lower security. �Moregirls coming. You�re going to be spoiled for choice overat Baron�s tonight.�
Three women, richly dressed and bejewelled, I couldsee at a glance, came down from transit. A couple ofsecurity men trailed after them like little puppies beingtaught how to heel. I smiled as I imagined them as thelapdogs I had seen on Averill, the rich women caress-ing them in their arms. It was a sign of great wealth tohave a little dog on Averill. Here on Perfect, there were-n�t any pets, so far as I knew, save for us girls.
�Mistress Sellars,� said Dev, greeting the beautifulblonde woman who swept past us without deigning toshow her ID tag as I�d had to show mine. �MistressMolinari.� That was the ash-blonde who had curledhair floating down her back. The third girl was a bru-nette who stopped and handed her ID bracelet to secu-rity.
�Thank you, Mistress Aitkens,� said Mallow, follow-ing us all down the dock to where a spacer was usher-ing Mistress Sellars into a narrow umbilical. We fol-lowed as Mallow grabbed Dev�s arm. �It�s started inCouncil,� he grinned at the sinewy member of theRimrunner Princess�s crew. �They�re all ganging up onClements. He�s going to be out of his job before thisshift is over!�
I swayed as the umbilical moved and could barelykeep my balance in my high heels. A crewman waswaiting at the other end as we entered the courier. Wehad to strap ourselves in. It was most disconcerting tobe a woman with breasts in space as we were releasedfrom the station�s artificial gravity. We fell away but Icouldn�t look at the fabulous view as Claire Sellarscalled it.
My breasts seemed to be floating in front of me witha life of their own. My hair was spread out all about meas was that of the other girls. They were laughing. �I
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didn�t know I was a D cup,� Irina Aitkens laughed, herdress also floating about her as she wriggled in herseat.
It was a relief to dock in minutes at the Baron Ship-yard where Abigail Baron was waiting dockside togreet the other women. She accepted without questionDev�s introduction of me as Julia Lathrop, a nurse forthe laboratories. With panic rising inside me, we en-tered a facility filled with gurgling machines, uterinereplicators in full working order.
�Oh, Claire, you are just going to love what we havefor you,� crowed Abigail.
I almost flipped when I saw what was in the tankthat was wheeled forward by a smiling nurse, Peggy,and a couple of fussy scientist-doctors. It was a babyboy, red but beautifully formed.
�He�s ready now,� said Peggy with a smile at Claire,who looked most apprehensive and yet delighted at thesame time.
�Is he mine?� Claire asked in awe, her voice trem-bling as she said that.
�That�s what you came for, Claire,� said Abigail. �Ijust wish your husbands could all have come with mefor this formality.�
�Bennett wouldn�t come,� said Irina with a lovelysmile. �Oh, he�s so lovely, Claire! I told Ben that itwould be a joyous affair but he said that somethingwould be sure to go wrong if he was here. I just have tocall him when and if everything is all right!�
�Perren has a really important meeting tonight,�said Claire Sellars dryly then. �He�ll call me if things gowell. He�s already been over and seen Elizabeth hereseveral times already.�
Elizabeth? I stared at her in amazement. Devpinched my arm, making me shudder.
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Peggy smiled at me. �Just stick with me, Julia,� shesaid. �I�ll show you the routines we go through here,decanting the babies, and teaching the mothers how tocare for them.�
I looked at Peggy in horror as she seemed to think Iwas a female nurse or something. But she winked atme, reaching out to squeeze my hand as the otherwomen oohed and aahed over the baby floating withoccasional threshes in the replicator water.
One of the doctors unhooked the machine from themain sources of life support, I supposed. We troopedinto a small reception area, Peggy winking at me as sheled me over so that I could watch her gathering towels,blankets, diapers, liquids and bottles.
�Ready?� one of the doctors asked. �You can lift Eliz-abeth up, Claire. I�ll disconnect her from her umbilicalcord.�
Peggy put a blanket over Claire�s shoulder andmoved into position so that she could support thechild�s head as it emerged from its transparent bag.There was a little blood after the cutting of the cordwhich the second doctor attended to with a swab,taped in place. While that was going on, �Elizabeth� be-came aware that �she� wasn�t in the warm, soothingmoving bath she�d been in for so long. �She� let out agreat scream as she squirmed and objected to beingfreed.
Peggy quickly and firmly wrapped the baby in thetowels and blankets she had and laid the baby in a de-lighted, scared, Claire Sellars� arms. Its head wascushioned in the crook of the woman�s arm.
Claire went right to the rocking chair, guided by alaughing Abigail, Claire staring down at the tiny redthing with dark hair, the blubbering subsiding.
�Oh, she�s wonderful,� gushed Hilary Molinari.
�Husbands will eventually come to see this, to behere from the first,� said Abigail. �This is somethingwe�ll encourage. You couldn�t do this if you had an heir
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being raised light years away on Averill or some otherplace.�
�Yes,� agreed Claire, all her attention still on Eliza-beth Sellars. �I told Perren that Marten would never fitin here, not after his upbringing on Graythorne. This isso much better. We can raise Elizabeth here and teachher all about Perfect so that she fits in from the start.�
�You are going to give her the choice, aren�t you?�asked Hilary anxiously, I thought. I still couldn�t getover how everyone here but me had accepted the malechild so easily as Elizabeth.
�Oh, yes,� said Claire Sellars. �It�s in the law thatthey�re passing right now. It�s going to be at the start ofthe fifteenth T-year. But my Elizabeth is going tochoose to be a Perfect girl, just like her mummy, aren�tyou, my little darling?�
I was shocked and numb as two more babies werebrought in. There was more squealing as the little menwere brought out of their replicators and then laid intheir mother�s arms. Anita Molinari fought to get herhand free, her eyes tight shut while Helen Aitkens al-most immediately began to suck on her mother�s fin-gers, to that Perfect girl�s rapturous delight.
�When may I start to feed Helen?� Irina Aitkensasked. Abigail immediately left and came back withher child, Nicole, who was three days old and wantedto be fed, the way she attacked her mother�s breast asight to behold. Rafer Baron came in to watch the pro-cedure in fascination. His expression was repeated bythe Perfect girls and their babies who were watchingand questioning Abigail, the proudmother, who was inbliss herself at the attentions of her husband. He hadto kiss her and hold her as she opened the front of herdress and switch Nicole to her other milk-producingteat.
Dev squeezed my arm. We slipped away from ascene that seemed to me to be from some utterly differ-ent world from the one on which I was living. Devseemed to be really aroused after what he�d seen, eas-ing me through the labs, frequently stopping for kisses
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and caresses until at last we found a room that mighthave been his.
�I, I can�t believe what I just saw,� I had to say to himas Dev kissed my neck and pushed me down on hisbed. �Dev, did you see what I saw? All those childrenwere male and they�re going to be raising them asgirls!�
�Only till they�re fifteen,� murmured Dev, undoingmy skirt as he tried to hug me close to him.
�But they�re boys,� I gasped. �Don�t you think thatthat�s a crime to be raising a child in the wrong gen-der?�
Dev kissed me, longer and stronger than before. Hisarm brushed my breast and I shivered beneath him.�This is Perfect,� said Dev huskily, taking my top fromme, over my head, making my hair float out all aroundme as it had been on the courier shuttle. He kissed myupper chest, admiring my perfumes. His mouthpressed down on what was inside my bra. �Don�t tellme, Annabel, that I�m making love to the wrong gen-der.�
I didn�t tell him that as I slipped out of my bra. Dev�swonderful mouth and gentle fingers made me under-stand just what I had been missing with the roughguys I�d been with lately.
�You�re a perfect girl, Annabel,� Dev whispered to meas he caressed my bare legs and rocked me beneathhim. I wrapped my arms about his neck and had to al-most urge him to get on with making love to me. He lu-bricated me first and did it so gently that I couldn�thelp bouncing and bouncing on his springy bed. Hewent into me and I did something strange. I convulsedbeneath him. All my aroused nerve ends weren�t justsatisfied with his having me, they exploded with plea-sure as I was a wanton woman.
I pulled him down tightly onto me, putting hishands onmy nipples as I pinched his. Dev got the mes-sage and began to drive and drive into me. I squealedand begged him not to stop and he didn�t. I convulsed
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again beneath him before he finally came and we werelocked in a loving embrace, kissing and fondling oneanother before I encouraged him to have me again.
�Oh, Annabel,� whispered my besotted swain. �Whata wonderful woman you are!�
Then, it hit me. I was. I was a wonderful woman andI loved what I was. So, maybe I had been holding backa little with Dev. He was pleasuring me, but he knewthat there had been a time when I wasn�t Annabel.That all disappeared when I knelt with my legs besidehim, let him extend his hands and caress my breastsand the soft skin of my body, my waist so thin and myhips so soft and wide, so womanly. My hair fell over myshoulders as I helped him to enter me. I rode my manas a girl can until he finally had enough, drew medown on him for more kisses and petting before turn-ing me over so that he could have me.
That�s when I started bucking uncontrollably again.He stroked my legs until I lost it completely, coming inwhat must have been an orgasm (!). I so wanted myman to keep on making love to me. I was a woman,Dev�s woman. I couldn�t let go of him. I wore him outeventually.
Dev had to sleep while I lay beside him and kissedhis lovely, gentle lips; he finally awoke and tried, thepoor man, to please me with his mouth. Of course, Idid the same to him and awoke him enough that he fi-nally allowed me to wiggle his rising manhood insideme. I was me, not Jennifer, or Barbie, or Linda. I was awoman. I had a man whom I knew I could make loveme as he was doing so desperately, murmuring myname, Belle, Belle, over and over, as I saw it only in afemale spelling.

*****
I married Devis. I wore a strapless, white gown, astraditional Perfect brides do. I kissed him fervently ashe withdrew the veil from my face. I was paraded along
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the decks on my husband�s arm, my dress streamingout behind me as we headed to the reception rooms inthe Starlight Hotel on Upper E deck. We had a greatparty with all the crew of the Rimrunner Princess. Ikissed all of the guys long and lovingly, even Xander,who kissed just as heavenly as he had in the filmwhere he had made love to Jennifer.
I was hugged by all the girls, by Jennifer, so perfecta woman that I still wanted her, by Karen, who stillhadn�t initiated me into the girls� network, if it reallyexisted. That was mainly because Dev was so protec-tive of me. I hardly got to be alone with anyone else buthim.
Dev wanted me so much as a woman. He wanted tomarry me as he told me he�d loved me from the start.Being a married woman had so many advantages. Icould go down to the docks when I was on station. Icould even take a shuttle by myself out to the labswhere more and more women were arriving every shift,several with their husbands, to take charge of their ba-bies, all boys and all given feminine names and re-ferred to by female pronouns.
As a married woman, I could also enter a spaceship,as Jennifer and Abigail did, and assist in setting up thenew uterine replicators. Yes, I was a nurse now, butmy job was more that of a technician making sure thatthe replicators worked fine, the way that they weresupposed to do.
I won�t be married to Dev Alderton for the rest of mylife. He knows that. I can tell him that I love him. It�strue but we have such long lives in the Rift these days,and all at the peak of human strength, and loveliness,for women.
One thing that being Annabel �Belle� Alderton is do-ing for me is that it is making me enjoy being a woman.Dev really is a very considerate, kind and giving lover. Ihear some of my sisters and their complaints when Iam showing them how they need to suckle their new,little, perfect girls. Then, I realize how lucky I am.
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Dev really did deserve the wedding night I gave him.He was so marvellous as well to the pretty woman hemarried, taking forever to get me out of my glamorousdress and traditional, flirty underwear. I was begginghim to take me and have me as every bride must havedone to her husband.
I won�t be ending our contract marriage any timesoon. Twenty years of wedded bliss should be enoughand give me time to see how these little girls I waspassing on to Perfect mothers developed. How manywould exercise their choice to be boys again at pubertywas something I would like to know before I have myown child. Dev would make a wonderful father. Hesays that I would make a wonderful mother.
I�m thinking about it but, for right now, I�m contentto be learning how to be a Perfect wife. After all, if I did-n�t love it, as I tell Dev when he questions me, I couldalways stowaway again.
###
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