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CHAPTER 1:

The storm that had begun earlier in the day had turned into a raging torrent and Günter and Rudolph were drenched to the bone. The wind and rain had been bad enough but now as the temperature dropped the two young men were in serious danger of freezing to death.

They had been trudging through this remote region for many days now, with no clear purpose other than trying their luck in some new place, always hoping for a chance to make their fortune. They had both been born into a life of poverty and fallen to petty crimes for survival. There seemed to be nothing for them in their home but a future in prison, or starvation, so they had gathered a few meager supplies and set out on foot for adventure.

What they had found was that mountains were hard to cross and that their food supply had not lasted as long as they had hoped it might. They had also wandered into a countryside where there was not a farm or village in sight. The best they could hope for now was to find a clump of trees that might provide a tiny bit of shelter and pray that the storm would pass.

Suddenly a sheet of lightning illuminated the sky and Günter thought for a moment that he spotted some sort of a structure, up on a hill, not too far away.

"Did you see that?" asked Günter.

"See what?" Rudolph replied.

"It looks like a house or something...up there!"

They waited for another flash of lightning and both boys could confirm that there was some sort of a structure up the road ahead. Even if it was just some sort of abandoned ruin it might have a roof or a cellar that they could rest in. It boosted their spirits enough to dash out from the tree they were sitting under and make for the road as fast as their tired legs would carry them.

As they got closer they could see that it wasn't just a house, it was a castle, like something out of the old days. This was the middle of the 19th century and knights and castles had gone out of style hundreds of years ago, but some of the old places still stood, unconquered by time or invasion. Coming from a humble village they had never seen any sort of a structure so large and imposing but at the moment they couldn't stop to admire its architectural wonder. They wanted to get inside someplace...anyplace...and this was their last, best, chance.

There was no sign of life visible as they approached. No carriage out front. No lights burning in any of the windows that they could see. Of course it was late so perhaps the inhabitants had gone to bed, but one way or the other the lads were determined to get inside and dry off.

As they finally reached the steps leading up to the massive front doors Rudolph stopped in his tracks.

"What's the matter?" asked Günter.

"I don't know. I just got a strange feeling. Sort of like a chill running down my spine," he answered.

"Well I've got a chill all over my body so let us be up to that door and wake the house, if there's anyone to wake!"

The two of them pounded and pounded on the door but with the wind howling so severely it was unlikely that anyone inside would hear them, especially if they had already retired for the night. They tried to push the door open but it wouldn't budge.

"Let's look for another way in," Günter suggested.

They walked around the large building for a time before spotting a window, ever so slightly ajar. With some effort they were able to pry it open and climbed inside. To their surprise the house appeared to be somewhat lit with candles and torches in certain areas, none of which had been visible from the outside. Then they realized that the windows were covered with heavy drapes that would have blocked out the view of the lights.

It was encouraging that this meant that someone was here, but it also put them a little on edge. Two strangers suddenly appearing in the middle of the night might not be greeted as welcome guests, especially since they had let themselves in through a window. They half hoped that they would encounter a friendly face and half hoped that they would simply find the kitchen and restock their supplies before slipping off again. They weren't proud of stealing food but they had done it enough by this time to not let it bother them too much.

The room they had found themselves in appeared to be some sort of a chapel or something of that nature. There were strange symbols on the wall that meant nothing to either one of them but at least there was an altar. Presumably these were religious people, or perhaps the chapel was a remnant from those older days and those symbols were some kind of pagan markings honoring gods that were now long dead and forgotten.

In the center of the room was a large circle on the floor, with more odd markings and signs. It was hard to see it clearly in the dark but they weren't all that interested in the flooring anyway. They were hoping to be able to follow their noses and find some food.

They both stepped into the circle at almost the same time and there was a tremendous boom of thunder, so close that it almost sounded like it came from within the castle instead of outside it. Then both boys looked at each in other in horror as they saw their companion begin to change shape before their eyes.

"What's happening?" cried Rudolph.

"I don't know," Günter replied.

In a moment it was done and where the two young men had been standing there were now two young ladies.


CHAPTER 2:

"Günter, you look like a girl!"

"So do you."

"You even sound like a girl."

"What do you think you sound like?"

"This isn't possible."

"Not it is not...and yet it seems to be."

They were still dressed in their wet male clothes but their facial features were definitely feminine and they both seemed to possess a womanly bosom that could not be hidden, despite the heaviness of their drenched clothing.

"We have to get out of here," Rudolph whimpered.

"We can't. Not like this," Günter pointed out. "At least not until we've had a chance to dry our clothes and looked for supplies. If we were struggling against the elements as men what chance would we have in these frail bodies?"

That made sense to Rudolph, who was happy that anything made sense at the moment, so they pressed on with their search of the house. It was a large place with many corridors and stairways and it seemed like it would be very easy to get lost if one wandered too far from the ground floor so they stayed away from the stairs and hoped for the best.

When they reached the front doors they could see that there was a large bolt across them and that they would never have pushed it open no matter how hard they tried. It had probably been designed to ward off armies with battering rams and looked like it was probably up to the task.

They walked straight from the doorway into a large entry hall, a room so big it was larger than any entire house they had ever been in before. It was hard to believe that such a thing could ever have been built, and even harder to believe that they were actually standing in such a place now.

Suddenly a voice boomed out of the darkness from somewhere above them and it almost seemed like God must be speaking to them. Instead they saw the figure of a man coming down the stairs in front of them holding a large candelabra.

"My goodness! You ladies look soaked to the skin! We must get you warmed by the fire immediately."

The figure that appeared before them was an older man with streaks of gray in his hair and beard, which made him look quite distinguished. He was dressed in a very fancy robe of some kind and had a stocking cap upon his head. He smiled warmly as he greeted them, which gave both of the boys a sense of ease.

"How in the world did you get in?" asked the man.

"We tried knocking, sir, we honestly did," said Günter. "Finally we resorted to climbing in a window to get out of the storm."

"Well, what clever and resourceful young lasses you must be. But we can chat at our leisure in a moment. Let us get you to a place of warmth," said the man as he began to lead them another part of the castle.

They entered a comfortable room that was full of books and were surprised to find a fire already blazing on the hearth of a rather large fireplace. Perhaps the old gentleman had been reading in here, but if so, why had he come down the stairs? It was puzzling, but of less interest than standing in front of the fire for desperately needed warmth.

"You must get out of those clothes at once," the man insisted. "I will ring for blankets to cover you while your clothing dries. Now hurry up, hurry up, don't be modest! Your health must be the higher priority here."

Günter and Rudolph shyly began to strip out of their clothing as the old man went and rang a bell. It was so strange to see their bodies this way. Both of them had some very nice, womanly, curves and their faces might even be pretty if their soggy hair wasn't hanging down in front of them. Not really belonging to these forms it wasn't as hard to undress like this, even in front of a stranger. They had both been curious to see what was under their clothes, and since they weren't really women they had no reason for undue modesty.

Soon a maid appeared holding some blankets and another large cloth and the man instructed her to take the clothes to the kitchen where they could be hung up and dried properly.

"Say, these are strange garments for such pretty girls," said the old man. "They appear to be men's clothes."

"They are sir, and there is an explanation for that," said Günter, "But perhaps we could cover ourselves first before going into the details?"

"Of course, of course. Let me help you dry off completely first, though. This towel is very soft and absorbent. It's made in the traditional way of the Ottoman Empire. Not one of these mass produced hunks of cotton," said the man as he began to dry off Günter.

Günter had to admit that it was the softest piece of fabric he had ever felt and he let the man rub him all over, The man seemed to pay particular attention to his bosom and the area between his legs, but it was such a nice sensation he didn't object.

"Now you do the same for your pretty companion and then we shall have that chat," said their host.

Günter took the towel and did for Rudolph just what had been done for him. Rudolph let out a little gasp of surprise as Günter rubbed vigorously between his legs, but Rudolph also found the entire experience to be as pleasant as Günter had. Then the girls wrapped themselves in blankets and everybody sat in comfortable chairs while the old man poured them some kind of liquor,

"My manners must be escaping me in my old age, or perhaps it's the time of night, but I have yet to introduce myself," said the man. "I am Count Landermore, and this my ancestral home, Castle Landermore. And you are?"

"I'm Günter and this is Rudolph."

"Strange names for young ladies," said the count.

"Well sir, that is what I wanted to tell you. When we arrived at this place we were both men, dressed in men's clothing, as you cleverly noted. After climbing in the window of what appeared to be some sort of chapel we walked across the circle on the floor and in an instant we transformed into the persons you see huddled before you now," Günter explained.

"How remarkable! Who would have thought that such a thing was possible?" said the count. "We shall have to look into this, but I'm guessing that you must be hungry and tired from your journey. And of course you can't wander around in blankets all night, so we'll have to provide you with something suitable to wear. And I hope you will forgive me, but I find it rather disconcerting to address such lovely creatures by such masculine names. May I call you Adela? It's from the word adal, which means noble. It seems to suit you for some reason. And you I shall call Frida, which means peace."

So Günter became Adela and Rudolph became Frida. What did it really matter what this old man wished to call them as long as he was going to feed them and give them a place to sleep?

The maid was summoned again and the "girls" followed her to another room where they were presented with a wardrobe of female clothes to choose from. Since neither one of them had the slightest idea what they might want to wear the maid chose for them and assisted with the process of getting into all the various layers and contraptions that went along with the selection.

Adela was clad in a rather attractive dress of dark gray with red trim and Frida wore a gown of green and gold. These were the finest clothes either one of them had ever seen, let alone worn, and the novelty of the richness of the material helped to overcome their embarrassment at being dressed in such a womanly way.

They had expected to eat in the kitchen, or perhaps some sort of servants area, but to their surprise they were led into a rather formal-looking dining hall where the count, now fully dressed, greeted them warmly as he escorted them to their seats.

"My, don't you look lovely?" said the count.

They found it somewhat difficult to sit in their gowns but after a little awkward maneuvering they somehow managed. More servants appeared and soon they were all dining on a most sumptuous meal. It was an indignity to be treated this way, as if they were actually women, but under the circumstances neither one of them was going to complain.


CHAPTER 3:

After dining the count insisted that they spend the night so they once again followed the maid. This time she led them up some stairs and down some hallways and eventually they were shown to their room, which apparently they were to share. Then the maid helped them to undress until they were wearing just a sort of gown that hung rather loosely from their bodies, The maid then bade them a pleasant goodnight and departed as Adela and Frida climbed into the biggest bed they had ever seen.

"Why do you think the count keeps treating us as if we were women?" asked Frida.

"Well, our story is rather fantastic, after all. Would you believe it if some stranger told it to you?"

"I don't believe it and I'm the living proof that it is true," replied Frida. "But he saw our clothes and heard our names. Why would we be carrying on such a deception?"

"Think about it. Two maidens traveling unescorted through such wild country. Might they not, perhaps, adopt a male disguise in order to prevent molestation?" Adela suggested.

"But if he doesn't believe us how will we ever turn back to our old selves?"

"We don't know the lay of the land yet. There may be others who dwell here who we might enlist to our aid. Or perhaps we can divine the secret ourselves. Maybe it's as easy as walking through that circle again."

"If that were the case wouldn't the count know about it? He must have walked over that floor many times over the years," Frida pointed out.

"True, but there may be more to this than meets the eye. Maybe the old man is lonely for a long lost daughter who died or something. Perhaps we remind him of some happier times. Or maybe he's what I believe rich folk call eccentric. Not a raving lunatic, but peculiar in his ways," said Adela. "In any case I think we should go along with whatever he wants for the time being. He seems a pleasant fellow and in no hurry to get rid of us. The key to our recovery surely lies somewhere within the walls of this castle so we must remain here as long as it takes to find it."

Suddenly there was a loud clap of thunder and the two girls hugged each other for dear life, their heaving breasts pressed quite close together.

"I'm frightened," Frida whispered.

"Don't be silly. It's just the storm," Adela reminded her.

"No, I mean I'm frightened of this place. Of what's happening to us."

"Don't be. We're young and strong and able to take care of ourselves no matter what comes our way," said Adela, encouragingly. "Now try to get some sleep, darling."

"Will you hold me a little longer?" asked Frida.

"Of course," Adela replied as she gave Frida a kiss on the forehead.

Neither one of them seemed to notice how strange their behavior was becoming. They had both been scared plenty of times on this journey but never once thought of seeking comfort in each other's arms, let alone using such terms of endearment or kissing. Perhaps it was the strangeness of their situation or the effect of the strong liquor that the count had served them or perhaps their female bodies had impacted their judgment in some way. That was only natural. Could one really become the physical embodiment of the opposite sex without having some personality change as well? There was really nothing more to do than curl up in a soft, warm, bed with a full stomach at last, and hope for sweet dreams and a speedy restoration of their manhood.

Adela dreamed, but it was not the kind of dream she had hoped for. She could see herself, clad in some sort of sheer gossamer gown, being led into the chapel, which was now full of men in hooded robes. Despite her terror she made no effort to flee and no one restrained her. She simply walked, as if in a trance, towards the altar they had noted upon their arrival.

Then someone removed her gown and she stood completely naked in front of the hooded figures who began to chant in some strange tongue that she thought might be Latin, but not being an educated person it could have been almost anything she realized.

Somehow she ended up seated on the edge of the altar as one-by-one the hooded figures stepped forward and kissed each of her breasts. Then she lay on her back and the circle came around again, only this time each man took a turn penetrating her for a time before moving on and letting the next in line have his shot.

As she lay across the altar her legs were spread open and her head hung down over the other side. Suddenly the count appeared by her head gently and pried her mouth open before inserting his hard manhood between her lips.

With a start she sat upright in bed, shaking like a leaf, which caused Frida to wake up, rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

"What is it?" asked Frida drowsily.

"Nothing, nothing...just a bad dream," said Adela, as she stroked her friend's cheek. "Sorry to have disturbed you. Go back to sleep darling."

Adela suddenly realized that she felt wet down below and feared that she had peed in her bed, like a child. When she placed her hand very carefully between her legs she realized that it was a different kind of fluid that was causing her to feel moist. It was something kind of sticky and sort of reminded her of a man's seed. Whether that was more reassuring than finding that she had urinated out of fear was hard to say.

It took a long time for Adela to fall asleep again but she slept soundly, and with no further nightmares to trouble her mind. In the morning the maid was there to help them dress and they were escorted down to the dining hall, where the count joined them a little later.

"I trust you slept well?" said the count cheerfully.

Frida looked at Adela to see if she would mention her bad dream but Adela seemed calm and steady as ever.

"Wonderfully, sir. Thank you so much for your hospitality. I don't know that we would have survived another night out in the wilderness," said Adela.

"And what on earth caused you to be out there in the first place?" the count inquired.

"We have left our home in search of a better life. There was nothing for us there and so we thought we'd see what else the world might have to offer," Adela explained casually.

"That is very enterprising. I like your spirit! But these woods can be treacherous, even for those who know them well. It is most fortunate that you found your way to my door. Or my window at any rate," the count said with a chuckle and a wink. "I imagine you're anxious to be on your way again."

"That would be true, sir, if we were ourselves. But our present female condition somewhat complicates our plans," said Adela.

"Yes, yes, that's right. You're actually men. It's so easy to forget looking at your lovely faces. Well, I would imagine that two strapping young lads wouldn't be too keen to remain in petticoats for very long. One might develop a taste for it," the count chuckled again. "Let us see if we can fix your problem."

After breakfast they went to the chapel and Adela and Frida explained how their change had happened and demonstrated by stepping into the circle. Nothing took place this time so the count gave it a try, but there was still no discernible change in anyone or anything in the room.

"This old place is full of mystery and legend," said the count. "Perhaps there is something written in the family history that might shed light on this peculiar circumstance. If you can afford to delay your journey for a time I would be delighted to have you as my guests. I promise I will comb my library to see if an answer can be found. On the other hand, if you are anxious to be on your way and feel that your condition will resolve itself in time I will arrange transportation for you to the nearest town."

"Your offers are more than generous, and more than we deserve being nothing but strangers to you, but I think we would be delighted to remain here as your guests," said Adela.

"Wonderful!" said the count as he clapped his hands together. "I don't know what sort of entertainment we might find for you but hopefully you will pass the time pleasantly."


CHAPTER 4:

"I feel funny," said Frida as the girls were lying in bed that night. "Not ill, not even scared, exactly, but sort of strange. It's like something is happening to me inside, very slowly."

"I think I know what you mean," replied Adela. "I know that this is all terribly wrong but I don't feel the shame and anger that I should be feeling. When the count speaks of our beauty I find that I'm actually a little flattered."

"Me, too. And the clothes that we wear are so pretty that I find myself almost dreading the thought of having to put those old rags we came in back on."

"It must be the comfort," Adela suggested. "After so many years of being poor and then so much time on the road, living out in the open, we are naturally overwhelmed by the luxury we're being lavished with. Hot meals and a warm bed are clouding our better judgment. Even losing our manhood seems a relatively small price to pay at the moment for the benefits we're receiving as women. But we have made our position clear and the count seems to be working on our behalf so I don't think we need to worry too much about things. We will be men soon enough and this will all just be a strange adventure we will look back on with some amusement someday."

That night it was Frida who awoke violently and Adela was shocked to discover that her friend had experienced what sounded like the exact same dream that she had dreamed the night before.

"I must have told you of my dream and put the thoughts into your head," said Adela.

"No, I swear that you didn't," Frida replied. "You told me nothing at all. I've never heard of two people having the same dream, have you?"

"No I haven't. But I've never heard of two men turning into two women before so I suppose we should be prepared for just about anything."

"Do you think it's a warning?" asked Frida.

"I don't think it's anything more than a dream. A mere coincidence that we had such similar ones," said Adela, trying to comfort her friend's fears. "Now go back to sleep my dear and try to dream no more."

Adela had sounded calm but she was filled with apprehension. The count was right that the castle was full of mystery. Better that than being full of hooded men with stiff poles violating her in turn. It was strange that in the dream she didn't fight or offer resistance of any kind. It was as if she had actually welcomed those men into her gash. What kind of strumpet would lie so open and naked without any attempt to defend her honor? Was she such a woman? Was she trapped in the body of a whore? But the dream had been nothing like the bawdy house back home. Even there the wenches did their business behind closed doors.

It was entirely too complicated for her to figure out so she let it drop for the time being and went back to sleep. It was just a dream and nothing to get upset over.


CHAPTER 5:

Aside from servants there had been no evidence that anyone else lived in the castle but a few days later that proved not to be the case. A very dashing gentleman, of thirty or so, swept into the house and spotted the girls almost immediately.

"My word, what a pleasant surprise!" the man said as he handed his hat and coat to a servant. "And who might you be?"

"Adela, sir."

"Frida, sir."

Both girls actually attempted a bit of curtsey, though neither one of them had been taught the skill or the protocol.

"And I'm Heinrich. Are you friends of my father?"

"Guests, my dear boy, lovely guests," said the count as he embraced his son. "These two beauties fell upon us during a storm, like angels descending from heaven."

"If I had known such loveliness was residing under my own roof I would have gotten home even faster," Heinrich joked. "I hope you'll stay long enough for us to become better acquainted."

With that he kissed each of the girls on the hand and bounded up the stairs. Both Adela and Frida had felt their pulses racing slightly as they watched him go.

"My son is a busy man but I think he favors the pleasures and entertainment that the city can offer to spending too much time in this gloomy old place," the count explained. "But now that you're here the place doesn't seem nearly so gloomy and perhaps he'll stay a while this time and show you around the grounds. The area is really quite lovely when not being obscured by so much wind and rain."

"The count's son is a very handsome man, is he not?" said Frida, once they were alone again.

"He is, indeed," Adela agreed.

"I felt my heart palpitating when he looked at me. Did you feel the same?"

"Perhaps...just a little."

"Is it wrong for us to think a man is handsome?" Frida suddenly asked with genuine alarm.

"I don't see why it should be. A man is handsome or not, whether we say so."

"That's true, although I don't know whether I would have said so a week ago," Frida giggled.

"It's likely of no consequence, either way, as I imagine his father will soon tell him of our situation and that will probably be the last we see of him."

If the father had spoken to the son about the unusual nature of their guests Heinrich showed no signs of it at dinner as he was just as charming and outgoing as when they had met him. It was difficult to converse with such well-bred people but neither the count or his son seemed concerned in the least about their lack of manners or the plainness of their conversation. Heinrich seemed to hang on their every word and laughed at the slightest offer of something witty or amusing.

"Would you ladies like to go riding tomorrow? See something of the place?" Heinrich suggested.

"I'm afraid we don't know how to ride," said Adela.

"You shall have to learn, but tomorrow we can take a carriage. I'll have a nice lunch prepared and we can make a picnic of it. The country around here is really quite scenic."

There was no trace of the stormy weather that had brought them to this place as Adela, Frida, and Heinrich rode comfortably through the grounds in a very nice carriage, that would have been far too elegant for the humble village they had recently fled.

Heinrich talked of growing up in this wild, yet beautiful place, and he seemed delighted to be in the company of two such attractive young ladies. It was almost as if he was trying to impress them, Adela thought, though why he should bother with that she couldn't quite grasp.

They stopped at a lovely meadow and spread a blanket on the ground. There they ate their picnic lunch and consumed the most delicious wine either girl had ever tasted. They had probably walked right past this meadow on their way to the castle but in the dark of the night and the tempestuous storm they had paid it no notice. Now it seemed to be almost a wonderland of wild flowers and ancient trees that had probably seen worse storms in their time.

"And now I must have a kiss from each of you," Heinrich announced with a wicked grin. "That's not too much to pay your cabman."

Each of the girls puckered up and closed their eyes as they waited for Heinrich to collect his fee. It was all quite innocent and in good fun so there was nothing to feel ashamed of. Still, both girls felt a shiver of excitement when their lips met with Heinrich's.

"That was very nice, but I think we  can do better," said Heinrich with a grin.

This time he kissed each of them much more passionately, even placing a hand behind their head and another around their waist.

"Come to my room tonight when your friend has gone to sleep," Heinrich whispered to Adela as his face nuzzled hers after their kiss.

Both girls were full of happiness and contentment as they rode back to the castle, but Adela's head was also spinning. It was such a bold and wicked suggestion. She probably should have slapped his face, but with his hot breath on her neck and his sweet taste still on her lips she definitely hadn't been thinking of slapping anyone.

Of course she couldn't come to his room, but she still felt pleased that he found her attractive enough to make the proposition. On the other hand she didn't want to seem ungrateful for the wonderful treatment they had been receiving so she decided that she would have to find a chance to explain to Heinrich that they weren't really women, and therefore, not suitable partners for this kind of activity.

Adela tried to find an opportunity to take Heinrich aside and explain the situation but the right moment never seemed to present itself. As she climbed in bed she thought that she would have to do it tonight, after Frida was asleep. She could slip out of bed quietly and go to Heinrich's room and then they could speak freely and perhaps he would have some suggestion of something they could try to restore their true identity.

Frida was soon asleep and Adela crept out of the room and down the hall to the room Heinrich had identified as his own. She gave a soft knock at the door, took a deep breath, and entered the room.


CHAPTER 6:

Heinrich was lying in bed with the covers pulled open next to him. His bare chest was exposed as he rested on his side and he indicated that Adela should join him. Adela walked with shaky steps towards the bed, searching for a reason to turn and run but finding none that she could grasp easily.

"Take that off and let me see you better," Heinrich said, pointing to her nightgown.

Adela let the garment fall to the floor and stood by the bed for a moment or two, not sure what was going to happen next.

"My God, you are a beautiful creature. So ripe and lush. Turn around and let me drink it all in," Heinrich instructed.

Adela had felt a real sense of pride at the way the man had seemed so pleased by her appearance. She turned to show him her backside and looked over her shoulder at Heinrich.

"Do you really think I'm beautiful?" she asked.

"Beyond a doubt. Now come get under the covers, we don't want you catching a chill," Heinrich suggested pleasantly.

Adela didn't hesitate to join the man in his bed. It was just a piece of furniture after all. They could converse lying down just as easily as sitting up.

As soon as she was beside Heinrich he moved quite close to her and she discovered that he was as naked as she was as she felt his manhood pressed against her leg. It was a terrifying but thrilling feeling and her heart was beating a little faster as the man put his arms around her and kissed her again. Adela returned his embrace, throwing her arms around his neck, and suddenly she was on her back with Heinrich on top of her.

"You can't believe the joy I felt when I walked into this place and found you magnificent ladies standing there, almost as if you were waiting for me. This old relic is usually so dreary and dull, but you brought a spark of life into it just with your presence. But of course that's what a beautiful young girl can do...light up a room with a smile...turn a man's heart to butter with a glance."

Adela knew she wasn't sleeping but she still felt like she was in a dream. Why should this man's words be touching her heart with such affection and pleasure? Why did his praise delight her so? And why did the feeling of his warm skin rubbing against her own seem to charge her own body with some sort of electrical impulse?

Heinrich took her round breasts in his hands and gently began to fondle them. He squeezed them together and pushed them apart and put her nipples between his fingers as he toyed with her. Her bosom, which had been such a cause of alarm and embarrassment at the start, now seemed to be something to be proud of. Her breasts were such an obvious indicator that she wasn't a man, and would have given away any attempt at trying to prove otherwise. And they were heavy and made the process of walking require some time to adjust to. Even the simple act of eating was slightly modified by the unfamiliar protuberance from her chest. Now they were a thing of beauty to a man and a source of delight to her as Heinrich sucked on her nipples.

Now she could feel his hardness and knew that he would soon mount her. She wondered why he hadn't done so already. Günter had run an errand for a prostitute once and was paid in favors instead of cash. The girl had simply pulled up her skirts and faced the wall while the eager young man stuck his pole inside her and thrashed away as hard as he could. It was all over in a matter of moments but it had made Günter feel quite manly. Now Adela knew she was in bed with a real man who took his time and savored each course. It was the difference between a connoisseur and a glutton, she thought.

She was soon penetrated, but not by the fullness of his staff. Heinrich reached between her legs and began to manipulate her private parts while he looked down at her like a hungry wolf. Her heart was racing and she felt little bursts of energy shooting throughout her entire body. She was aware of that same feeling of wetness that she had experienced after waking from her dream and realized now what had triggered it. Perhaps she had been touching herself in her sleep, or maybe the dream was powerful enough to create the sensation, but why that would be so seemed to make no sense to her. The dream had been terrible...hadn't it?

"And now I'm going to put my cock inside you," whispered Heinrich sweetly as he repositioned himself. "It may hurt, just a little, at the start, but soon I think you'll find it a most pleasant feeling, indeed. You needn't be scared."

"I'm not scared," Adela replied proudly. "I want you inside me."

"Good girl. A girl should always want a man inside her," Heinrich grinned as he began to press his hardness into her wet womanhood.

Adela gasped and clutched at Heinrich's neck. There had been a moment of shock but it passed so quickly. Now she marveled that anything so large and hard could fit so easily into that mysterious slit between her legs. And she marveled at how good it felt to have it there.

What a stroke of good fortune it was that they had stumbled upon this particular place in the middle of nowhere. Everyone had been so kind and hospitable, and even the act of dark magic, that had seemed so terrible at first, now seemed like a blessing in disguise, thought Adela. She might have allowed this violation in order to remain here while searching for a way back to normal but now she welcomed it with all her heart. She didn't feel violated, she felt venerated. The man was paying tribute to her youth and beauty.

Although she didn't really know all that much about Heinrich he seemed like a man she could admire and respect. He was everything she had thought she wanted to be. So elegant and refined. So charming and witty. So comfortable in the way he could just take a thing that he wanted. Though she had tried to deny it to herself she had known that she would come to his bed from the moment he whispered the suggestion. Those kisses held the promise of so much more to come and now he was making good on that promise. And more than that, he was making a woman of her.

From the moment she stepped into that circle, and felt her body twisting and contorting into a new shape, she had obviously been female, and after her initial reluctance she had found the experience of living as a female not as unpleasant as she had expected, but now she had found a reason to enjoy her gender and rejoice in her transformation. It was a shatteringly beautiful feeling.

When Heinrich had finally finished inside her they cuddled together for a time and gently let their hands explore each other's bodies.

"You'd better get back before your friend wakes up," Heinrich suggested.

With great reluctance Adela kissed her lover once more, put her gown back on, and crept back to her own room, as silently as she had left it. She carefully crawled under the covers and looked at Frida, sleeping so peacefully. They would have to find a man for her, too, thought Adela. It wasn't fair for only one of them to know such ecstasy.


CHAPTER 7:

The next day Heinrich suggested that they might enjoy dancing, but neither of the girls knew how, so Heinrich gallantly volunteered to teach them. The count came and played the piano while each of the girls took turns on the dance floor with Heinrich. He was so patient and kind in the way he gently instructed them, never complaining when they made a mistake or even stepped on his toes.

Frida seemed to have a real talent for it and was soon gliding and twirling as if she had been doing it all of her life. It made Adela feel a little jealous, but that only made her work all the harder to improve.

"Come to my room tonight," whispered Heinrich to Frida as he was holding her close.

The astonished girl looked up at him and blinked in wonder before giving him a little nod in reply. Frida had been thinking that Heinrich was a little smitten with Adela, but apparently that wasn't the case.

That night it was Frida who slipped out of bed and quietly entered Heinrich's bed chamber. She was also subjected to the same admiring inspection of her body before joining the man under the covers.

The details were slightly different but the substance of Heinrich's conversation was much the same and soon enough Frida was feeling the sensation of a man entering her body. And much like Adela, Frida could feel bits and pieces of her manhood chipping away with each strong thrust of Heinrich's cock, the way a statue comes to life after many little chips of the artist's chisel.

To be bedded by a man for the first time was exciting but to be bedded by such a man made her swoon. As she received his seed she almost partly hoped that she would carry his child. Then he would no doubt marry her and they would live so comfortably and happily ever after.

In the morning it was a crushing blow to find that Heinrich had left early on business and the count wasn't sure when he would be back.

"Well, that's my son's nature," the old man said with a sigh. "He has never been one to be tied down. But I know he thinks very highly of you two so I'm sure he will hurry back as soon as he can."

"I can't believe he would dash off like that, not after last night," Frida said with a stamp of her foot once the girls were alone in their room.

"Last night?" Adela asked suspiciously. "What happened last night?"

"Oh...I didn't want to tell you but now I feel so foolish I might as well confess it all. While we were dancing Heinrich invited me to his bed and I was dumb enough to go," Frida said in a pouty voice.

"Well darling, I don't know if it will make you feel better or worse, but I went to his bed the night before," Adela admitted.

"Men!" Frida said so naturally that it made both of them start to laugh.

"We of all people should have known what sort of trap we were walking into," Adela said. "Yet we played right into his hands like silly girls. All his praise and fancy talk was just a ploy to get between our legs. Although you have to admire the skillful way in which he did it. I could never have charmed a woman's dress off like that. At least not so quickly."

"Can I tell you another secret?" said Frida softly as she took Adela's arm. "I really enjoyed it!"

"So did I!" said Adela with a conspiratorial giggle.

Soon both girls were giggling and laughing and hugging each other closely. Then for no apparent reason the laughter turned into tears.

"What have we become?" Frida sobbed.

"What is to become of us is probably the bigger question," Adela suggested.

"I don't know who I am anymore, or even what I am."

"You're the same person inside, darling. At least in many ways. You may think and feel differently now, but that happens to everyone along the way as they experience new things in life. But your soul, your spirit, your will is still your own. We wouldn't be doing anything that we truly objected to, no matter how much we may wish to believe otherwise. We're two country girls playing dress up in a castle and we've each been poked by a man. There is nothing so remarkable in that. The important thing is that we have each other and that we always try to love and protect one another the best we can."

Adela kissed Frida, but on the lips this time, not the forehead. And it was the kind of kissing that they had been doing with Heinrich. And then that passed and they dried each other's tears and straightened their clothes. They would not be so easily duped next time.


CHAPTER 8:

Both girls had been disappointed to discover that they had not been singled out for special attention by Heinrich but they still felt very lonely now that he was gone. The count did everything he could to make the time pass pleasantly, and had various servants help them continue with their dance lessons or learn some things about proper table manners, and they even tried their hand at needlework.

Once in a while the count would make some suggestion that he might be on the track to finding out how to reverse whatever it was that had afflicted them, but nothing seemed to change and as the days went by the girls seemed less and less concerned.

Maybe the count had lost a daughter because he seemed to become more of a father figure to the girls every day. He was certainly more of a father to them than their own fathers had been. Adela had never known her father and Frida's had been in prison so often that he always seemed like a stranger whenever he turned up on rare occasions, usually looking for money. The count made sure that they had lovely clothes to wear and plenty of food to eat and always tried to see that they had things to do to occupy their time. Had he sent them off to the kitchen to clean and serve their lives would still be vastly improved, but his kindness and generosity was almost too good to be true.

But the count was not without his peculiarities as well. Once in a while he would excuse himself and go off into the chapel with several men who were never introduced or invited to stay for dinner. The doors would always be shut and the girls whisked away to some other part of the castle on some pretext. When they returned the strangers were always gone and the count never spoke of them.

It made both of the girls a little uneasy, because they always associated that room with the strange magic that had changed them and with the mutual dream they had shared. They both wondered whether it was just a matter of time before they found themselves on that altar, serving a steady procession of hard male flesh.

In the daylight it was easy to see the castle as just an old collection of stones and timbers, but at night there was still a feeling of foreboding in the air. Even though the girls knew absolutely nothing about living in castles, or being nobility, or having wealth and privilege, they could still feel that there was something odd about the place. Perhaps it was just the echoes of an ancient time, long gone by, but it was easy to let your imagination run wild in such a place as this. Adela decided to ask the count about the castle and its history.

"When this place was built the people still believed in many gods, not just the One that we all believe in today. It was a time when people accepted magic as a fact of life. Everyone carried charms to ward off evil spirits or totems to attract good ones. It was also a violent and uncivilized time. Death was the only punishment for any crime and warfare and bloodshed were a common sight. That's why my ancestors built such a formidable structure in such an inaccessible place. There used to be a moat, but that was filled in years ago. There's still a dungeon here, you know, filled with the devices of torture and persuasion, but fortunately they are covered with dust and falling to pieces."

"Why do you stay in such a lonely place?"

"It's a responsibility that comes with my title. My family has lived here for generations. There has always been a Landermore in this castle since it was constructed. No enemy has ever successfully taken it away from us, but now I fear it may just fade away into the past, along with all the memories of those who lived here before."

"You son doesn't want to live here?" asked Adela.

"No more than he must, I fear. Both of my sons are a bit wild. This is a modern age and they are modern men who have little use or regard for moldy old relics of the past," the count sighed.

"Both of your sons?"

"Yes, I have two. Richard is the younger, and even more wild than his brother. He finds any excuse he can to be away from here so that he may indulge in his many vices and passions. I hope I'm not offending your delicate sensibilities with such talk of worldly things, my dear."

"You need not worry about that," Adela replied. "You have put us in fine clothing and taught us many things about being a proper lady but you must recall that our upbringing was far less refined," Adela pointed out.

"Ah, yes, it is so hard to remember that sometimes. You seem to be born to this life. And you know, it was not always so gloomy around here. When my wife was alive there were parties and balls and games and she had a lovely singing voice. I would sit and play the piano and listen to her for hours. Perhaps that's why I enjoy seeing you ladies around here so much. It takes me back to happier days."

So it was the loss of his wife, not a daughter that he felt so keenly. That seemed to explain a lot. Not that he was looking to Adela or Frida to replace his departed spouse, but that they brought some of the spark of femininity to the place. And a lonely old man, whose sons were constantly away, might easily find joy in the presence of youth and beauty. Someone he could teach. Someone he could spoil. But where was it all to end?

They weren't his wife. They weren't his daughters. They weren't even real women. The longer they indulged in this idyllic fantasy the harder it would be to face reality again. Someday they would have to walk out of this place and go back to looking for a way to survive. It was a sobering thought but Adela knew that she couldn't lose sight of that fact.

Nothing more was seen of Heinrich for a time but one day word arrived that the younger brother, Richard, would be coming home, at least for a short visit. The count was very happy and the girls a little intrigued. Having another, younger, man in the house again might be pleasant. Perhaps it would give them a chance to show off some of their new skills and refinements.

When Richard made his appearance he was just as surprised to find two young ladies in residence, and any day as charming, as Heinrich had been. It was sort of hard to see the family resemblance in that Heinrich was dark and more serious looking and Richard was fair, and had a much more boyish face. Still, the girls had some inkling of his potentially licentious nature and presumed that the younger brother would be no less randy than the elder.

"Let us make a pact that if Richard attempts to seduce one of us we will inform him that he must bestow his favors on the other as well," Adela suggested. "Perhaps that will show him that we're not as gullible and naive as he might think."

"I'm willing," said Frida. "But might that not just arouse his interest all the more?"

"Perhaps, but the main thing is that we show him that we're aware of the ways of such men and that we will certainly not be pitted, one against the other."

Their suspicions were of course correct and it took no time at all for Richard to whisper a proposition into Frida's ear. Frida informed him of their pact and that seemed to cause the young man to back off as he made no more advances that evening, So it was to their total surprise when they heard the door to their room opening later that night and saw Richard coming through the door, clad only in a loose-fitting shirt and his drawers, carrying a bottle of wine and three glasses.


CHAPTER 9:

"What are you doing here?" demanded Adela as she pulled the covers up to her neck.

"Well I was told that you ladies had formed a partnership and that if I wished to bed one of you I must bed you both, which seemed like an excellent suggestion and a very enterprising way of thinking," Richard grinned.

"That's not what I meant," Frida protested.

"Wasn't it? I wonder. No matter, I'm here now and I've brought an excellent bottle from the wine cellar and we may as well get cozy and drink a toast to the success of your new corporation."

Adela looked at Frida and they both smiled. It wasn't at all what they had in mind when they had made their pact but Richard was very handsome and the whole thing seemed so silly that there was nothing to do but pull the covers back and make some room so that the man could climb in bed between them.

"Well, this is nice," said Richard as he poured drinks all around. "To the Ladies' Union of Castle Landermore!"

The girls giggled as he clinked glasses with them.

"Now I suppose my roguish brother is the root cause of this partnership." said Richard.

"In a way," said Adela coyly.

"I think I can guess in which way. He no doubt seduced one of you fair maidens with flowery words and soft kisses and left you with visions of romance dancing in your head while he moved on and did the exact same thing to the other," Richard said.

"You seem to know your brother well," said Frida.

"He taught me everything I know about women," Richard said with a laugh. "But you see, I'm an even bigger rake and a scoundrel than he is. I want to fuck both of you just as badly as he did but I won't waste your time with schemes and pretenses. I've made myself clear, just as you ladies made it clear that you came as a packaged deal. I like pragmatic women. Well, I like all kinds of women actually, but I definitely like you two and I hope you like me for being direct, although shameless."

They spent a pleasant while finishing off the bottle of wine and kissing and touching and laughing. Richard liked to peek down the top of their gowns or squeeze their breasts and soon everyone was feeling quite fine and jovial.

"Let's see the diddeys, shall we? I must have a look!" cried Richard as he began to tug at the top of the girl's gowns.

They giggled and pretended to be attempting to fight off his advances but soon both Adela and Frida were sitting in the bed with their bare breasts exposed to the night air. They each had a different shape to their bosom, Adela's breasts were rounder and Frida's more oblong and slightly sloped, but both ladies could boast of being ample up top, something Richard noted with delight.

"It does my heart good to see such well-endowed women. It gives a man so much more to work with," said Richard as he buried his face in between Frida's breasts and then Adela's.

"And is this your primary line of work, sir?" Adela teased.

"Sadly not. More of a delightful sideline. But a man of business today must be diversified you know so I'm always on the look for new opportunities," he joked.

"You're so unrepentantly wicked!" squealed Frida as Richard tweaked her nipples between his thumbs and index fingers.

"That's so true, but there's no point in being wicked if you aren't going to enjoy it," Richard pointed out with a laugh. "Now let's see how wicked you ladies can be. I must thoroughly corrupt you tonight or I shall feel that I have failed in my task. Now lean across me and give each other a nice big kiss."

The girls giggled again and then did as he asked. They gave each other a nice peck on the lips but Richard wasn't satisfied.

"No, no, no...more the way you've been kissing me. Open your mouth and let your tongues entwine my beauties."

Adela and Frida leaned over again and this time they kissed more like lovers than like friends. Richard praised their efforts and encouraged them to continue for a time.

"Now for the other lips," said Richard with a wicked grin as he yanked the covers aside.

Both of the girls still had their nightgowns on, although the top halves were pulled down to their waist. Richard now made a grab for the bottom of Adela's gown and fought off her meager protests to pull it up. Once her lower half was exposed Richard pushed her legs apart.

"Those lips are in no less need of kissing than the ones above," he insisted before diving between Adela's legs and smothering her loins with kisses.

Adela was surprised at how nice this felt and began to respond to his administrations. Suddenly Richard sat up and encouraged Frida to come take a look at Adela's intimate parts. Adela felt very exposed and self-conscious but Frida was in a bubbly mood and joined Richard in his examination.

"Now look at her notch, isn't it pretty? As I'm sure yours is as well, my dear," said Richard as he ran his fingers around the sides of Adela's vagina. "And aren't those lips just as ripe for kissing? Give it a taste. You'll see."

Frida hesitated for a moment but Richard was gently pushing her towards Adela's open legs and the whole situation was so absurdly naughty that she couldn't help but put her mouth on her friend's lady bits. Soon, with Richard's expert guidance and enthusiastic encouragement, Frida was licking Adela's muff with just as much gusto as Richard had, and Adela was enjoying it all the more for it being so sinful and taboo.

Neither girl really noticed that Richard had gotten behind Frida and pulled up her skirt until Frida felt the young man taking her from behind. The three of them now formed sort of a human chain of carnality. Neither of the girls had ever imagined that this sort of thing could take place, but Richard had a way of making everything seem like a game or a lark, and maybe that's all it was.

As men, sex was a rather distant and hopeless quest most of the time. They knew they wanted it, but getting it was not so easy when you had nothing. A pinch here, a grope there, but usually nothing much more than that. Men liked to brag about all the women they had done but with men like Heinrich and Richard it was fairly obvious that they had actually been around and done things that most men could only dream of.

Adela was stunned that a woman could get so much pleasure this way, and from another woman to boot! Frida was whimpering softly as Richard kept up his steady assault from the rear but it was Adela who was truly squirming and clutching at the backboard as she felt her body shaking in wave after wave of delight.

Then Richard somehow reset the stage and Adela was now mounted on top of his cock while Frida perched herself over his face and had a chance to experience the wonders of snatch licking for herself. Both girls reached out and locked hands as they shared the pleasure of the same man's body. It may not have been their intention but it was certainly turning into their delight to have engaged in such wild and reckless passion.

Adela and Frida leaned forward and kissed as Richard spent his shot in Adela's wet grotto, and then the three of them all stretched out in a twisted collection of arms and legs and other parts before they all drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER 10:

Richard at least stayed for breakfast but in the afternoon he was off again. Apparently, like his brother, having bagged the house guests it was time to move on and find some new diversions. At least this time the girls felt a little better about the whole situation. They had not felt seduced, they had known what to expect and gone into the arrangement freely and with their eyes wide open. They had been as excited about the prospect of copulating as Richard had, and everyone enjoyed themselves, so there was nothing to regret, except the lack of an opportunity to do it again.

"So tell the truth," said Frida as the girls got ready for bed one evening. "Which do you prefer, Heinrich or Richard?"

"I don't think it matters either way as we're not likely to ever see them again," Adela replied.

"You think not?"

"Supposedly they don't tend to spend much time here and it's doubtful that our presence will be such an inducement as to lure them back soon."

"Well, I hope you're wrong. I wouldn't mind seeing Richard again. He just makes everything so fun and delightful. Heinrich is so serious."

"I rather like that about Heinrich," said Adela.

"So you'd choose Heinrich?"

"How do you know I wouldn't choose you, my darling? Didn't you make my muff tingle?" teased Adela.

"We are a couple of wagtails, aren't we."

"And why not? Who should we be saving our maiden head for?"

"Well I'm glad you prefer Heinrich because I like Richard and I don't like the idea of us fighting over the same man," said Frida.

"It sort of appears that we are just easy company for whichever brother happens to be at home so I don't think there's much need for us to fight over anything. Instead we should be thinking about our future."

"What do you mean?" Frida asked.

"We've been floating along quite pleasantly but at some point we must consider our options," said Adela. "I'm beginning to doubt that the count is ever going to find a way to turn us back into men, if he's even still trying, which means that we may have to go through the rest of our lives as females."

"I don't really mind that idea anymore," said Frida.

"No, you don't mind that idea now, while we're pampered and cared for, but surely that won't last forever. We have no official standing in this house. We have no claim to anything. We just climbed in the window to get out of the rain. Now we have to get our heads out of the clouds and face the hard truth that someday we will be out on the street again, only this time we will be out there as girls."

"What do you suggest we do?" asked Frida.

"I don't know. We're not educated enough to teach or be a governess. We have no experience to work in a shop. We have certainly learned a lot about the running of a fancy household so we might be able to get jobs as maids or servants of some kind but most occupations will be closed to us now," said Adela. "Of course we must also consider using our youth and beauty to our advantage."

"You mean become prostitutes?"

"Not necessarily as a profession, but a pretty girl should always be able to secure a bed and a meal, as long as she's not too picky about who she shares it with," said Adela with a shrug.

"That doesn't sound very pleasant," said Frida sadly.

"If we're clever we might learn how to secure both without actually doing anything too distasteful. The hint of being willing to tumble might be enough to string a man along for a time. If this is the hand that fate has dealt us we must learn to play it well if we want to live. Thank God we're not timid virgins who would literally rather die than surrender our virtue."

"Still...wouldn't it be nice if we met a couple of rich men who carried us off to..."

"Live in a castle? I think we already met such men and saw what their intentions were," Adela said with a slight chuckle. "Yes, if we're lucky, and smart, we may be able to meet some men of substance who might want to wed us, but I think we need to concentrate on how to make our own way in the world. We left home seeking adventure, and we've had more than our share of adventures already. And we left home hoping to make our fortune, and at least we've seen what a fortune looks like. If we are to be women in this world let us at least be strong women who are willing to face whatever lies ahead."

"I'm willing," said Frida. "And I'm quite happy to say that I'm a woman. I don't feel that shame anymore that I used to feel. Do you?"

"Not at all," Adela replied. "There was never anything so special about the cock and balls hanging down between my legs."

"No, but it is kind of a nice when a man sticks it in there," said Frida with a saucy grin.

"That's true, you wicked thing, and probably good for us since I'm guessing we'll have a lot more of that before this life is done."


CHAPTER 11:

One night the strange men appeared at the house again and Adela was determined to see what they were up to. Knowing that they would soon gather in the chapel she slipped away quietly and found a place where she could hide in there and observe the proceedings. She felt bad about spying on the count, who had always been nothing but kind to her, but he had never expressly forbidden her to see what was happening.

The men entered soon after she had taken her place of hiding and she caught her breath for a moment when she saw that they were all dressed in hooded robes, much like the men in her dream. Unlike the dream there were only a handful of men and there was no sacrificial woman in sight.

The men shook hands warmly and then stood in the circle chanting in what appeared to be the strange tongue she had heard in her dream. Then they opened a bottle of wine, offered up a toast to a name Adela was not familiar with, and shook hands again before departing.

She was perhaps a little disappointed that serpents hadn't sprung from the floor or fire enveloped the ring but she was also relieved that there didn't seem to be anything too terribly sinister about the gathering. Still, the dream had made a lasting impression and this was somewhat close to the reality of that vision.

Before leaving the chapel she sat on the altar and spread her legs as she had done in the dream. In her mind she could see those men even now, just faceless entities with bulging staffs, relentlessly pounding her while she patiently received them all. Then Adela hopped down and straightened her dress. It was such a silly thing to think about.

It appeared that no one had seen her enter or leave the chapel and no one had missed her while she was gone. Why the count wanted to keep this little ritual a secret she had no idea, but it was also none of her business so she tried to let it pass. Her reading skills had greatly improved and she was anxious to get back to her book. It was a wonderful thing to be able to read and comprehend a much larger world of written words, even if she still was basically reading at the level of child.

Then one day while she was strolling outside the castle she saw two riders approaching. As they got a little closer she could tell that it was both Heinrich and Richard so she ran as fast as she could run in a dress to fetch Frida.


CHAPTER 12:

A groom appeared from somewhere and took the young gentlemen's horses away after they dismounted and came up to the front doors, where the girls were waiting for them with smiles on their faces.

"Thank goodness you're still here!" said Heinrich as he came up and kissed them both on the hand.

"I quite agree," said Richard. "I don't think I've ever been happier to come back to this dreary place."

"I don't think your father would appreciate hearing you say that," Adela scolded.

"I'm sure you're right, but I've kind of made of habit of doing things that my father doesn't appreciate or approve of," said Richard.

"We were going to show you the gifts we brought, but if you really think we should go in and see father first I suppose that will have to wait," Heinrich teased.

"You're both terrible men, you know that don't you?" said Adela.

"Of course we do. And you're just the kind of wicked women who can enjoy that," Richard replied.

"You bought us gifts?" asked Frida excitedly/

"Just some little trinkets, but you might find them amusing," said Richard as he produced a small gift box wrapped with pretty paper and handed it to Frida.

"It's almost too pretty to open," said Frida, as she was about to tear the paper aside.

"Hopefully you'll find the contents even prettier still," said Richard.

Frida tore the package open with glee and gasped as she held up a stunning bracelet of shiny stones. Then she literally hopped up and down while she squealed with delight.

"I think she likes it," said Heinrich dryly.

"I do, I do, I do," Frida cried as she babbled her thanks in between a barrage of kisses for Richard.

"And now for yours, my dear," said Heinrich as he presented Adela with a sleek, leather case with hinges.

Adela flipped the tiny latch open and lifted the lid to reveal a stunning jeweled necklace. It shone brilliantly in the sun and took Adela completely by surprise.

"Oh, my God! It's entirely too gorgeous," said Adela.

"Let me be the judge of that. Let's have a look at it on you, shall we?" said Heinrich as he stood behind Adela and fastened the jewelry around her neck before coming back to make an appraisal. "No, I'd say it's just about right. It suits you."

"Oh, thank you Heinrich," said Adela as she leaned forward and kissed him.

"Now we all can go see father and you ladies can show off your new baubles," suggested Heinrich as he offered his arm to Adela and Richard did the same with Frida.

It was funny how the men seemed to have come to some understanding about which woman was to be with which brother. All the more ironic that they had chosen as the girls had wished they would choose. Of course in many ways it made sense. Although the girls were basically the same age Adela was the more mature of the pair and Heinrich would seem a better fit. Richard and Frida were a little more carefree and seemed well-suited to each other. But suited for what?

Was it merely a convenience to choose which girl each would bed on this homecoming trip, or was there something more behind the gesture? The girls had already proven themselves quite willing and eager to spread their legs for both brothers so why go to the trouble of wooing them with expensive gifts now? Or was this just how a rich man paid for his whores?

Those gifts must have cost a pretty penny, to say the least, and the girls could easily sell them and live off the profits for quite some time but neither one of them had any such thought in their minds at the moment. They were the happiest young ladies in the world, even if the gifts proved to have no significance at all. The men they fancied had come back and brought a wonderful surprise with them. That was enough to fill their heads and their hearts for the moment.

The count was delighted to have his whole family together for a change and complimented his sons on their good taste and good judgment in bringing Adela and Frida such lovely tokens of affection.

At dinner Adela and Heinrich sat on one side of the table and Richard and Frida the other, with the count at the head as usual. It was such a warm and wonderful feeling and Adela couldn't help but let her hand slip under the table where she found Heinrich's hand and gave it a tight squeeze. He smiled and went on with the story he was telling, but their hands remained linked for quite some time.

After dinner the count absolutely insisted on having a dance and the couples, if that's what they truly were now, paired up and took to the floor while the count played with great gusto. Heinrich was very impressed by the progress Adela had made as a dancer, although Frida was still much better at it. At least Adela didn't feel so awkward now, after having practiced very hard, and it made her extremely happy that Heinrich noticed the change.

They did switch partners at one point and even the count insisted on having a whirl with both ladies while Heinrich tried his best to pound out a tune. Still when they had finished both couples went their separate ways to find someplace to be alone.

"Why did you buy me such a gift?" asked Adela with surprising directness.

"Doesn't it please you?" said Heinrich.

"Of course it pleases me. And it pleases me all the more that it came from you, but shouldn't a lady be expected to wonder about such an extravagant gift?"

"You're right, absolutely. I hope you will forgive me for saying this, but you're so much different than most of the women I have known that at times I almost feel like you're not entirely real. Like you're something magical that has been conjured up," said Heinrich, searching for the right words.

"But you hardly know me," Adela pointed out.

"That's the really strange part of it I suppose. When I met you I thought you were beautiful, but my mind didn't run much past my usual desire to possess anything of beauty that I see. And I must admit that I found your companion attractive, too, as I'm guessing you ladies came to realize in short order. I thought it was nothing more than a happy stroke of luck that my father had taken in two such desirable young girls and I went on my way expecting to live my life as always," Heinrich explained.

"You may speak frankly in front of me," said Adela.

"I know. That's one of the things I find so appealing about you. With ladies one usually has to be so delicate and careful about the things one says. But I feel like you genuinely understand the way a man thinks and don't recoil from it."

So it appeared that the count had never told his sons about the girl's true identities. Perhaps the count never really believed it. It was getting harder for Adela to believe it each day that passed. Since Heinrich seemed to be trying to speak the truth Adela was sorely tempted to do likewise but she just couldn't bring herself to spoil the mood. Let the man say what he had to say. There would still be time to put things right.

"So there I was, back to my old habits and haunts, drinking and playing cards with a bevy of lovely ladies to choose from for the night when I realized that I couldn't stop thinking about you. I confess that I tried to, but you penetrated my every thought. I feared that I had ruined my chance with you by taking such liberties as I did, but I knew somehow that it wasn't the case. It wasn't, was it?" Heinrich suddenly asked, sounding a little nervous.

"Of course not, don't be foolish darling. Go on with your story," Adela replied.

"Well my story pretty much became my overwhelming desire to see you again. To start over perhaps, or pick up where we left off, but to be in your presence once more. I bought you the necklace because I wanted to buy you a necklace. I honestly don't know what it means because I don't know what these feelings inside me mean. I have had so many love affairs but I had assumed by this point that I would never really be in love."


CHAPTER 13:

Heinrich hadn't actually said that he was in love with Adela but simply hearing his words made her suddenly feel a little dizzy and it looked like she might faint for a moment. Heinrich took her by the arm and they went to sit on a little bench as Adela tried to recover her composure.

"What a silly fool I must seem," said Adela as she fanned herself and wiped a tear from her eye.

"Then you do feel somewhat the same about me?" asked Heinrich hopefully.

"Yes. More than you can know, really. I, too, tried to shut you from my mind and my heart. I felt the hopelessness of wishing for something that I had no business wishing for. You're a great man from a noble family and I was born in a tiny village you've probably never heard of. I'm only here because my friend and I needed shelter from a storm. You father took us in and showed us every kindness. We're not refined ladies, though we've tried our best to pretend to be."

"But that's part of the wonder of it," said Heinrich, taking her hand. "I knew you weren't refined ladies but you weren't common girls either. You were something else, something entirely new and different. It was almost as if you were just now discovering the wonder of being a woman and your delight was infectious."

"Heinrich, there's something about my past that I think you should know."

"My dear, my past is so full of misdeeds and misspent years that I think it's better we leave the past behind us. I've always lived in the present, satiating whatever desires were immediately in front of me, but for the first time I'm thinking more about the future and I want to see if there might be a way for our futures to coincide."

Well, she had tried. Sort of. If he didn't want to talk about the past maybe it was just as well for both of them that they didn't talk about the past.

In another part of the castle a remarkably similar conversation was taking place between Frida and Richard. Apparently both Landermore men had been somewhat vexed by the impact the ladies were having on them.

"My brother and I have similar ideas when it comes to amusement, but we generally have very different tastes when it comes to choosing a place to pursue them, so we rarely cross paths when we're away from home," Richard explained. "But then the damndest thing happened! We both found ourselves in the exact same jewelry shop at the exact same time, with the exact same thought on our minds. And that, my little beauty, is how you came to be wearing that bit of extravagance on your wrist."

"And I suppose you tossed a coin to see who would buy what for which girl," Frida teased.

"Damn it wench! Haven't I been telling you? It's you that have wormed your way into my lustful and deceiving heart," said Richard as he playfully grabbed her around the waist and gave her a kiss. "I've been a scoundrel all my life, and quite happy to be one, but I can't get you out of my brain! And there was no need to toss any coins as my brother was having the same feeling about your friend, so you see, it all worked out quite well. As long as you approve."

"So it appears it did. Adela and I had already decided which man we wanted," Frida said smugly.

"And did you flip a coin?" Richard asked.

"Maybe."

"I won't ask whether you were considered the winner or the loser of that contest. I'm just happy for the outcome."

"So am I. Very happy," said Frida as she threw her arms around Richard's neck.

The odds of things developing this way would seem to be astronomical, and even though both Heinrich and Richard were gambling men, they would probably never have placed a bet on such a long shot. That two boys, traveling in no particular direction, would stumble across this particular place and somehow be magically transformed into women was so unusual as to seem impossible. That those boys would grow to actually enjoy, and even prefer their new condition seemed highly unlikely. That their host would just happen to have two sons, who were eligible bachelors, and that they would take such a fancy to these strangers they barely knew might be somewhat plausible, since the girls had turned out to be so pretty, but still on the long odds side. Toss in the fact that they had all paired up so neatly and that the men had even bumped into each other at the jewelry store and the whole thing seemed pretty incredible.

And yet, it seemed to be happening. And of course it's also easy to see things one way if you only try to look at it from a specific angle. Günter and Rudolph didn't have much of a life, which is why they were leaving home in the first place, and after the mysterious transformation they found themselves in a world that was far more pleasant and elegant than they had ever known. And they had found a role in life that they were quite comfortable to play. Once they discovered how enjoyable sex could be in their new bodies they embraced it wholeheartedly, which was bound to capture the imagination of any man they went to bed with. The reasons why they seemed to be naturally suited to specific partners has already been addressed. The sons bumping into each other at the same shop was certainly a coincidence, but hardly that implausible.

Perhaps it was just fate or serendipity. Or maybe some of the old magic of the castle was still lingering from ancient times. It seems silly to consider that in this day and age but who knows what people will think of our beliefs and customs four hundred years from now?

Whatever the cause there was a definite change in the atmosphere around the castle. Heinrich and Richard seemed to be in no hurry to depart and there was laughter and music and gaiety that seemed to make the old count grow young again in many ways.

The girls were being formally courted, it appeared, although not quite in the traditional way, as virginity was rather obviously not something at stake. Whether the count knew that this sort of premarital copulation was going on under his roof or not was impossible to tell, but if he did he certainly made no effort to put a stop to it. He seemed to approve completely with the pairing of his sons with the two travelers who had wandered across his threshold.

Adela was delighted, naturally, by the turn of events which had brought such a lovely and unexpected development, but she also harbored some little suspicion that perhaps the count had played a much bigger role in this whole affair. There was still the question of how they had become women in the first place and who the mysterious men were who periodically adjourned to the chapel to perform some unusual rites. She couldn't quite shake the feeling that there was some sort of magic at work and feared that despite appearances there might be a darker purpose behind this all.


CHAPTER 14:

"You actually like living here, don't you?" said Heinrich one night, as he and Adela were lying in bed together.

"Yes I do. Very much," Adela replied.

"But wouldn't you rather be in a big city, surrounded by all your friends, attending balls and parties and the theatre?"

"Frida is my only friend, aside from your family of course, and I don't know anything about balls and parties and the theatre. Perhaps if I attended some I might develop a taste, but not knowing what I might be missing I don't feel like I'm missing anything," Adela explained.

"That's very pragmatic...and very unusual. Most people seem to be forever yearning for something different, even if what they have is perfectly fine."

"I guess I'm just easy to please. A warm house and a soft bed with a wonderful man to share it with seems like more than I could ever hope for. I think I might like to see something of the world, if you were to show it to me, but I like the thought of coming home to a place like this. It's really the only home I've ever known."

"This place has always seemed like something out of the past, sort of detached from reality, and after my mother died it felt more and more like a tomb to me. But I see now that it's not the place itself that is so gloomy it's the spirit of the people who dwell there. I'm sure it could use a woman's touch again to furnish it a little more in the modern style, but it's your womanly joy and vitality that has brought the place back to life, regardless of the decor," said Heinrich.

"What is a count, darling?" Adela asked.

"It's largely a ceremonial title these days. In olden times it was a position of some authority related directly to the crown and carried administrative responsibilities, but now it's more of a sign of respect for a large landowner," Heinrich replied.

"And when your father dies will you become a count?"

"If he wishes to bestow that title on me that is his privilege, although I don't know how much I fancy going around calling myself by that name," Heinrich chuckled. "Why? Would you like to be a countess?"

"Countess Adela of Landermore...my goodness...that is a bit of a mouthful, isn't it?" she joked.

"It suits you...probably better than it does me," Heinrich said with a laugh. "Of course, your name means noble, doesn't it? I think you were named wisely because there is something noble about you. A certain undaunted, noble, courage. I know you've had a rough life and have not enjoyed all the privileges that I have and yet here you are, quite possibly destined to become a countess. It's almost like a fairytale."

"Just being able to love you, darling, is like a fairytale to me. Now get between my legs and put your pecker in me at once for I am dying for a good knocking!"

"I don't know if that's totally appropriate language for a future countess but I completely concur with the sentiment. Now spread those legs for me and you shall have the knocking you desire!"

Adela pulled her legs back so that they were pressed against her torso and waited happily for her man to take his rightful place. Heinrich, like any man, would spill his seed too quickly if Adela didn't take some control of the situation, and she was getting better at doing so in such a way that Heinrich never really noticed that he wasn't in complete command. She could keep the man going all night and still have him believe that he was the master of the situation. It was good to be a clever girl, Adela thought, especially in bed.

On the other hand she never hesitated to submit to his will if he was in an especially aggressive mood. Sometimes it actually made her feel quite good when he got in that animalistic way. They might not even make it into the bed on those occasions. It was hard to be totally spontaneous when fully dressed, with all the ridiculous layers of clothing in the way, but if Heinrich was hungry enough he'd get through all the barriers and then she'd be sprawled across a table, or standing at the bedpost, hanging on for dear life while he devoured her from behind.

Down the hall, in Richard's room, the other couple was no less vigorously engaged. Heinrich leaned towards a more romantic side but Richard was considerably more ribald. Of course he always did it such a delightfully silly way that Frida was more than happy to go along with whatever "game" Richard concocted.

"You don't care for my steed very much, do you?" said Richard sadly as he looked down at his very erect penis.

"Of course I do! I love it! Don't I let you stick it in me whenever you please without so much as a by your leave?" Frida replied.

"Well...you never kiss it," Richard pointed out.

"Is that what you want? You're such a little boy sometimes," Frida teased.

"I thought I was a rather big boy," said Richard as he shot a glance at his cock again.

"You know what I meant," Frida scolded. "But if it will make you feel better I will be happy to kiss it."

Frida bent over and kissed the tip of his dick,

"That was good for a start," said Richard. "But when I gave you that bracelet you kissed me all over, and with great enthusiasm. Should my old fellow not receive similar treatment?"

"Why do I suspect that you want me to put that nasty beast in my mouth?" said Frida, suspiciously.

"I only suggested kissing...but now that you've suggested it, perhaps it would be pleasant to try such a thing," said Richard as innocently as he could.

"Pleasant for who?"

"I'm sure it would be for me, but hopefully you might think so, too!"

Frida just smiled and began to kiss his manhood all over. She had no reluctance about servicing him orally but she always liked the way he coaxed her. Soon she was licking his shaft and she could feel Richard twitching in her hand.

"Is this why you're always rushing off to your whores? Do they indulge your unnatural desires?" Frida asked teasingly.

"I have no idea what you mean, darling, but you should probably put it in your mouth soon because I don't know how much longer I'm going to last."

Frida opened her mouth and let the tip of his cock slide onto her tongue. She had no idea how to pleasure a man this way but Richard gently placed his hand on her head and gave her encouraging instruction along the line. Soon she was feeling his hardness going a little deeper and deeper down her throat and she was quite pleased with herself for being able to do so.

Despite his warning, Richard seemed to have no difficulty holding his load for quite some time, and by the end her mouth was being pumped as vigorously as her lady bits usually were. Eventually he bestowed his pearly shower on her and she tasted his salty essence for the first time.

If behaving like a whore kept her man from roaming then Frida was all in favor of it. What did she know of Victorian propriety anyway? No one had taught her that she was supposed to dislike sex or that it should only be performed in the dark with your clothes on. No one had taught her to be ashamed of her body. Those were things that the gentry tried to instill in "proper" young ladies but Frida had grown up in the rough and tumble world of the streets where sex was a lark, whenever you could get it, which wasn't too often. And she really liked Richard. He was fun to be around. Did she love him? Well, she didn't know anything about love but she knew that if he asked for her hand she would gladly be his wife.

Things were definitely looking up for both Adela and Frida.


CHAPTER 15:

"Good news, my dear! I think I may have finally found a way to turn you back into men again," said the count very pleasantly as he sat chatting with Adela one afternoon.

"Oh," Adela managed to reply in a stunned voice.

"Yes, it took some time but I think it's all here in this old book," the count continued.

"That's...wonderful."

"What's the matter? I thought you would be delighted," said the count.

"Had you brought me this news sooner I'm sure I would have been. I don't want to sound ungrateful for your efforts but...but...well I don't think I really want to change back," Adela stammered as tears welled up in her eyes.

"Oh, I see. That's a very different matter. I had no idea you were so fond of your new condition."

"I am fond of being a woman now, and I'm not ashamed to say it. But I'm also, terribly, terribly fond of your son Heinrich, and I believe he feels the same way."

"Well, of course he does," said the count with a smile. "He may have his weaknesses but he's certainly no fool. Does Frida feel the same way?"

"I know she does. It was a hard thing to accept, as you can well imagine, but we've both been so much happier this way that I can't even imagine going back to my old life," Adela replied.

"If you feel that strongly I'm certainly not going to force you to do anything you don't want to do. Your presence here has been a great gift to me...and my sons. I just wanted to make sure that you were absolutely convinced of your decision."

"Forgive me for saying this but I have the feeling that you were toying with me," said Adela.

"Not toying with you, my dear. Testing you, perhaps, but never toying. It's a brave thing to look into your soul that deeply and be able admit that maybe nature made a mistake, or that you've come to embrace your new role in the world. I think a lot of men would deny it even if they thought it was true. We're all conditioned to believe that we're supposed to be one thing or another but sometimes we find out that it isn't always that cut and dried."

"And you'll never tell Heinrich about this, will you? I tried to tell him once but he insisted that we should put our pasts behind us and think only of the future."

"That was very wise of him, I must say. Of course your secret will always be safe with me. Now dry your eyes and run off to your man. You may embrace him secure in knowledge that you will always be this way," said the count.

Adela flung her arms around the old man and continued to cry, although now they were tears of joy.

"Thank you for everything," Adela whispered in the count's ear. "I don't know if you made this whole thing happen, but if you did, I thank you especially for that."

 The count had been the architect of this whole crazy scheme and he was feeling rather pleased with himself at the moment. Yes, it was a modern age, full of machinery and factories and incredible advances in science but there were still times when a little of the old magic came in handy.

A long time ago, when arcane rituals were routinely practiced within the walls of this castle, one of the count's distant relatives had discovered a most unusual form of magical spell. It was a spell of changing that was originally intended to be used on farm animals, to provide more milk cows or increase the number of hens in a chicken coop. Apparently after one particularly drunken night of frivolity the master of the house decided to try the spell on one of the boys who worked in the stable. To his surprise the transformation worked on humans, just as it did on animals, and the boy actually made a rather fetching young girl, who spent the night with the debauched nobleman. In the morning he turned the lad back into his old self but knowing what this spell could do it was difficult not to try it again.

Eventually it became all the rage within his circle of friends to drag some poor peasant lad, or two, into a variety of drunken orgies. It was pointless, really, as there were plenty of wenches available for their every licentious whim, but something about demonstrating their power over a "weaker" male added to the thrill.

It was a debasement of the magical power that they possessed but the first practitioners of that dark art in this castle weren't concerned about that in the least. The spell was passed on through the generations and some of the count's ancestors continued to use it as a lewd party game and some ignored it completely until Count Boris Landermore made a most unusual discovery.

After his wife died he fell into a deep melancholy, much like the current count had done. His friends and family encouraged him to find a new wife but he seemed utterly resigned to his loneliness. Then one night a young man appeared at his door, looking for food, and offering to work in exchange for a meal. The count was happy for the company of the young man and actually dined with him in full splendor. There was something in the fellow's eyes that captivated the count and on a whim he made him a proposition. The count wasn't in need of any male help at the moment but if the chap was willing to step into a magic circle and become a woman, temporarily, he would find employment here as a maid, with good wages and meals and lodging included.

Naturally the young man was skeptical, but the proposition did seem to be an appealing one. Like Günter and Rudolph, this young man had nothing and nowhere to go and had just been wandering in hope of finding a better life somewhere. To the count's delight the young man turned into a very attractive young lady, and he gave his new maid the name Vanda, which meant wanderer.

Vanda seemed to take to her new duties quite easily, and showed no sign at all of being uncomfortable in such a strange reversal of nature. The rather timid young man had turned into a much more self-confident person as a woman and fit in with the rest of the household quite naturally. None of them had the least suspicion that Vanda had not always been a girl and the count did nothing to change that perception.

Being a Landermore the count was just as lustful as most of the family throughout history, and inevitably he took Vanda to his bed one night. Despite his guilt over her true identity, she made him feel like a young man again, and his virility returned to him in a way that it hadn't in years.

"You must think me a terrible scoundrel for having abused you thus," said Boris after they had completed their first act of coitus.

"Not at all, sir, I think you're the most wonderful man I've ever met," Vanda replied.

"Now, now, you mustn't feel that you have to flatter me. Your job is secure. I will molest you no further. I was just overcome with your youth and beauty I suppose. It's been a long time for me since I've had anyone to share my bed with."

"It would please me to share it with you whenever you wish," said Vanda, sounding quite sincere.

This unexpected turn of events was almost too much to hope for but as Vanda and the count became lovers, and she moved from the kitchen to his bedroom, they both discovered a remarkable thing. Vanda actually preferred being a woman, and took the greatest joy in even the smallest thing that seemed to move her more and more along the path of femininity.

When the count announced that he was to wed his former kitchen scullion there were some eyebrows raised, but most people were overjoyed that the count had found some happiness at last, even if the girl wasn't the sort one would usually choose as the bride of a count.

There was just something special about a girl who chose to be a girl instead of simply having been born that way. It was especially true if they were young and hadn't been raised with all of the rules and expectations of the females of the upper classes. They were more of a blank slate on which any sort of a life may be written. And in bed they usually demonstrated an enthusiasm that most women of their time would have no doubt found shocking.

And so a tradition was created within the Landermore family that the sons should wed a woman who was "created" specially for the task. As it turned out a great many men did not find the transformation so appealing, and some of them were actually horrified by the whole experience, so it took some experimenting to actually find a girl who was as happy as Vanda had been in her change. Of course, even if the girl was happy being a girl that didn't mean that it guaranteed a happy marriage, but the custom remained for many years.

Eventually magic rituals and secret gatherings and spells of transformation fell out of favor. Times change, and attitudes change with them, and magic was viewed with a great deal of alarm and suspicion by most people. It was considered blasphemous and the work of the devil.

The current count was told of the family traditions and legends and exposed to the inner workings of the magical properties that had once been so important in that castle, but he had chosen to go his own way, especially where matrimonial issues were concerned. He had met a wonderful woman and fallen madly in love with her and she gave him two fine sons before she died, far too soon.

The count had attempted to expose his sons to their mystical heritage but neither Heinrich nor Richard had the slightest interest in such old wives tales and foolish traditions. There was nothing about the Landermore legacy that particularly appealed to them, aside from the wealth that went with it, and they sought to bring the family into the 19th century whenever they could.

With seemingly no interest in marriage or heirs or tradition the count feared that when he died the castle would be sold off and the family name would eventually vanish as well. If only his sons could find the kind of happiness he had known with their mother, he thought, though the prospect of that seemed to dim a little more each day.

Then on a purely random happenstance the old count had been looking out the window on the tremendous storm that was raging outside and caught a glimpse of two young men in a flash of lightning. Remembering the tale of Vanda the count hurried to the chapel and enchanted the circle with the spell of changing before leaving the window to the chapel slightly ajar and making sure that no one answered the door, no matter how persistent the knocking might be.

Then he waited to see if the lads would fall into his trap.


CHAPTER 16:

From that moment on events transpired as they have been recounted here previously. To the count's surprise and delight the old tradition seemed to be working, and on two men at once! Not being an evil man at heart the count was torn by his actions but it seemed to him that every day Adela and Frida became more and more comfortable as women. Of course he went out of his way to make their life especially pleasant, and tried to assist them in developing some female refinement along the way, but he knew that his plan would be useless if his sons didn't find the ladies as appealing as he hoped they would.

Had the boys insisted on being restored to manhood with any real vigor the count would have reluctantly done so, but fortunately they didn't seem in any hurry to change back so he allowed the gentle deception that he was working on a solution, when he held that power in his hand from the very start. Again he was conflicted by his dishonesty but prayed that it would all work out for the best in the end.

The count had never really been a devoted follower of the old ways and had only attempted magic on one or two occasions in his youth, but he honored the traditions of his forefathers and met with a group of friends who also paid homage to their ancestors by meeting now and then in the chapel to recite some ancient words from a now dead language. Over the years the group had grown smaller and smaller and someday that ritual would no doubt end entirely, but the count was extremely grateful that he had not let the fire burn out completely, as now it appeared that his sons might finally have found the women who could tame them.

It was certainly a risky proposition in many ways. Even if Heinrich and Randolph came home and met Adela and Frida there was no way to "make" them be attracted to one another. The count had no magic spell for that. It was just a hunch that perhaps there was some truth in that old tale of a woman made being happier than a woman born and that her uniqueness would be all the aphrodisiac a man would need to become intrigued. The rest was up to the quirks of fate and nature and the unknowable mystery of what makes one person fall in love with another. The count had rolled the dice and they had seemed to come up in everyone's favor.

The time was passing in a delightfully idyllic fashion and then one morning, the brothers were gone.


CHAPTER 17:

"Don't worry about it, my dears," said the count as reassuringly as he could. "They had some business to tend to in town, that's all. I don't know exactly what that means to a man these days but I understand that they have investments and whatnot to look after. In my day if a man had money he didn't go running around trying to make more all the time but that's not the case anymore, so it seems. They'll be back in no time I promise you."

Both of the sons had told their women that they were going to be away for a short business trip so it wasn't like they had just snuck off during the night, but it was still hard not to be worried. Perhaps the girls had been lucky to have held onto their men's attention for even this long. The city obviously held many attractions and temptations for the sons so it probably shouldn't be that surprising that they would be drawn to it from time to time.

"They will come back, won't they?" Frida asked nervously.

"I'm sure they will, my dear," Adela replied. "But I think we must prepare ourselves for the eventuality that this will be a routine part of life as long as we are courted by these two."

"But don't we please them?"

"I'm sure we do. I don't think their professions of love are deceitful. But men are men, and these two especially so. We provide something in their lives that they desire and appreciate but perhaps they still desire some other variety on occasion," Adela suggested.

"But I do everything Richard wants me to do," Frida protested. "I even let him dip his wick in my mouth!"

"You do?" Adela said in a surprised tone.

"Well...sometimes," Frida admitted a little bashfully.

"Oh, my goodness," Adela said with a blush, as she covered her smile with her hand.

"Haven't you tried it?"

"Not as yet."

"You should...it's the best sausage you'll ever taste," Frida giggled.

"Why you wicked thing! You mean you let him finish that way?"

"Of course. I like to think of it as his seasoning."

Both girls broke out in a fit of laughter and clutched each other's arms for support. Suddenly they held each other very tight and tried not to cry. At times their emotions seemed to jump about without a moment's notice.

"It hurts being love," Frida whispered.

"Yes, it appears that it does sometimes. But what a wonderful thing to have experienced. I never knew what a powerful thing a woman's heart could be until I lost myself completely in the arms of a man," Adela replied.

For a moment Adela thought about telling Frida that the count had a way for them to turn back into men and suggesting that they should take him up on the offer while the sons were away. Then they could flee this strange place and never look back. They would be no worse for the wear and would even have their expensive jewelry to sell to give them a start in their new life. That seemed like adequate compensation for the time they had tarried here in this dreamland. Instead she just tried to buck up her companion and suggested that they find something to keep busy with to occupy their thoughts while waiting for the sons to return.

Ironically it wasn't the shame of having been emasculated that put the thought of restoring her manhood in Adela's head. Quite the opposite. It was the full and complete way that she had embraced her femininity that worried her. She had developed deep emotional reactions to things in a way that she suspected she never would have as a man. Having never been in love as a man she had no way of knowing exactly how she would feel but she now knew the aching, almost agonizing, feeling of longing to be with someone and it scared her.

To have been bedded by a man was but a romp at the start. The feel of bare flesh rubbing together was a sensual thing, no matter whose naked skin you were touching. And Frida had brought Adela to the same kind of amoral bliss that either of the men had, using just her quail pipe. But now when she lay with Heinrich everything was so different. The physical sensation was obviously the same but it resonated on a deeper level that seemed to reach right down into her soul.

Any man, of reasonable skill, who climbed between her legs could no doubt give her pleasure, but she knew it would seem hollow in comparison to what she felt when entwined with her lover. With love there was a sense of possession, as well as partnership. It elevated the base and carnal into something sublime. Adela was proud to be Heinrich's woman, his companion, and his mate. She would do anything for him and felt devastated to even suspect that it might not be enough to hold him.

Still, she had grown quite strong in her time at the castle. Not physically strong, as she would have judged strength as a man, but internally so. If she could have split herself into two people simultaneously she would have been no match for her male self in a foot race or a contest of lifting heavy weights, but Günter had been such a boy, really, and although they were obviously the same age Adela felt like a grown woman.

Perhaps this is what most women go through, Adela thought. Perhaps it's far too instinctive for men to want to spread their seed around as often as they could. There were probably millions of wives who sat home alone while their men went on the prowl. And perhaps if she were really Heinrich's wife and could content herself with raising their children she would be satisfied with that. But she feared that she was just a convenience, despite Heinrich's words and actions. There must be all kinds of beautiful women out there, more refined and witty in their conversation, more skilled in the arts of love. Although it hadn't prevented Richard from leaving, as well, Adela was determined to try accommodating Heinrich orally if she got the chance. She might not be the wittiest companion Heinrich could find but she could certainly do everything within her power to be the best between the sheets.

It may well have been that the girls were overreacting to the situation but it would be hard to blame them under the circumstances. Womanhood was still so new to them and they had so little to guide them. They had been born and raised in a totally different society so they didn't even have examples of refined womanly behavior to emulate. And it was very easy to jump to the worst possible conclusions, having found in their old lives that such suspicions were generally true.

Still, they tried to keep their chins up and diverted their attention as much as possible while they waited on pins and needles for their men to return.


CHAPTER 18:

The wait was blissfully short as both Heinrich and Richard returned together, just as they had done the day that they had brought the girls their lovely gifts. Adela and Frida had been keeping a keen eye on the road so they were also once again waiting for their lovers in front of the castle.

"My goodness, I do hope you haven't been standing here this whole time we were gone," said Heinrich in jest as he climbed off his horse.

"Surely you don't think that we don't have anything better to do with our time, sir," Adela replied teasingly.

"I think they're just waiting to see what we brought them this time," Richard said with a grin. "But I'm afraid you'll just have to wait a little longer. Now come and kiss me woman! My lips are parched and dry from the journey and I need to be refreshed."

Both girls ran at once to the arms of their lovers and kissed the sort of kiss one reserves for long departures and happy reunions. It was a deliriously happy reunion for all of them, it seemed. If this was but the game that they were to play indefinitely the ladies felt that they could play it, as long as they knew the rules.

Dinner that night seemed almost more like a banquet or a feast out of olden times. There was entirely too much food and wine but the merriment in the hall was fueled by far more than food and libations. The "family" was together again, for there was such a strong feeling of family in this circle. Although it might not be one in law or name a family can consist of like minds and hearts as easily as by birth or marriage. In some ways it was all the stronger for having been by mutual consent and affection instead of out of obligation or the random act of nature.

As it happened the bond was soon to become formal anyway as the sons finally revealed the new gifts that they had procured for their ladies. After dinner the five of them retired to the count's study, where two young men had once stood wet and shivering in unfamiliar female bodies. How things had changed since that fateful night!

Both Heinrich and Richard dropped to one knee before their ladies and produced rings of astonishing beauty and size. Both of the men said wonderfully romantic words that neither Adela nor Frida could actually recall later, as they were so overcome with emotion at the surprise of the whole production. With tears of joy both women gladly, and unhesitatingly, accepted their marriage proposals and flung themselves into the arms of their future husbands.

"This is a joyous day in Castle Landermore," said the old count, wiping a few tears away himself, as he placed a hand on each of their heads in turn and gave an ancient blessing, in both the old language, and the new.

What did it really change? Nothing and everything at the same time. The wedding night would be no shy, fumbling, affair, but what was there to that? Who wanted to be shy and fumbling at the moment of consummation? Adela already had a plan to make that a special treat for her husband anyway and it would probably be far more pleasing than taking some timid maiden's virginity.

It did make the count "officially" their father now, although as has been mentioned, that feeling was already mutual and well-established. On the other hand it gave the girls legitimacy and legal standing in the eyes of others. Their future was now secure. It appeared that they had indeed made their fortune after all.

It also assuaged their fear that they were nothing more than an amusing diversion for wealthy gentlemen to use and discard at will. That thought would probably have been lingering in their heads even if they had been born female, but under the circumstances it wasn't that surprising that they worried about being played for the fool. There was no skilled artifice in their seduction. No coy maneuvering to promise just enough without actually giving all. They had acted out of instinct, some of it even male perhaps, but a genuine desire to express the depth of their feelings and to hold nothing back from their men.

That was, of course, a big part of what made them so appealing to Heinrich and Richard, although they hadn't planned it that way. The brothers knew all about artful women and the games they played, and had been happy to play along for many years until they found women who seemed so open and honest and eager. They fancied themselves modern men and if these were modern women they were all in favor of progress.

"And where shall we go for our honeymoon?" asked Heinrich when the fiancées had retired for the evening.

"I'm afraid I don't know what that is," Adela replied, feeling rather foolish and ignorant.

"Well, it's sort of a journey that one takes after being wed," Heinrich explained. "Traditionally the newlywed couple travels a bit before coming home and settling down."

"As long as we're traveling together I don't care where we go."

"Of course we shall be traveling together," Heinrich said with a laugh. "It wouldn't be much of a honeymoon traveling alone. We can go anywhere you wish."

"I don't know anything of the world like you do so I shall leave it in your most capable hands."

"I promise I'll do my best to come up with an itinerary that I think you'll enjoy."

"Can Richard and Frida come with us?" Adela said suddenly as the idea popped into her head. "I think it would be ever so much fun if we all traveled together."

"Well, they might have their own plans but I suspect that your friend will have suggested the same idea already," said Heinrich. "I know how close you are. But I do expect to get some of your time and attention you know!"

"Oh, my darling, you shall have my undivided attention forever...and my total devotion. I want to be the best wife a man ever had! You must never hesitate to tell me if I'm not satisfying you completely," said Adela as she began to kiss his neck.

"I have no doubt that you will be the model wife in every way possible, and you must not hesitate to tell me if I'm being negligent in my duty to you as your husband."

"If I'm doing my job properly I hope that you shall have no need to stray from your husbandly duties," said Adela as she pulled her legs back and gently slid Heinrich between them.


CHAPTER 19:

The wedding of a Landermore was still an important event in the local community, even more so when two Landermores were to be wed at the same time, and it was held in the small church at the closest village. It appeared as if the whole town had turned out for the event and both Adela and Frida were a little overwhelmed. They had never been seen as women by anyone outside of the castle before and there was a moment of fear that somehow they would be exposed, but that was not likely to happen.

Like all women on their wedding day they were both radiant and superbly beautiful. The villagers had absolutely no idea who they were, or where they had come from, but it was naturally assumed that they were highborn ladies from some respectable families, even though there didn't seem to be any representatives of said families in attendance. Perhaps they were from a far-away country.

For the count it was a most joyous occasion, although he wished that his dear, departed, wife could have been there to see it. He had almost given up hope of his sons ever settling down and starting a family, but not quite. He still had the magic of that old castle on his side, if he could only find the right opportunity to use it.

Looking at the happiness on the faces of his new daughters-in-law it was easy for the count to forgive himself for his trickery. According to family legend there were men who, for whatever reason, actually found greater happiness in the role of womanhood. The count didn't really understand it, but he was wise enough to consider that many people might choose to change something about themselves if they had the opportunity, especially if they could try out the change first. Fortunately, at the moment, everyone involved seemed to be as happy as they could be, so the means that got them all to that point seemed fairly irrelevant.

After the ceremony the two newlywed couples climbed into a carriage that was festooned with flowers and sped off for the nearest railway depot. It would be the first time that Adela or Frida had ever ridden on a train, or even seen one up close, for that matter, and they were full of wonder and excitement.

They would be seeing some of the great cities of the world but had no idea of what to expect from that, having lived such sheltered lives in such a small village. Being at the castle had introduced them to many fineries and fancies that they had prepared them, at least a little, for a life of wealth and luxury, but the greater world outside of those walls was still a complete mystery to them. As their men talked about the wondrous things they would be seeing it was hard to believe that such things actually existed, but they knew better than to presume that their husbands were just exaggerating.

The train ride was breathtaking. It didn't seem possible that anything could travel that fast and still remain on those narrow tracks and the world rushed by in an ever-changing kaleidoscope of landscapes. They actually weren't traveling all that far, on this first leg of the journey, but it seemed like a million miles to Adela and Frida.

The wedding night would be consummated in adjoining suites at the best hotel the town could provide. It was modest, by the standards of what they would soon be experiencing in the greater metropolitan cities, but it was all so lovely and elegant to the girls, who had never been in a hotel before. A small army of porters brought up their luggage and then the couples said goodnight to each other before retiring to their respective suites.

"I hope all this travel and excitement didn't wear you out too much, my dear," said Heinrich as he took of his coat.

"Not at all, darling, have no fear of that. Your wife shall perform her matrimonial duties with the utmost enthusiasm," Adela replied as she began to unfasten her gown.

"I never really doubted that for a second, my dear," Heinrich grinned as he removed his shirt.

In the suite next door the other couple was also in the process of getting undressed for the night, and in typical fashion, their conversation was slightly more risqué.

"Well, what shall we do to make this wedding night special?" asked Richard. "We've done damn near everything under the sun already."

"We could just go to sleep. That would be different," Frida teased.

"I was thinking more along the lines of seeing if the folks next door wanted some company. We're all family now, after all," Richard grinned. "And we did have a double wedding, why not a double wedding night?"

"Is that because you'd like another chance to put your cock inside Adela, or because you would find it stimulating to see your brother giving me a good going over?"

"Well, I suppose I was hoping more that you girls might entertain us for a while before we took our wives to bed," Richard replied.

"Perhaps someday, dear, but I think I can entertain you all by myself just fine. Now get those trousers off and let me show you how!"

As Richard and Frida stripped out of their clothes and hopped merrily into their wedding bed Heinrich was preparing to do the same when Adela surprised him by taking him by the hand and sitting him on the foot of the bed. Then she dropped to her knees in front of him and took his staff in her hand, lovingly stroking it as she alternated her gaze from his manhood to his eyes. Heinrich was actually a little dumbfounded.

"I appreciate the attention, but as you can plainly see, I am already quite prepared to enter you, my dear," said Heinrich.

"And so you shall. Just not quite in the way that I believe you were expecting," Adela replied with a sly grin.

Then she opened her mouth and let her husband's prick glide gently inside. She then pulled it out and began to kiss the head of his penis. Heinrich let out a moan of utter appreciation, which caused Adela to smile again before she took a little more of him in her mouth.

She was glad that she had "saved" this for their wedding night, though she had been dying to try it ever since Frida told her about the experience. It just seemed like a wonderful way to express her love and total devotion to the man she had just joined for life. It certainly seemed to do the trick as Heinrich looked so pleased and contented as he leaned back a little and rested on his arms. He would no doubt take charge in the bedroom many times in the years ahead, but Adela was savoring this opportunity to control the proceedings. After all the wonderful things Heinrich had given her and done for her this felt a little like a special gift she could give back to him.

She hadn't been totally prepared for the volume, or consistency of his issue, once the man had reached the point of no return, but she ingested it all bravely and with a smile. Perhaps this wasn't what a proper lady did on her honeymoon, or ever for that matter, but she was quite satisfied to be whatever kind of "lady" her husband desired. She was just so thankful that she could be a lady of any kind.


CHAPTER 20:

The honeymoon sailed by in a blur of shops, and restaurants, and museums, and hotels, and theatres, and who knows what else? The excitement made the girl's heads spin, but everything was always grounded in the fact that they were sharing it with the men they loved. It wasn't necessary, or expected, by either girl to have such an adventure, but since their husbands were going to so much trouble and expense there was no point in not enjoying all of it. Adela could see why Heinrich was so attracted to the whirl of activity in the big city, aside from the earthly pleasures that he once sought out, and hoped that she would be able to accompany him on future excursions, although she was also quite content to spend time at home.

Both of the girls were actually rather homesick after a while, especially for the count, and the newlyweds cut the honeymoon a little short so that they all could get back to the castle. They were laden with purchases from their travels, and regaled the count with amazing stories about the things they had seen, all to his delight and amusement.

In time Adela, and then Frida, were both with child, and soon the sound of children laughing and playing would fill the ancient halls and corridors of Landermore Castle again. The family line would definitely continue now and one day the count took the two ladies aside for a conspiratorial conversation.

"My girls, my wonderful girls, you don't know how happy you've made me, and made my sons, of course! But I want you to promise me something in the strictest of confidence. I know my sons have no regard for the old ways and traditions, and that is well for them. They have made their way in a new world of business and commerce and so on, but it would be a shame if all of the old ways were to die out with me, don't you think?"

"Surely that will not be for many years," Adela protested.

"Perhaps, perhaps, but I would like to know that your children were at least given the opportunity to learn some of the secrets and customs of their ancestors. I ask you because I believe you have seen the power and the wonder of the old magic, when used for good purposes. We have always shared a secret, and I have always kept it, so I ask you now for us to share in one more."

"Of course, father. We would be honored to have you instruct our children in the ways of your family's past, and raise them to respect those customs," said Adela.

"Without telling our husbands," Frida quickly added.

"I knew you would see things my way. Magic always seems so frightening to the uninitiated, but sometimes it's simply the best way to make things happen for the best!"

Then the girls put their arms around the old man and they all embraced warmly. It was, after all, the magic of the castle that had brought them all to this happy state of affairs. And what had once seemed so sinister and dark, had been revealed to be nothing more than a helpful charm. The castle, like anywhere you might be, or like life itself, was really what you made of it. From a gloomy tomb of sad memories to a thriving household full of life and vitality, the castle had seen many things in its time. Their children would also grow up to learn and discover all of the wonders the modern world had in store for them, but it was also nice to know that the magic of the castle would not die out anytime soon.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I had originally planned this to be a darker, more sinister tale, for Halloween, but these things have a way of going in their own direction once they get started. Why did the girls both have the same erotic dream? I don't really know. I hope that doesn't bum anyone out, too much! It's just one of the mysteries of the Castle Landermore, I suspect.

After the very positive response to my previous Victorian era story, The Experiment, I thought it would be fun to try another set in that period. As readers of my historical fiction know I do love period slang, but it's also surprising how many of our current day sexual expressions have been around for a very long time. "Cock" just never seems to go out of style. (Thank goodness!)

I always find writing about different time periods interesting, not just because I'm a history buff, but because it adds another dimension to the concept of "becoming" a woman, when being female in society has meant many different things in many different times and places. Some of the intrinsic elements are always there, but it's filtered through the lens of historical perspective.

It's a tad shorter than usual, but I told the story I wanted to tell. Hopefully there was still enough there for your enjoyment. It's almost October as I write this and the story is oozing with Gothic overtones so happy Halloween everyone! (It's the holiday for transforming yourself into whatever you want to be.)
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