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End Transmission

There was that sudden, awful feeling, like millions of tiny pins were pressing into your skin and a bright flash.  I hated being reconstituted. I think everyone does. I caught myself against the glass of the chamber as I drew in a few deep breaths.  You can never anticipate being reconstituted as it always just seems to happen immediately after being diced up in the “sanding” process. There’s no dreaming or any other kind of awareness after you’ve been dehydrated and stored digitally and as a jar of silica gel and another of water.

I’m the captain and only crewmember aboard a deep RADAR space probe vessel named “Smazochnyy Medved.”  The ship’s computer will occasionally bring me out of storage to do system checks, ensure proper calibration of the probe or if the ship was in proximity to another vessel, either Alliance or Ergon.  You never know the situation until after you leave the sanding chamber.

But something was different this time.  I mean really different. Something was very strange and not readily apparent.  Two things caught my attention immediately. For one, the interior of the ship was dark with the exception of a couple of red lighting panels in the ceiling and a few status lights on the panels.  The second was the locks of long blonde hair that fell across my bare shoulders and tickled my ample tits.

Being reconstituted nude is pretty standard, especially on these small, single crew vessels. But the long blonde hair, and the big tits and missing cock are definitely not standard.

“What the fuck?” I muttered aloud as I stepped out of the sanding chamber and into the soft red glow that filled the ship’s interior.  The air was a bit musty with the air handlers turned off.  In fact almost everything was turned off.  Just what the hell happened?

I felt myself up for a moment while I looked around the interior.  This was some crazy shit. For some reason, my personal profile wasn’t used to reconstitute me.  The ship’s entertainment model was used.  In my case, the entertainment module was a construct of what was at one time, the hottest, most desirable, wicked prostitute from Seka-5; one of the crappiest and most dangerous shit-hole planet just outside Alliance space. The Lola template is illegal on every Alliance Navy vessel, but has managed to be universally installed.

The Lola entertainment module was originally written to be used for espionage, but its entertainment value was discovered pretty quickly. The programming is incredibly complex and allows for whoever is using the profile to be reduced to a vacuous bimbo if they’re in danger of being discovered, to returning the user’s full faculties should an emergency situation arise and virtually everything in between.

But why am I currently a woman?  Was there a glitch?  I’ve been on crews in the past where there are more than one member where someone is chosen, not always voluntarily, to be the entertainment. If there is more than one crew member present, the default mode of the package is a vacuous and extremely horny prostitute and the person being used normally has no memory of all the men they had sex with.  Good thing I didn’t come up that way or I’d be completely lost.

I thought about just saying to hell with it and deconstruct myself and wait out whatever the problem is. But this last reconstitution seems to have drained whatever remained of the ship’s main power.  That’s when I noticed the red blinking light on the communications console, indicating a message.  I walked over and punched the retrieve button.

The screen flashed as it turned on. Fortunately, the communications console had its own battery backup power.  The console emitted a beep and then letters began appearing on the screen. All communications with Alliance forces are through our sub-ether, faster-than-light technology. The signal is virtually undetectable by Ergon forces, and while very low power, the signal currently can’t be blocked.

“ALLIANCE CENTRAL COMMAND – CAPT HARRIS YOU HAVE BEEN RE-ACTIVATED UNDER EMERGENCY PROTOCOL 1138. YOUR VESSEL HAS BEEN CAPTURED BY ERGON FORCES AND YOU HAVE BEEN TAKEN PRISONER. YOU MANAGED TO WIPE ALL STANDARD PROFILES FROM THE DECONSTRUCTION UNIT AND SHUT DOWN POWER. HOWEVER, YOU WERE NOT ABLE TO SET THE CORE TO IMPLODE.”

Holy shit! I thought as I read the message.  I’m a copy. It’s normally illegal to have more than one of anyone active at a time.  The emergency protocol over-rides the failsafe built into the sander.  I, the real me – the official me – had managed to shutdown all the critical systems before being captured before I could complete my task. My vessel was either loaded into the hold or docked to the side of an Ergon vessel; most likely an Owens class frigate.  I continued reading the message.

“THOUGH THE ERGON VESSEL THAT IS HOLDING YOUR PROBE SHIP IS CARRYING A LARGE NUMBER OF ALLIANCE PRISONERS, INTEL SUGGESTS YOU HAVE BEEN SENT TO THE NEAREST ERGON PLANET FOR INTERROGATION. THE OTHER PRISONERS’ STATUS IS UNKNOWN.

“YOUR MISSION CAPT IS TO SET THE CORE TO OVERLOAD. YOUR VESSEL AND ITS TECHNOLOGY MUST NOT FALL INTO ERGON HANDS. CORE OVERLOAD WILL DESTROY YOUR VESSEL AND THE ERGON SHIP HOLDING IT. YOU AND THE ALLIANCE PRISONERS ARE EXPENDABLE.  GOD SPEED. ALLIANCE CENTRAL COMMAND OUT.”

I started shaking and my knees got weak. Holy shit! The mission is suicide. As a copy, I don’t really matter. I’m not eligible for future reconstitutions. But I’m also going to be sacrificing whoever the Alliance prisoners are. The thought of killing myself, along with those prisoners made me sick to my stomach.

But if the Ergon were able to pick apart my vessel and learn its advanced technology secrets, it might turn the tide of the war.  Military secrets are the most fleeting of all and the Alliance was damned determined not to easily let go of its secrets.

I took a few deep breaths before walking over to the main power console. Like with the rest of the interior of the ship, a few status indicators glowed from the panel. With stiff determination, I flipped the safety catches. The maintenance button lit up.  I pressed it. Rarely but sometimes it’s necessary to feed the core back into itself for maintenance.  There’s a safety over-ride that prevents more than ten percent saturation.

A panel lit up with the words, “VOICE VERIFCATION.” I wondered if this would work as now my voice is that of a woman.  I closed my eyes tightly and took another deep breath. Oh my God! I can’t believe I’m about to give an order that will end my life. I know I’m just a copy. But still… I’m alive. I’m conscious.

But I’m also an officer of the Alliance Combined Space Services. I’d be doing this even if I was the original me.  I straightened my shoulders, gritted my teeth and said, “Captain Sam Harris, Service ID 867-5309. Command over-ride. Code Destruct.”

A panel opened exposing a recessed button. But a very loud and obnoxious alarm sounded as well. It rattled me for a moment. Will this alert my Ergon captors?

A display flashed, “30 seconds to comply with destruct order.”  A countdown appeared next to the words.

The loud alarm caused me to disorient.  Apparently this female body has a very low tolerance to loud sounds.  I slowly slid my fingers towards the buttons. Fuck! This is it.”

Just before I could touch the button, the hatch above me glanged open and two Ergon sailors dropped to the deck, weapons drawn.

Seeing a threat the entertainment module couldn’t directly handle, it switched me to full bimbo mode.  I dropped to my knees and smiled as I said, “Fuck me!  Please fuck me!”  There was a ding sound behind me as the option to overload the core expired.

*          *          *

“Captain, as far as we can analyze her, she’s exactly what she appears to be; the ship’s whore.  She’s not a weapon or a bomb. Her intelligence is very low, and all she wants to do is have sex.”

An older officer, from what I could see of the insignia on his lapel, the ship’s captain frowned as he looked down at me where I was sitting on the floor. “Thank you, lieutenant.   Any idea why she was aboard that vessel? Especially after we swept it for life forms?”

The lieutenant sighed and scratched the back of his head. “Beats me captain. Some of the guys down in engineering say they think it’s a whore they store electronically in that digitizing system they have on their ships.”

The captain walked up to me, rubbing his chin.  I just stared blankly at him and smiled.  While the Lola program was keeping me outwardly appearing to be a brainless sex toy, inside, my mind was very much aware of the situation and I was taking in all the conversations taking place on the bridge.

The captain looked up at the lieutenant. “Don’t those require an actual human as the base?  Regardless, I’ve sent for the captain of that blockade runner that we captured a few days ago to come up here and explain how this girl got aboard that ship.”

The lieutenant shook his head. “Those Alliance officers are pretty tight-lipped, captain.”

The captain chuckled. “I’m not asking him any state secrets or how to run that digitizer.  He’d just punch in something wrong and all the circuits would fuse.”

I tugged on the captain’s pants leg.  “Fuck me! Please fuck me!”

The captain looked down at me and laughed. “We need one of these on our ship.”

The door to the bridge slid open and three men entered. Two appeared to be guarding the third man.  One of the guards said, “Here’s the prisoner as requested, Captain.”

The captain looked up at the new arrivals.  “Captain Larson.  Step over here. I have a few questions.”

Scowling, Captain Larson said, “Ask all you want, Capt Marsden. I’ve already told you my name, rank and serial number.”

Capt. Marsden chuckled again. “I just want to ask about this…”  He stepped aside and pointed at me.

For only a heartbeat, Capt. Larson was taken aback.  Then he grinned. “That’s a ship’s whore. Pity we didn’t have one on our ship. Where did you find this one?”

Capt Marsden shrugged. “We found it on the deep space radar ship we captured after we had removed the sole crewmember aboard. She really gave us a surprise.  Any idea how she got there?”

Capt. Larson shrugged. “I guess no harm in giving you conjecture. It was most likely just a malfunction of the dehydration device.”

Pointing at me again, Capt. Marsden asked, “Doesn’t that require a profile over-laid on a human?”

Capt Larson just shook his head.  “No. of course not.”  He lied. The Lola protocol is just a shell encapsulating a normal profile.  Even the spare crewmember profile deployed on almost every Alliance ship is basically a copy of a real person.  I must have removed that profile as well when I was shutting the system down.  He definitely would have been a better choice than Lola to destroy the ship. While he’s based on an actual person, he’s completely under the ship’s system control.

Capt. Marsden nodded. “So this is just an anomaly? That device on the probe ship isn’t going to be dispensing soldiers is it?”

Capt. Larson gave a wry smile. “Do you think I’d tell you if it could?  But seriously, the device doesn’t carry enough ionized water and silica gel for more than two or three people on these one-man vessels.”

Capt. Marsden looked at Larson sideways. “Aren’t you giving away a military secret?’

Larson laughed. “That info is on a pamphlet that hangs on the chamber door.”

Looking embarrassed for a moment, Capt. Marsden said, “Well, we did take the captain of the vessel prisoner as he was busy trying to melt down his ship.  He’s been put on a single crew pod and shot out to Ergon space where he’ll be picked up in a few months for a proper interrogation.”

Larson smirked.  “If he makes it. The Ergon still uses that inefficient cryogenics process.”

I put my arms around Larson’s leg and purred, “Please fuck me.”

Capt Larson started playing with my long hair. “Is that all you needed, Captain?”

Capt Marsden smiled. “Yes. That is all.  But Captain. To show you how generous we in the Ergon are to our prisoners, I’ll grant you an hour with the girl in a private room.  Perhaps she’ll brighten your mood some so we can continue our conversation.”

Captain Larson tousled my hair and grinned at me. “I think I’d like that. I can’t remember the last time I was with a woman. What about the rest of my crew?”

Marsden laughed. “Maybe. After my crew is done with her. Not many port calls in this region of space.  Guards. Escort Captain Larson and this whore to an empty officer’s quarters.  Good day, sir.”

One of the guards pointed his pistol at me, indicating I should stand.  As I stood, I smiled sweetly at him. “Fuck me?”

*          *          *

As soon as the door to the officer’s quarters closed and before Capt. Larson could react, I started kissing him and trying to undress him. He didn’t resist. He started kissing me back and fondling my very over endowed boobs. I began to moisten.

Removing his shirt, Larson pulled me over to the room’s bunk. I grinned at his exposed chest. This guy was buff!  The Lola programming switched to high gear. I couldn’t believe just how much I loved men.  I wanted him to fuck me so bad! I wanted him inside me!

Larson pushed me down on the bunk as he pulled his pants off. The bulge in his underwear was massive.  He held me down as he sucked my tits and played with my clit. Oh God! I was in heaven.  He kissed me deeply and I sucked his tongue into my mouth.

“Oh God baby!” I squealed. “Fuck me hard! Oh baby I want you so bad!”  I spread my legs wide for him.

He slapped my tits and sucked on my very hard and erect nipples.  He probed my pussy with his fingers as he kissed me.  And then I felt his very hard and very large member slide into me.  Oh my God!  I gasped for air as he rocked his hips back and forth as he pumped his massive cock into me.  I squeezed my pussy against his cock which caused him to pump me harder.  I lifted my hips to match his rhythm and push him deeper.

I’ve never felt such intense pleasure in my life. I wanted him to fuck me forever. All I now wanted was endless sex with men.

One final, forceful thrust and he released, his balls draining inside me.  I moaned loudly with the highest level of pleasure ever.  Being fucked by this man was pure heaven. I moaned again softly as he lay across me and began to nibble on my ear.

I felt his hot breath on my neck.  He moved his lips near my ear. In a very low, whispered voice, Capt. Larson said, “Command over-ride, voice authorization, scan for listening devices.”  One of the bad things about being under the Lola protocol is that you really have no control over yourself.  Either the programming is controlling you, or someone with command authority can control you.  And as the Lola protocol was originally developed for espionage, it has a lot of spy features.  One being able to heighten hearing perception to detect the faint, high pitch audio emissions from listening devices.

The prostitute mode turned off, leaving me as me but listening around the room. Capt. Larson’s very large cock was still inside, still pulsing semen inside me. The thought now nauseated me.

I didn’t detect anything and my hearing returned to normal frequencies. “Room is clear.”

Playing with my hair and still inside me, Capt Larson asked in a quiet voice, “Who are you?”

Annoyed and distracted that his cock was not only still inside me, but he was starting to slide it in and out again. I took a deep breath. “I am Captain Sam Harris. Alliance Space Defense.”  I bit my lip and moaned softly as his cock continued to slide in and out. I could feel him start to swell again.

“What is your mission?” asked Larson as he slowly thrust his growing cock into me.

“I… oh!” I couldn’t help but sigh with pleasure. “I was ordered to overload the core. But I got … oh God…mmmmm… yessss…  mmmm… switched to bimbo mode before I could finish the process.”

Feeling his breath against my ear, Capt Larson said, “Listen to me girl. You must complete your mission. Command over-ride, voice authorization. Orders to complete mission at all costs.”

He sucked on one of my nipples as his rhythm began to increase. I studied his face. “You and your crew will be killed.”

Larson suddenly increased the force of his thrusts. Through clenched teeth, he growled, “We’re already dead.”  Breathing hard and pounding my pussy again, he said, “Scuttlebutt is that when we reach port, the Ergon is going to do experimental brain transplant tests on us.”  He thrust hard a few more times. “They plan to infiltrate the Alliance with our own men, but their brains.”

He started fucking me hard. Much harder than before. Only now it was me he was fucking, not the Lola protocol. And despite that, I loved having a man inside me. Heaven help me but I loved it. Feeling him inside me caused intense pleasure.  My whole body was ringing like a bell.  He made one last, violent thrust into me and exploded his hot sperm once more.  I squealed with delight.

He started to grow limp and he pulled out of me.  He went over to the room’s wash basin and cleaned himself up and got dressed.  I just laid there in a warm glow of pleasure.

He leaned over and kissed me.  “Do not fail in your mission, girl. The fate of the Alliance is in your hands.”

*          *          *

Men say a lot of things when they think you’re too stupid to really understand. I had sex with every crewmember of the Ergon ship.  It was tough work, but you know, somebody had to do it. I gathered a huge amount of intel from blabby, horny men.

This was indeed an Owen’s Class Frigate named Chikatilo. The latest Ergon vessel. It’s equipped with the latest in Jump Technology. The ship’s skin was coated with a RADAR absorbing material so they can hunt down deep RADAR probing ships like mine. That’s how they caught the original me with my pants down. They were already pulling the ship into their hold before the system could reconstitute him.

And Captain Larson was correct. He and his men were heading for a gruesome fate with serious consequences to the Alliance.  And it was up to me; a little bimbo whore, to stop them.

And considering the circumstances that were forced upon me, I feel no shame in saying that, despite the seriousness of my mission; I was having a great time.  The real-life Lola really enjoyed what she did and so did I. I was fucked in almost every compartment of the ship; from the bridge to the galley to the engine room to even the weapons control center and data center. I learned every meter of the ship.

I also learned that this ship was a sitting duck. The last jump to bring the frigate alongside my RADAR ship blew out a jump coil.  Engineering has been working feverishly to fix it.  Which means the ship is still inside Alliance space.  If there was some way to get the prisoners off the ship, they stood a very good chance of eventual pick up.  Especially if Alliance Command knew about them.

*          *          *

I had the run of the ship. I had become basically a pet to the crew.  Most of the crew were young men. There were no females.  And the ship was currently dead in space.  I’m sure once the ship was underway, conditions would change.  But the crew felt safe from any external threat, being so far from the rest of the Alliance, so they got lazy. Discipline was going out the window.  All I had to do was drop to my knees in front of a crewman, give him a blowjob and I could gain access to any room.

I also learned where the single crew pods were.  There were spaces for twenty of them. One had been used to send the original me out into space. Four others were gone for whatever reason.  But there was one for every Alliance prisoner.  I started to formulate a plan of action.

The ship’s captain gave me a small uniform to wear so I wouldn’t be running around the ship naked. Despite the lax discipline, he still had a ship to run and he didn’t want me to be a complete distraction.  And it was great for me because it gave me pockets.  I could carry stuff, like timed explosives and pistols. I went from room to room collecting things and nobody paid any real attention to the little bimbo.  I squirreled stuff away inside my probe ship. In all honesty, I was shocked at either the sheer stupidity of the Ergon sailors or their sheer over confidence. Maybe some of both.

I was servicing one of the men in the computer room when I overheard a conversation between two other men waiting their turn. One had just walked in from the corridor.

“Hey, did you hear news?” asked man number one.

The other man leaned back with his hands behind his head. “I hear a lot of shit. Whatcha got?”

The first man sat down where he could watch me performing a blowjob on the lead computer tech.  He leaned forward. “Engineering finally fixed the jump drive. After testing, the captain wants them spun up first thing tomorrow. As soon as we’re up to nominal power, then the computer will start our next jump calculations.”

“About fucking time. I know there’s no Alliance ships near us… not yet anyway. But I still feel like a sitting duck here.”

Man number one let out a long sigh. “I hear ya, brother.  If the Alliance thought we were still here, they’d been on us in days.”

And he was right.  If Alliance Command had any clue an Ergon ship was still here, they’d have sent everything they had to my last coordinates and blasted these guys to atoms. Not for any love of me, but to keep our technology out of their hands.

There wasn’t going to be much time now if I was going to act. I swallowed the load from the man I was servicing and licked his penis clean.  I smiled at the other two men. As soon as I was done with them, I would finally start to complete my mission.

A bell sounded over the sound system announcing the start of a light duty watch. Since most of the crew would have nothing to do as the captain had initiated a light duty work watch of about eight hours so most of the crew could sleep.  Under full power and operational, the ship would run a twenty-four hour cycle. It was amusing that the Ergon, despite separating from the rest of humanity still kept a standard terran day when in space.

That bell also meant it was time for me to go to work. In an hour, most of the ship would be quiet with only a small number of the crew at their stations.  I rushed back to the deck where my ship was anchored to the hold, careful not to be seen.  First order of business was to make sure I don’t get interrupted this time.  I took several remote triggered explosives from where I had hid them on my ship and placed them at strategic locations up and down the bulkhead from where the hatch to my ship was located.  When I set these off, nobody would be coming down my corridor.

I filled my pockets with small, but effective explosive devices.  I had mapped the ship in my head as thoroughly as I could.  The brig that held the Alliance prisoners was one deck above the one man pod racks. The brig was against an outer wall so it could be vented to space if the Ergon wanted to. Permanently blocking the section hatches on either end of the corridor would delay access to that section.  A gangway led to the deck below and to the pods.

In one direction, the corridor led down to the hatch to my ship.  The other direction to another section hatch that would have to be disabled. I was hoping I’d buy enough time to get the prisoners into a pod and program it. Granted, my orders specifically said to blow the core to my ship, but I just couldn’t bring myself to sacrifice those prisoners. I finished planting the explosives on the hatches on the pod deck.  I had to time this right.

I climbed up the gangway and saw the two guards standing watch outside the brig. I smiled at them both and mewed, “Fuck me?”

Both guards turned to look at me. The one nearest me said gruffly, “Beat it whore. You’re not allowed on this deck.”

I walked up to the guard that spoke and got really close. I pressed my hand on his crotch. I cooed into his ear. “Are you sure, sweetie? I think it’s time for a party.”

The other guard grinned at me. “Oh come on, corporal. Let her stay. Nobody’s around.”

The corporal looked around. “Well, okay. But if we get into trouble, I’m taking it out on your ass.”  He unzipped his pants and I slid to my knees while looking up and grinning at him.  At this point I was having to fight Lola.

The other guard looked down at me and grinned stupidly and laughed. “I’m next!”

With a penis hanging right in front of my face, I looked at the second man as I reached into my pocket.  “No. Actually you’re first.”

With one fluid motion, I pulled a rail pistol from my pocket and put a hot bolt of plasma through his skull.  He dropped like a stone.

The corporal shouted, “What the fuck?” He reached for his own weapon, but before he could move, I cauterized his brain just like the other one.

I quickly searched his pockets until I found the keycard I was looking for.  I swiped the card through the interface and the brig door slid open.

Captain Larson rushed to the door to see me standing there straddling two dead Ergon sailors.  “Captain Harris?  What the hell is going on?”  The other prisoners rushed to the open door.

“Jail break, Captain!” I shouted, though he was only a few feet away. “You guys are taking those pods back to Alliance space. I’ll program the pods for you. Just get into them.  Look, we won’t have much time because once I blow the lock on those section hatches, all hell is going to break loose.”

Larson looked back at his crew. “You heard the girl, men. Hurry down that gangway to the pods.”

As they were hurrying down the gangway, I ran to one hatchway and set a charge and then ran to the other at the opposite end of the corridor.  I already had the charges set on the lower deck.  I took a deep breath and ran down the gangway.  When I hit the bottom rail, I hit the button on my remote, and I heard four satisfying explosions go off. Then, alarms starting going off all over the ship.

Most of the men were already sliding into a pod.  Only Captain Larson stood next to his.  I shouted over the noise of the alarms, “I’ll launch you each manually from that control console right after I code the destinations.  You’ll be in cryo-sleep until you’re picked up.”

Captain Larson said, “What about you, Harris?  Who’s launching you?”

I shook my head. “I have my mission Captain. Not just from you, but from Alliance Command.  I’m expendable.  Besides, I have a ton of data to transmit from my ship to Alliance Command before the core breach.”

Captain Larson just looked at me in a curious way.  I could hear the ship’s crew cutting through the bulkheads to gain entry. Larson smiled at me, slid his hand through my hair at the back of my head and drew me to him.  He kissed me and then smiled.  “For luck.”

Sternly, I said “Get in that pod, Larson.”

As he closed the pod’s hatch, he looked back. “God Speed, Harris.”

I ran to the console.  I had practiced this a dozen times.  I quickly punched in the destinations for each pod.  I took a deep breath and hit each pod’s launch button.

I heard a piece of metal fall from the deck above.  Oh God, they’re through, I thought to myself.  Over the noise of each pod launching I ran like a madwoman down the corridor to the hatch that led to my ship in the hold. 

As I opened the hatch and started to descend, I heard many men running down the gangway. I heard someone shout, “It’s her!  Kill her!”  A plasma bolt hit the hatch.  I jumped down the hatchway and pulled the hatch down and locked it closed.  I slid to the control deck of my ship.  With a grim determination, I pressed the second trigger button, and I heard muffled explosions above my ship as the external bulkheads were blown away, venting the corridor to space along with who knows how many men until the Ergon ship’s emergency system closed the bulkhead doors to stop further venting.

I had time now.  I leisurely walked to the communications console and began transferring vital intel about the Ergon ship’s technology, what their plans were for the prisoners, the pod trajectories so they could be picked up. I even sent the coordinates of where they could hope to find the real Captain Harris.

I sighed.  That Captain Harris will have no memories of what I did here.  He’s just snoozing away in his cryo-sleep while a woman was left to finish up after him.  He’ll return to a celebration. While I…  I looked over at the power console.  While I…  I sighed.

I punched in a few items for the ship’s operational log into the comm system.  Slowly, with tears welling up in my eyes, I punched in, “FINAL LOG ENTRY. HARRIS. CAPTAIN OF SMAZOCHNYY MEDVED, ALLIANCE SPACE DEFENSE.”

Slowly, my heart heavy, I walked to the power console and began the sequence that was interrupted before.  As the countdown started, I was attempted to let the option for destruct to expire again, so I’d have to do it again to buy a few extra moments.  I decided it wouldn’t make a whole lot of difference.

I closed my eyes tightly, squeezing out a few last tears as I slowly, but deliberately slid my fingers to the button.

*          *          *

“Admiral,” said a female officer on station at the comm console. “We have an urgent message coming in on sub-ether from the deep radar space probe Smazochnyy Medved.”

The admiral looked over at the console. “What are we getting, lieutenant?”

The officer scanned the data on the screen.  “Telemetry on the vessel’s last location and status. Trajectory of rescue pods for escaped Alliance prisoners. A lot of data coming in about the latest Ergon frigate.”

The admiral frowned for a moment as he saw the last text scroll across the monitor. “Lieutenant, send Command my request for a commendation for Captain Harris.”

The officer nodded. “Yes admiral.”

The admiral stood there in silence for a moment, understanding all too well the meaning of the final words glowing on the console:

“End Transmission.”

*          *          *

The End


Beautiful World

I woke up lying in tall grass, a warm morning sun shining brightly overhead. Just a moment before, I was in the factory. I just lay there for a few moments afraid to move. A gentle breeze stirred the grass.

I sat up and discovered more surprises. The breeze blew strands of long blonde hair across my face. Weight shifted across my chest. I looked down at myself lying in the grass and saw I was wearing a very pretty, flowing white dress and was barefoot. I could see two round firm breasts expanding out the top portion of the dress. I looked down at my arms and my muscles and clan tattoos were gone. My hands were no longer calloused, but smooth and delicate.  Just what in the hell is going on? Slowly, fearing the worst, I slid my hand to my crotch.

I jumped up, horrified and screamed. Like a girl. Thick blonde hair cascaded about my shoulders. The skirt of my dress billowed in the breeze. What’s happened to me? This can’t be real, can it? I touched myself again and again verifying the impossible. I was a girl. I must be losing my mind.

Until I woke up, I had been doing my shift at the factory. There was a bright light. And then, I’m suddenly here. I looked around and saw nothing familiar. There was no factory. No city. None of my coworkers. Instead, I saw a rolling meadow of green grass, large trees dotting the meadow. The sky… the sky was a rich blue with large puffy clouds casting shadows on the ground. It was the most beautiful place I’d ever seen.

I’ve lost my mind, I thought. None of this could be real. It just isn’t possible. I took a few steps and felt the cool grass beneath my feet. I heard insects buzzing. I saw and heard birds in the trees. The sun was bright and warm. The breeze stirred my hair once more. It all sure feels real.

From behind me, I started to hear a faint noise that wasn’t at all familiar to me. I turned around and saw a middle-aged man sitting on a wooden wagon being pulled by two horses. That’s when I noticed the rutted, dirt road. The man waved and smiled. I ran up to the wagon and the man pulled the reins and brought the wagon to a halt.

The man smiled again and tipped the large floppy hat he was wearing. He said, “Good morning, Miss.  It’s a beautiful morning for a walk, isn’t it?”

I looked up at him, shading my eyes from the sun with my hand. I said, “Yes it is, but can you tell me where I am?  I seem to be lost.” I never trusted a complete stranger before, but this man seemed very open and friendly.

He chuckled as he looked around. With a grin he said, “I can understand that. You get too far from the city and there are no clear landmarks to guide you.  If this road wasn’t here, I’d get lost too.”

“I didn’t see the road until just now,” I said honestly.

“Well, I’m bringing cloth from the mills to the city. You’re welcome to ride along,” said the man with a gesture to climb up into the seat at the front of the wagon.

“Thank you,” I said gratefully. Maybe I could find out what might be going on at this city.

“You’re welcome, young lady,” said the man. “Your husband is probably starting to worry about you anyway.”

I sat down next to the man and looked at him curiously. I said, “I… I’m not married.”

He looked at me curiously and said, “Not married?”  He laughed. “That’s hard to believe. You look to be at least sixteen so you’re of age. What man would be foolish enough to not marry such a beautiful girl?”

I shrugged and said, “Well, I don’t have a husband.”

The man shrugged too and said, “Very unusual. Anyway, the name’s Jacob. I live in Cole’s Mills.  And you, Miss?”

I just stared at him. I couldn’t remember my name. I know I have one. But I’m sure it wasn’t a girl’s name.  I examined my hands and said, “I don’t remember.”

A look of concern fell across Jacob’s face. He said, “We should probably get you back to the city. Maybe someone there knows your husband or maybe your mother if your family is there.”

I just nodded.

The trip was surprisingly short. After passing two low, tree topped hills, the city became visible. Well, it was like no city I’ve ever seen. More like the villages of old that you read about or watch in movies.  The conversation was pretty sparse.

Beauty. That was the best word to use. I could just not get over the total beauty surrounding me. I just couldn’t imagine where I was. This has to be the same planet, right? I looked down at my slight, female frame, my long blonde hair falling around my face and the soft, white dress I was wearing.  Okay, I guess all bets were off.

As we neared the city, small houses began to appear in the open land surrounding it. Jacob called them farm houses.  Said food was grown there. I’d never heard of such things being real. Fascinated, I watched as we rode past them, looking at both men and women working in the fields. Children running and chasing each other and … and laughing. I was suddenly thunderstruck. When was the last time I’d laughed?

A woman riding a horse approached us as we neared one of the farm houses. She waved and called out, “Hello, Jacob! I was wondering when you were going to make another trip out to these parts.”  She cast a quizzical glance at me. “Pick up a new wife?”

Jacob looked over at me and laughed. He said, “Oh, her?  Just a stray I picked up. I think she’s been out in the sun too long. Doesn’t remember who she belongs to. I think she’s from Newton as that’s the closest city. Unless you know her…”

She turned her horse so she matched our speed and rode along beside us, next to Jacob. She studied me a moment and said, “No. I can’t say I’ve seen her before.  I know most of the farm girls and farmers’ wives around here and I’ve never seen her before.  You found her out there?” The woman pointed in the general direction from which we had just come.

Jacob nodded.  “Yep. She was just standing there in the middle of nowhere.”

“Lucky you came along,” said the woman. “Not many travelers that way. She could have been out there for days.”  To me she said, “Do you know your name, girl?  Or your husband’s name? Or how you came to be so far from home?”

I tried to make myself small. I said, “No. Sorry. I don’t remember my name or where I am or anything. Nothing here is familiar to me.”

Frowning, the woman said, “She should probably see a healer as soon as possible. I’ve seen folks lose their memories when hit on the head.  She doesn’t appear to be injured though.”

“I want to find her mother or husband first if at all possible,” said Jacob as he flicked the reins. “Then they can decide what to do with her.”

The woman nodded and said, “Have a safe trip, Jacob. On your way back, stop by the house for a meal. We have some venison and beef in the smokehouse.”

Jacob grinned broadly and said, “I think I’ll take you up that, Vonda. I’ll stop by tonight.”

Vonda smiled back and said, “I’ll let Eric know you’re coming. There’s room in the bunkhouse if you want to stay the night.”

Jacob waved and snapped the reins to get the horses to speed up.  The city of Newton loomed before us.

A half hour after meeting Vonda, we rode into Newton. The architecture was odd. I couldn’t determine what kind of material they were made of. The main street we came in on had all kinds of buildings with store front names attached. I still had a hard time calling it a city, but it was larger than it looked far away. Streets branched off going to obvious residential areas. Newton had a rustic look but was clearly an urban center.  Still, it wasn’t anything like the giant, mostly enclosed city I live in. Or lived in. I’m not sure of anything anymore.

Jacob stopped his wagon in front a building on the main street that had the markings of a law enforcement facility. I’ve had plenty of experience with law enforcement. Mostly bad.

Jacob turned to me and said, “Hop down little lady. Let’s see if anyone knows you.”

I climbed down from the tall wagon, careful not to snag my dress. I started to shake I was so scared. Even with Jacob, I was alone and vulnerable. For the first time in my life, standing there among strangers as a young girl, I truly knew fear.

A rather chubby man, wearing an overly large broad brimmed hat and that ever present badge of authority, came walking out of the building. He carried no weapons that I could see.

He tipped his hat to me and said, “Hello, Miss.” He then looked over at Jacob and said, “Anything I can help you with, sir?”

Jacob removed his hat in a show of respect and said, “I hope so, officer. I found this young girl out wandering by herself very far from here. She doesn’t remember who she is, and I’d hoped someone here in Newton might know her.”

The officer looked at me through squinted eyes.  He said, “Can’t say I know her. You know, girls are always wandering off and doing silly things. Take her to the Church near the Town Square. If she’s from Newton or the surrounding area, somebody there will recognize her.”

Jacob put his hat back on and said, “Thank you officer. I think we’ll walk if it’s okay that I leave my rig here?”

The officer shrugged and said, “Fine with me, sir. Just don’t be too long about it.”

Jacob extended his hand in a gesture that indicated I should take it.  He said, “You heard the reeve, Miss. Let’s go find the Church.”

I looked at the ‘reeve’ and he tipped his hat again at me. I took Jacob’s hand and he led me down the street.

The streets were dirt. There were shops hawking various wares.  Mostly women, but some men were milling through the business area buying or bartering. There were a few sidewalk vendors as well. Colorful flags and banners were hung in front of the buildings. It was very busy and noisy.

The street finally ended at a large circular area that I learned was ironically named the Square. At the opposite end of the Square was a very large building covered with what I took to be religious symbols.

Pointing, Jacob said, “There’s the Church. Hopefully there will be someone there who will know you.”

As he pulled me along, I said, “I just showed up here. Why do you insist that someone knows me?”

Again Jacob laughed. “Because, little girl, people don’t ‘just show up.’ This is the only place that you could have reasonably walked from.”

“What if I’m not from here,” I insisted. “What if nobody knows me?”

Smiling, Jacob said, “Then the women at the Church will find you a suitable husband and you will live here and be happy. Either way, you will be off my hands.”

With me in tow, Jacob walked into the Church as if he owned the place. The women near the entrance paid little attention to us as we passed through. In the small ante room that made up the building’s entrance was a large wall mounted mirror. I glanced at it and stopped in my tracks, letting go of Jacob’s hand. I couldn’t help but stare.

Looking back at me from the mirror was what had to be the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen. The women I’m used to seeing in the factory were hardly beautiful, though they might have been so in their past. But with their short cropped hair, faces covered in grease and dirt and arms as big as mine… as mine used to be, it was hard to tell if they were even female or not. But this image of me, with pretty, delicate features, the long, flowing blonde hair, I was just stunned by what I saw. I walked up to the mirror and saw the girl reflected in it touch her face when I touched mine.

A wave of fear and feeling of vulnerability swept over me again. My small frame, graceful arms and shapely legs meant I was a goner if someone should want to harm me. I just stared, mesmerized by my own beauty. If a girl looking like me showed up on the factory floor, a hundred men and the women too probably would descend upon her and rape the hell out of her. To my sudden shame, I admitted to myself that I’d probably join them.

“I swear. Women and mirrors,” grumbled Jacob. “If you’re done, let’s go see if anyone knows you.”

As I took Jacob’s hand again, I said, “Sorry. I’ve never seen myself before.”

Jacob grunted and said, “Yep, you’re a looker all right. That’s why you shouldn’t be out alone like that. Even in these enlightened times, a girl like you should be with her husband.”

“What if I don’t want a husband?” I asked. And I didn’t. Like everyone else, I’d had sex with several girls while I was in school. I didn’t get all I wanted because Mom forced me to drop out to go to work in the factory. Not much time for women when working at the factory. In a few years, after I had fulfilled my contract, I’d try to get a job in an assembly plant or food processing, get a wife and have our one allotted kid.

Jacob gave me the oddest look. He said, “You must have been dropped on your head! Every girl wants a husband.”

We walked into a larger room where there were a lot of women and girls engaged in a wide variety of activities, such as making garments, sorting vegetables, and other things I couldn’t identify. They were all dressed the same.

An elderly woman approached us. She wore no badge of office but seemed to have an air of authority about her.

“May I help you, sir?” she asked.

Jacob removed his hat and smiled at the woman. He said, “I certainly hope so, ma’am. I found this girl wandering around in the unclaimed lands outside of the city. She doesn’t know who she belongs to or even her own name. I hoped someone here would.”

The woman looked at me with eyes that had obviously seen too much and said, “You poor child. Come with me and we will try to help you.” To Jacob, she said, “Thank you sir for helping her. You are discharged from any further duties regarding her. She is our responsibility now.”

Jacob nodded to the woman. To me he said, “You are in good hands now, Miss. I wish you good fortune.”  He turned and without another word, walked back out of the Church.

The woman regarded me for a moment. She said, “You do not look familiar to me, child. Let’s see if anyone here recognizes you.”

She led me around the large room, lit by a huge skylight and candles. I thought the candles were odd as I noticed several of the machines some girls were using to sew cloth and other tasks were obviously using electricity.

The elderly woman, who I learned was named Cora, led me around to every woman and girl in the room. All of them shook their heads when asked if they knew me or anything about me. I almost hoped someone would recognize me so I wouldn’t feel so alone. I was hoping that my memories of that factory world were only a dream. But why would I dream that I was a man?

But I knew those were not dreams. I was a man. A man who is now, impossibly and inexplicably a young girl. A girl in a strange and beautiful world.

After interviewing the hundred or so females in the building, Cora said, “Come child. The council must now decide what should be done about you.”

“Why can’t I just leave?  Am I a prisoner here?” I asked as I just stood there, not following Cora.

Cora took a step towards me and said, “And go where, child? You have no family. No husband. No place to stay. No currency. What will you eat?  Don’t be afraid, child. The council is wise. We will not cause you harm.  Our only goal will be your happiness. Come with me.”

Cora made a gesture that I should follow her and without waiting to see if I was, she turned and started walking across the large room. I sucked in a deep breath. I had no other real choices. I followed her.

Through several doors and hallways, Cora led me into a smaller chamber with a large table and a dozen elderly women seated. They were in an animated discussion about something but immediately quieted when Cora and I entered.

Cora quickly explained my predicament. All the women of the council stared at me with looks of concern on their faces. Several kept shaking their heads. A few frowned at me.

After Cora finished speaking, one of the women looked at me, apparently annoyed. She said, “And what do you have to say, girl?”

I felt my cheeks redden with all the attention focused on me. I looked over at Cora who just smiled and nodded at me. I said, “I… what she just said is true. I woke up in a field of grass to find myself as you see me. I don’t know how I got there. I don’t know who I am. To be honest, I doubt everything I see.”

There were nods around the table. Some of the women turned to whisper among themselves.

Cora said, “So. What is to be done about her?”

Another woman said in a raspy voice, “She needs a name. If she can’t remember her own name, we must give her one.  Mary, you’re in charge of names. What should we call her?”

Mary, a very old woman with thinning hair looked at me. She gestured and said, “Come closer child. Let me get a good look at you.”

Nervously, I took a few steps closer to her. She leaned towards me and squinted.

As she leaned back in her seat, Mary said, “Grace. Grace should be what this beautiful young girl be called.”

Cora smiled at me. She said, “Grace is a fitting name.” I felt weird. I was just given a name with no choice in the matter. Shouldn’t I get to pick from a list or something?

Another woman said, “So, Grace. What is to be done with you? Do we assign you to a family? How old are you, girl?”

I shrugged and said, “I have no idea. Honestly.”

The woman who spoke suddenly stood up and walked to me. “Let me see your hand,” she said as she grabbed my hand. Before I could react, she pricked the tip of my finger with a pin. I tried to pull my hand away, but she held it fast. With her free hand, she pulled a bottle of some liquid from a pouch in her dress. She squeezed my finger to cause a large drop of blood to spill into the bottle. She let go of my hand and returned to her seat. I sucked on my finger hoping it would stop bleeding.

At her seat, she shook the bottle. Her eyebrows went up when the liquid changed to a bluish color. She said, “This girl is past her sixteenth birthday. Not yet seventeen. She needs a husband!”

“Why the hell do I need a husband for Chairman’s sake?” I blurted. “Do I have no choices here?”

Upset at my outburst, Cora said, “You must have a husband. If you don’t have a husband by the time you turn seventeen, you must join the Church. Once in the Church, you’re not allowed to have children.”

“Why would I want to have children?”  I asked. The thought of getting pregnant and having to waddle around for nine months made me ill. And apparently here, there wasn’t a limit to one child.  I continued, “You mean all those girls in the big room are nuns or something?”

Scowling, the woman who took my blood sample said, “You really have forgotten your teachings, girl. Every underaged girl must serve the Church for a year. All of them are looking forward to finding husbands and fulfilling their obligations to society.”

Cora turned towards me and said, “We will find you a suitable husband. Trust me, Grace. You will be happy. You will feel fulfilled as a woman.”

“I… I’m not sure I want to be!” I said. I started shaking at the thought of being paired with some man, as casually as they had assigned me a name, becoming pregnant by him, multiple times. This was insane!

Mary said, “Of course you do, child. It is the desire of every girl.”

In a soothing voice, Cora said, “You’ll be okay, Grace. You have no reason to fear. You have to be somewhere. And you are of age.”

One of the women who had yet to speak said, “What’s the best approach? She must have a husband, but normally the pair has already sought each other out. By the time the girl becomes of age, she and her future husband have become a pair in all but name. We don’t want to pair this girl to just anyone. I’d feel bad if she thought she was being punished just because she doesn’t remember.”

Another woman said, “She doesn’t look strong enough to be a farmer’s wife. What man in the city is without a wife?”

Yet another woman said as she raised her hand needlessly, “The Martin boy. He’s a very handsome young man. He’s strong and full of life. The girl who he had chosen as his wife tragically died with her whole family in that fire a few months back. He hasn’t looked for anyone new.”

Mary said, “Dora, that is an excellent suggestion. What’s his name?  Umm…Anthony. That’s it. He’s learning his family’s baking business. Grace would be perfect for him. They would be a beautiful couple. Who agrees?”

Every hand was raised in the vote to decide my fate. I felt tears well up in my eyes. I didn’t want to be somebody’s wife. I didn’t want to be a girl. I just wanted to go home. Or at least go somewhere else.

Smiling, Cora turned to me and said, “So Grace. It is decided that Anthony Martin will be your husband. This may seem sudden, but I know you’ll be happy with your husband.”

“Just like that, I’m married?” I shouted. “I … I don’t get any say?”

Cora said, “There still needs to be the ceremony. You will have a few weeks to get to know your future husband. Trust me. You will like him. Every girl without a husband wants Anthony. He’s very handsome and very desirable. He comes from a prestigious family.”

“Why not let one them have him then?  Why me?” I asked.

Cora looked at me with an odd expression. She said, “I think he’s been waiting for you.”

Begrudgingly, I followed Cora across the Square and down a side street towards a large beautiful building where the most wondrous smells were coming from. It was now late afternoon and quite warm. Walking in the heat, I was now quite happy to be wearing a light, flowing dress that kept me cool.

As we entered the building, a woman carrying some things I couldn’t identify, recognized Cora. She stopped and with a nod of respect said, “May I help you, ma’am?”

Cora, standing straight said, “I wish to speak with Anthony and his mother.”

The woman again nodded and said, “Yes ma’am. Right away.” She pushed open a door and disappeared.

I stood there nervous as hell. I said, “Ma’am is this really necessary? I mean, I’ve only been here less than twenty-four hours and I’m being married off?”

Cora said, “It’s like you just materialized out of thin air. You have no memory of who you are. No one here recognizes you. We can’t return you to your family. You are of age and this is for the best.”

“I really don’t…” I was interrupted by the door opening and the woman we had spoken to, a middle-aged woman and a young man came through it. The young man I took to be Anthony Martin and the woman his mother. Anthony’s eyes fixed on me immediately. While you don’t usually call a man beautiful, he certainly was. A very handsome face, dark hair, well defined muscles, much like what I used to have, were evident under his work shirt.

“Mrs. Martin,” Cora said. “I have good news for you from the council. We have found your son a most suitable girl to be his wife.  This beautiful girl, Grace, we feel would make an excellent wife for Anthony.” 

Anthony stared at me and smiled. My cheeks reddened. I couldn’t believe I was standing here, being stared at and appraised by a man. I felt humiliated.

Mrs. Martin said, “While I appreciate the council’s interest in my son, don’t you think he should pick his own wife? After all, his happiness depends on it.”

“She’s beautiful, Mom,” said Anthony.

Cora smiled and said, “Isn’t she though?  Mrs. Martin, Grace has no home. Please. The council has helped you many times.”

Frowning, Mrs. Martin said, “Okay. I’m shorthanded. I’ll take her in and put her to work. In a few weeks, if Anthony wants her for his wife and it seems they’re a good pair, I won’t oppose it. Otherwise, there are several men without wives working here that she might take a fancy to instead. That’s all I can do.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Martin,” said Cora. “I can’t really ask for more than that.”  To me she said, “Welcome to your new home, Grace.  I hope you find peace, happiness and fulfillment here.”  She turned to leave.

“Wait! You’re just going to leave me here?” I said, suddenly again flushed with fear and anxiety.

Mrs. Martin pointed at the other woman and said, “Esther. Please show Grace to her room and find her a job to do. Come Anthony.”

Esther said, “Yes ma’am. Follow me, Grace.”

Anthony said, “It was nice to meet you, Grace. We’ll talk more later.”  He turned and followed his mother back through the door.

I just stood there, shocked and stunned. Just like that I was handed over to someone else? Why do I have no choices? I know to them I’m just a problem they’ve been forced to deal with. But hell’s bells. I’m still a person.

Esther said, “Are you coming, girl?”

Shrugging and feeling depressed, I said, “Why the hell not?”  I followed her down a hallway.

There was actually a dormitory inside the large bakery building. At the end of the hallway, Esther led me to the women’s dorm. Across the hall was the men’s dorm. There were no locks or guards to keep the wrong sex from the dorm rooms.

Esther opened the door and waved me inside the women’s dorm.

Esther said, “This is where all the unmarried women who work at the bakery lives. Mrs. Martin has made a deal with the Church that lets women over seventeen work for her instead of the Church.”

The dorm was just a long room with ten beds per side. There was a small dresser between the beds. There was a long glowing bar in the center of the ceiling that emitted a light blue light. There were no frills here.

“Through the door at the end are the showers and toilets,” said Esther. “You are expected to be in your bed by the twenty-first hour. We get up at the fifth hour to shower, get dressed and eat. Work shift begins at the sixth hour. Promptness is expected. Any questions?”

Pointing at the row of beds, I said, “Which one is mine?”

Esther walked over to a bed and said, “This one. The one closest to the door. Anything else? Anthony will provide you with your work assignments.”  She turned and left.  I wasn’t finished asking questions.

I went to my bed and looked into the small dresser. Just more dresses like the one I was wearing.  And panties. I hadn’t really noticed I was wearing panties.

“Are the accommodations adequate?”  I jumped at the sound of a male voice behind me.  I turned and saw Anthony Martin standing behind me.

“You startled me!” I said with a nervous laugh. “Men are allowed in here?”

Anthony smiled and said, “Sorry. It wasn’t my intention to frighten you. And yes. This is my family’s building. I’m allowed everywhere.”

I faced him, taking a step backward from him. I said, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Anthony laughed and said, “Don’t worry. I didn’t think you’d be naked or anything. I do respect your privacy.”

In a small voice I said, “Thank you.”

“Would you like a tour of our bakery?” asked Anthony. With obvious pride in his voice, he said, “We’re the largest bakery in the Seven Communities. We serve up more bread, rolls, pies, cakes and many other baked goods than any other bakery. My father sits on the Community Council.”

“Very impressive,” I said.

Anthony extended his hand and said, “Come. Let me show you around.”

He led me back out of the dorm and into a back entrance to a huge kitchen area. I was expecting stone ovens and other primitive items. But the kitchen was clean and very modern looking with brushed metal and chrome. Dozens of people of both sexes were busy moving about the kitchen. I couldn’t even begin to follow all the activity.

Anthony waved his arm and said, “This is just one of our baking rooms. This one is dedicated to baking several types of bread. Everyone loves our bread.”

We entered another spacious room adjoining the kitchen. There were large vats. Mostly girls worked here on long tables covered with a white powder. The girls were mostly covered in the powder as well. It was surprisingly noisy.

Anthony said, “This is where we make and process the dough for our bread and pastries. Kneading the dough is a low skill job, so mostly girls your age work here. This is where you’ll start.”

We passed through a few more bakery rooms until we came to the far side of the building. It was a large open space, with rows and rows of long tables. Tall shelves lined the walls. A dozen male workers loaded the baked goods into boxes and slid them along the tables. In many ways, this bakery reminded me of the factory where I used to work, where I handled hot steel instead of hot dough.

“This is our warehouse and shipping area,” said Anthony. “This was mostly my idea. After adding this, we have less spoilage and faster distribution to the Communities. Your friend Jacob, which was his name, right? He used to work here for us until he retired to the mills.”

“I’m very impressed, Mr. Martin,” I said sincerely. “From the outside, everything around here looks so pastoral.”

Anthony said, “We strive for balance. And please. Call me Anthony. Let’s return to the dough room and I’ll show you your duties.”

After we came back to the dough room, Anthony led me to an open space along the long table. I hadn’t noticed before that the middle of the table was a moving, rubber surface.

From behind him, Anthony reached into a large bin of newly made dough and plopped the dough down on the table. He then scooped a handful from the pile and kneading it with his fingers.

Anthony said, “Knead the dough to the proper consistency. Then roll it up into a ball and place it on that moving band. That’s it. Can you handle that?”

I smiled at him and said, “No problem!” Compared to the massive, glowing hot steel bars, buckets of burning liquid metal and other equipment I was used to, this seemed a snap.

As I started making the dough balls, Anthony nodded with approval. “Just make the balls a bit bigger. But it looks like you have that down.  I’ll check on you later.”  He turned and walked away.

A girl a couple of stations down from me, her hair covered with what I learned was flour, wiped her brow and only managed to smear more flour on her face. Looking at me suspiciously, she said, “Just who are you? I mean, you’re down here doing menial labor, but you have Mr. Martin’s personal attention.”

I shrugged and said, “I’m nobody. Really.”

Another girl, not even looking up from her work said, “You’ve definitely caught his fancy.”

I glanced at both girls and said, “Don’t you like your jobs here? Are you not happy?”

The first girl who spoke laughed and said, “Trying to change the subject won’t help you, girl. But to answer your question, I’d say yes, we enjoy our jobs. It’s hard, boring work. But we feel fulfilled when we’re done. So anyway, are you going to be his wife? That’s the rumor.”

“Doubtful,” I said. “I mean I just met him around an hour ago.”

The second girl laughed. She said, “As if that means anything.”

The first girl said, “Don’t worry. We’ve all been trying to get him to notice us. Someone is bound to.”

I spent a week rolling dough into balls.  It was pretty monotonous. I got to know all the other girls in the dough room. Not only was I becoming more familiar with the people around me, I was also growing more familiar with being female. The other girls taught me how do things with my hair and how to change up what I wore. I stopped wanting to go back to where I had been. I started liking being a girl, and the work at the bakery was so much easier than at the factory. We worked five days on, and three days off.

Anthony would drop by from time to time to see how I was progressing. He’d chat with all of us, but he seemed to spend a lot of time with me. The other girls would give me knowing glances. I enjoyed our chats. He’s quite charming.

At the end of that first week, however they measured it, Anthony came by as we were starting to clean up. He walked up to me. He said, “I need you to stick around and sweep up. I need the left-over dough tossed in those bins over there against the wall.”

I frowned, but said, “Yes sir.”

Anthony started to leave the room when he stepped on a glob of dough which stuck to his shoe.  He lifted his foot and scraped off the dough from his shoe and absentmindedly flung it away.

Splat!  I was hit right in the middle of my forehead. It stung a bit.  Anthony turned and laughed. “That was a one in a million shot!” Chuckling, he turned to leave the room.

I pulled the dough from my head and flung it onto the back of Anthony’s shirt.

Anthony spun around and said, “Did you just hit me with raw dough you insolent little girl?” Frowning, he picked up one of the left-over dough balls and threw it at me. It barely missed my head and splattered in a puff of flour against a post. I screamed and ran behind the post, grabbing two dough balls as I went. I quickly turned and hurled them at Anthony.

He managed to duck one, but the other caught him squarely in the chest.  He grunted and picked up two dough balls. As he launched them at me, he shouted, “All right for you! No mercy!” As soon as he threw the two in his hand, he picked up two more from the table behind him.

His aim was terrible but I still got hit once on the hip. I dodged the other balls and heard them impact the wall behind me. Flour dust began to fill the room. I was giggling as I picked up my next balls and toss them towards Anthony. Laughing, he easily dodged them.

This exchange of dough balls went on for several minutes with flour dust raining down on us, the floor covered in dough. Both of us laughing and giggling like children as we slung dough back and forth.

Suddenly, Anthony slipped on the pile of dough under his feet and fell. I pummeled him with four dough balls. Laughing, he raised his hands and shouted, “Truce! Truce!”  He started to stand up, covered from head to toe in flour and dough splotches.

I walked up to him and offered my hand to help him up. He took my hand but pulled me down to my knees instead. He picked up a handful of flour and dumped it on the top of my head. He laughed, “Hah! Got you!”

I laughed. I’ve never laughed this much in my entire life. He continued to hold my hand as we just looked at each other and laughed. The laughing began to subside and Anthony sat on the floor, amid the flour and dough and just stared into my eyes. I’d never noticed until now how pretty his eyes were.

He sat up on his knees and looked down on me. Still holding my hand, he leaned in towards me. I was suddenly worried about what he was going to do. Closing his eyes, he leaned forward and pressed his lips against mine.

By the chairman!  He was kissing me. I wasn’t sure how to react. He only knew me as a pretty girl. I had kissed the girls I had had sex with and even that factory woman who had raped me on the factory floor had kissed me. But this kiss… this kiss was so different! So sweet. So tender.

Instead of pulling away, I closed my eyes and slowly put my arms around his neck and leaned into his kiss. I found it suddenly hard to breathe. His kiss grew in passion. It was like I had been waiting my whole life for this one kiss. I was filled with a desire for Anthony. Chairman’s Eyes! I can’t believe I had a growing passion to be with a man. I never wanted the kiss to end.

Anthony finally pulled away. I lifted my face towards him and leaned in for a few quick kisses. Anthony took a deep breath and composed himself. He closed his eyes for a second, and then looked deeply into my eyes. Into my very soul.

In almost a whisper, Anthony said, “Grace, I want you to be my wife.”

I looked at Anthony for a few moments, his face smeared with flour. Be his wife? Be any man’s wife? The whole idea’s absurd. Insane even. Regardless of what I may appear to be, I’m still me… a man inside. Aren’t I? I smiled at Anthony as I realized just how badly I never wanted to return to my old factory again.

In a hushed tone, I breathed, “Anthony, I want you for my husband.”

A huge smile split Anthony’s face as he helped me to my feet. He put his arms around me and pulled me close and kissed me deeply. My knees weakened and I was sure that if he hadn’t been holding me, I would have dissolved into a puddle amid the dough and flour.

We both jumped when Anthony’s mother shouted, “Just what is going on here? This place is a mess!”

Anthony turned towards his mother and said, “Mother. Meet the new Martin!”

His mother’s scowl faded and was replaced with a grin. “Finally! A daughter! The law requires we wait two weeks. There’s lots to do, so we must start planning the ceremony right away! Welcome, Grace. Welcome to the family.”

Mrs. Martin looked around the room in disgust. She said, “Girl. Until the ceremony, you’re still just an employee. I want this place cleaned before you end your shift tonight.” She turned and left the room.

I looked around the room in dismay. Anthony lifted my chin with his finger and gave me a long, tender kiss.  He said, “I’ll help you.”

The next two weeks were a whirlwind of activity. Mrs. Martin, who now insisted I call her ‘mother’, except when in front of employees, had me fitted for a new dress for the ceremony. In fact, she ordered a whole wardrobe of new clothing for me. I had to visit a stylist to ‘do something with that rat’s nest’ on my head. The women here don’t wear cosmetics, but there is a berry that reddens the lips to a soft, kissable color.

The unmarried girls at the bakery just went into a frenzy about the ceremony. They wanted to help with the planning and help with planning the decorations and help prepare the meal. Everyone in the city was so friendly to me. The memories of the factory were fading quickly. I wasn’t even sure if they were real anymore.

The day of the ceremony, the young girls from the Church made a wreath of small colorful flowers for my head. With the same flowers they made bracelets for each hand. Just before the ceremony was to begin, the girls spritzed me with a wonderful smelling perfume.

Anthony’s mother led both of us across the Square to the Church where the ceremony was to be held. The large room of the Church had been re-arranged to accommodate rows of benches. I was shocked to see how full the benches were. As all three of us walked down the aisle, I scanned the faces for people I knew. All of the bakery staff was there. I was surprised to see, sitting right on the front row was Jacob. He grinned at me and acted like he was tipping his hat, though his hat was on the bench next to him.

At the altar, or whatever they called it here, stood Cora. She would be officiating the ceremony. She smiled at both of us as we stepped up on the dais. She said, “Welcome children.” Anthony’s mother turned to sit on the front row next to a man I’ve never seen. Looking at his features, it must be Anthony’s father.

Cora spread her arms and said, “Friends. We are gathered here for a very special celebration. Today, the girl we know as Grace joins the family of Anthony Martin as his wife. Anthony, today we give to you this delicate and precious flower for you to protect, care for and treasure. Do you promise to do so?”

Holding my hand, Anthony looked down upon me and said, “I do so promise.”

Turning to me, Cora said, “And you, Grace. Will you promise to submit your will to your husband to ensure his health and happiness?”

I paused for a moment as those words sunk in. I looked up at Anthony. There wasn’t any place else in this universe I wanted to be than by his side. I said, “I do so promise.”

Cora raised her arms again and said, “So let it be witnessed before all in this chamber that the girl Grace submits herself willingly to the delights of her husband and that Anthony Martin is bound to love, protect and cherish this woman. A child no longer.”

Cora paused and smiled again at both of us. She said, “You may kiss your wife.”

Anthony smiled at me, devouring me with his eyes. He slowly bent his head towards me and pressed his lips against mine. I felt faint as I closed my eyes and returned his kiss. A cheer went up inside the Church’s large chamber.

I’ve never been happier in my whole life as I was at that moment. Tonight, after a feast and dancing, my husband and I will consummate our union.

It truly is a beautiful world…

*          *          *

“I’m sorry, Ms. Clotzky. Your son is gone. The injuries he suffered in that explosion were just too severe.”

A nurse standing next to the doctor said, “Thank the Chairman his suffering is over.”

Ms. Clotzky said, “I’m surprised he held on this long. Three of his coworkers were vaporized. The family is really going to feel his loss of income.”

The doctor said, “His injuries are such that his organs aren’t in any useful condition for harvesting.”

Ms. Clotzky nodded. She said, “Even in death the little brat cheats me. That would have been good income.”

The doctor said, “May we send the body to protein reclamation?”

Frowning, Ms. Clotzky said, “I get credits for that, right?”

The doctor nodded and said, “Yes. Sixty percent.”

Ms. Clotzky said, “Do it. It’ll save me the trouble.”  She turned and looked out one of the few windows in the hospital. The rain splattered against the window. Not a day in her life had she ever once seen a day that wasn’t darkened by heavy clouds and constant rainfall. The glass started to fog from her breathing.

Still facing the window, Ms. Clotzky said to no one in particular, “It’s an ugly world…”

*          *          *

The End


Destiny

“Take the shot,” crackled the small voice over the headset.

Looking through his scope at the two people about seven hundred yards down the street, Jackson said, “Window is closing, Jimbo. Take the shot.”

From our vantage point on the roof top, I peered through the scope of my M24 at the two people walking lazily down the street.  They were both walking away from us and about to enter a building. I lined up the sight on the back of the man’s head. He was suspected of having a bomb vest under his clothes. The building they were approaching was a large hospital full of locals wounded in the latest round of fighting.

“Jimbo!  Take the shot,” hissed Jackson.

Still looking through the scope, “I don’t have a good vibe on the male.  The woman doesn’t look right to me.”

“Take the shot,” hissed the voice in my ear. “Hostiles have breached your location.”

I nodded my head towards our escape route over the side of the building. To Jackson, I said in quiet voice, “Go.”

Jackson started to get up, “Let’s go. It’s too late to take that fucker out now.”

“Go!” I exclaimed as I looked through the scope.

I thought to myself that the target just didn’t seem right.

“Abort mission,” said the voice in my ear. “Get out of there.”

I moved my sight to the woman. I whispered, “She don’t look right.”  I squeezed the trigger and the woman’s head exploded.  When she hit the ground, her cloak fell open revealing a dozen bricks of C-4 tied around her waist.  The man suddenly knelt beside her, screaming something.

And suddenly it was quiet.  Nothing seemed to move. I looked around and saw an odd looking fellow standing in front of the roof top door.  He smiled at me.

“Listen closely,” said the strange man. “In about thirty seconds, several men will come through this door.  You will not survive.”

I started to stand up and frowned at the oddly dressed man standing in front of the door.  I pointed my rifle at him. “Who are you?” I shouted. “What makes you think…?”

Completely unperturbed at what was going on, the man raised his hand, “Your job here is done. Your mission is over. We have need of your skills coming up in the future.  Your weapons skill, but also your ability to detect evil.”

I pointed to where Jackson had gone over the wall. I scowled at the man, “I got to go. Nice chatting with you.”

I began to turn, but discovered I could no longer move. “What the fuck?”

The man gave me an odd smile, “You’re not leaving this roof. I’m very sorry. You will have a new target.”

Frustrated that I couldn’t move, I looked at the man and shouted, “What the fuck, man!  What are you doing to me?  What target?”

The man just smiled, “You’ll know when the time comes. You will be taking over the life of a very bad person. She is about to be dealt with.” He gave a slight bow of his head and then faded away.

I screamed, “What the fuck?!”

Three men bounded through the door, their AK-47’s chattering.  I didn’t feel anything as the 7.62x39 rounds tore through my chest.

*          *          *

I sat up with a start. A sharp pain ripped through my shoulder. In agony, I screamed, “What the fuck!?”  It wasn’t my voice.  Long strands of jet black hair fell across my face.

An unshaven man around thirty or so turned to face me. He snarled, “Is that bitch awake?”

A man to my side spoke, “Hey. This bitch is my wife!”

The first man walked up and jabbed his thick finger into my bandaged arm. I winced with pain. “This bitch almost got us killed!”

The man at my side stood and gently pushed me back to lying on my back.  He laughed nervously, “Don’t mind him. You know what an asshole he is.”  He checked my bandage, “Stay still, Najya. You’ve got yourself bleeding again.”

I looked between both men with wild eyes. My voice hoarse, I whispered, “What the fuck?”  With a searing pain in my shoulder, I passed out.

*          *          *

I started to wake up. I had the weirdest nightmare.  I guessed being shot in the chest would definitely give you nightmares. I opened my eyes and saw a smiling man in his late twenties with a week’s beard growth leaning over me.

“You’ve been asleep a long time Najya,” he said as he brushed the long black hair from my face. He checked my bandages and smiled again. “Your fever is gone and Hafeezah assures us that you will be fine.”

From out of my view another man said, “Adir, you shouldn’t listen to that old woman. I tell you she’s crazy.”

Adir laughed, “She removed the bullet and nursed my girl back to health.  She’s the closest to a doctor we have.”

The other man came into view and frowned at me.  I’d seen him before; the first time I had awoke.  “It was bad enough we were just on the run from the police. But after that crazy wife of yours not only blew up the police station, but that bus load of kids, now we have the army after us as well.”

Adir smiled at me with very white teeth and stroked my hair. With some pride in his voice he said, “Those explosions were beautiful!  They were very effective. They’ve even made the news in America.”

The other man grunted. “That’s all we need. For America to drop a bomb on us.”

Adir laughed, “You worry too much Saamah. Our enemies fear us. Thanks to Najya, they know we will stop at nothing.”

Saamah pointed at me and looked serious. “Can she move?  It’s not safe to stay here any longer.”

Holy shit! What is going on? These two obvious terrorists think I’m a woman.  I looked down and saw the mounds of breasts on my chest. Long black hair fell across my eyes.  I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth. This is impossible!

That strange guy told me I was taking over the life of someone who had done some evil. Evil is right! Killing kids and other innocents.  Why am I here? In this woman’s body? And who are these two guys? Is one of them the new target I was told about? I’m sure they’re just as guilty of terrible crimes as well.

Before I could react, Adir walked up to me, grabbed my hair and bent my head back so he could kiss me.  His unshaven face felt like sandpaper against my skin. I tried to push back, but he was just too strong.

Still holding a handful of my hair, Adir grinned at me without humor, “What’s the matter, babe?  I think you need a good fuck. Push me away again like that and I’ll sell you into prostitution.”

Well, that would definitely be worse.  I’ll just have to play along and wait for whatever it is I’m expected to do.

I put my arm around Adir’s neck and smiled at him.  “I’m just tired.”  I mentally held my nose and leaned in to kiss him. I was shocked to feel his tongue in my mouth, but I didn’t pull away.  I’m pretty sure he wasn’t joking about selling me.

Adir grinned broadly, “That’s more like it, bitch.  I’d fuck you right now, but Saamah is in a rush.”

I smiled at him as I ran my fingers down his rough, stubbly face.  “I can’t wait.”  I felt sick.

Before we started to leave, I had to make a quick trip to the very cramped restroom to relieve myself. It was the first time since becoming a woman that I had a private moment. I pulled my shirt off and my pants down just to have a look. Under different circumstances, I might have taken time to discover what pleasures I might get from my new body. But when I looked into the dirty mirror, I saw a very pretty woman; a woman who has murdered many innocent people. I felt disgusted rather than aroused. I started to grab a non-existent penis, frowned and then sat down to finish my business as quickly as possible.

I guess the muscles remember, because I didn’t have any trouble wrapping a scarf around my head.  One last glance into the mirror and I thought that with the right clothes and make-up, she would be stunning back in the Western world. But she’d never be stunning now, with her battle scars and twisted hate.  I sighed deeply and tried not to think about who I now was.

We loaded what gear we had into the back of a pickup truck. I was surprised to see it was a technical with a fifty cal mounted in the bed.  Saamah got in the back. Adir climbed into the driver’s seat and I took the passenger side.

Saamah checked the fifty to make sure it was cocked and loaded.  He pounded on the roof of the truck and shouted with a laugh, “Let’s ride!”

Adir spun the tires as he hit the accelerator pedal. With a lurch the truck pushed forward down the dirt road.

Saamah leaned over and shouted through the open driver’s side window, “We should catch up with the others in about an hour. Then we hit those stupid Brits garrisoned in the village.  We’ll leave no one alive!”  He and Adir laughed heartily.

Looking straight ahead as we bounced along the dusty road I asked, “Why attack? Why not just leave them alone?”

Adir gave me a quizzical look. “Are you fucking serious? They’re invaders. They don’t belong here!  Just before you took that bullet, you couldn’t wait to go kill some Brits. What’s going on with you?”

I adjusted my headscarf before turning to face Adir. “Can’t a girl change her mind?”

Adir scowled at me, “Not when it comes to killing unbelievers. We have a duty!”

I was aware of the British detachment in the village we were approaching. They were placed there to try to halt terrorists – people like Adir and Saamah – from abducting young girls and selling them into slavery. They’re undermanned and have been waiting a few weeks for additional troops. But the abductions of girls had stopped, thanks to them.

Frowning, I looked forward again, “The Brits have stopped the stealing of little girls.”

Shouting in rage, Adir slapped me hard, “That’s why we’re taking them out, bitch! I need to fuck some sense back into you! What’s wrong with you?”

I held my stinging cheek and fought back tears, “Don’t you get tired of it?  All the killing? Ruining lives because it suits your purpose?”

Adir struck me again, “Not until the invaders are gone and then we have to punish them in their homes.  What’s wrong with you? Have you been listening to that new prophet?”

Crying, I said, “No.”  I vaguely knew who he was talking about. Some guy preaching peace and gaining a following, not just here, but around the world.  Most dismissed him as a kook.

Adir jabbed a finger in my face, “Better get your head on straight, cunt. Just because you’re my wife, don’t think I won’t sell you.”

I just stared out the windshield and said nothing else the rest of the drive.

*          *          *

“They know we’re here,” said a large man with a big bushy beard. “They don’t know our strength. They’re moving men around trying to make their forces seem larger than they are.”

Adir nodded, “When do we attack?”

The large man, obviously in authority looked around at the scruffy, but lethal looking group of men surrounding him.  “Within the hour. Now that we’re all finally here.” He gave Saamah a dirty look.

Saamah just shrugged and pointed at me. “I apologize, Mansuri. She was injured and couldn’t move fast.”

Mansuri shook his head at me in digust.  He turned to address his fellow terrorists, “Check your weapons.  In half an hour, let no Brit remain standing!”  Everyone cheered. Well, everyone but me.

Adir grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face to his.  He kissed me roughly and then laughed broadly, “When we are victorious, I’m going to fuck your brains out. If you have any!”  Saamah laughed. 

I prayed that Adir was my target.

Around twenty or so minutes later, Saamah finished cleaning the dust from the fifty cal and Adir checked his AK-47, Mansuri gave the signal to attack.  He had given specific instructions to his officers on the attack plan.  We were attacking from four directions at once, but positioned so we wouldn’t shoot each other.

Adir grinned as he handed me a belt with pouches stuffed with magazines.  He started the pickup truck and said to me, “Better lock and load, baby. God be with us!”

I looked at the MP5 I was holding.  I slid the mag out, made sure it was loaded and popped it back in. I then chambered a round. I had no intention of shooting any British defenders, but I wasn’t going to be defenseless either.

I took a deep breath as Adir spun the tires of the truck, throwing a rooster tail of dirt in the air behind us. Roaring towards the village was a collection of technicals and cars full of terrorists.  Mansuri was being driven to the village in his personal BMW.

We hit the village at full speed. The British defenders were waiting for us. In fact they let most of the vehicles get to the center of the city before they opened up on us from the windows and rooftops of the surrounding buildings. They had planted C-4 and claymores around the village square. They attacked the technicals with anti-tank rockets. It was total mayhem as trucks and other vehicles as well as personnel went sailing through the air from explosions.

Saamah shouted, “Get us out of here!  Turn around!”

As he spun the pickup around, Adir snarled, “Those fucking Brits! It’s a trap!”

After a few frantic seconds, we met up with Mansuri and the rest of his men a few blocks from the village center.  Mansuri got out of his BMW and shouted, “Get out of the vehicles! Search every building. Kill every man holding a gun.”

Saamah jumped out of the back of the truck and shouted to us, “Let’s go get our revenge!”  He adjusted his bandolier and pulled a few grenades and hung them from the bandolier.

Taking a side street, we followed another group towards the center of the village. Some British soldiers started firing on us from a third floor window.  Someone behind me took them out with an RPG.

Saamah raised his rifle over his head and shouted, “God is with us! On to victory!”

I kept my MP5 pointed at the ground as we went from building to building. I was disheartened that we were met with such underwhelming force. I stayed outside the buildings and closed my eyes and tried not to hear the cries of the British soldiers being gunned down.

As we approached the village center, this time on foot, Saamah shouted, “We have them on the run!”  To me he said as he pointed to my right, “Najya, go down that side street and stop any Brits that might use it to get away.”

I nodded, and ran to the indicated street, hoping and praying there’d be no one there. Instead of holding my MP5 at the ready, I still pointed it at the ground. I hugged the walls of the buildings on one side while scanning the windows of the opposite buildings.  I wasn’t sure what I’d do if fired upon from any of these windows.  I didn’t want to die here, but I didn’t want to kill anyone either.

As I approached the end of the street, three British soldiers came racing around the corner. They all stopped when they saw me.  To me, they seemed just mere boys, probably none of them older than twenty. They were unarmed and their faces were masks of horrific fear.  They spoke to each other, and though it was English, I couldn’t understand a word they said.

We all just stood there for a moment, frozen in fear. They raised their arms in surrender. There was no way I was going to kill them. I just stood there, my gun still pointing to the ground.  I was just about to wave them away.

“Shoot them!” shouted Saamah from behind me.  I heard him run up towards me.

I glanced over my shoulder and shouted, “They’re unarmed!”

Saamah stopped next to me and gave me a disgusted look.  He then looked over the three young, frightened British soldiers.  He said casually, “Then that just makes it easier.”

He opened fire with his AK-47 into the chests of the three men, the bullets ripping through their uniforms, splattering blood.  They all collapsed where they had stood, their arms and legs splayed out at crazy angles.

Saamah slapped me hard, “Why didn’t you shoot?”

I just stood there; shaking and crying. I watched the soldiers’ blood staining the dirt street.

Before turning on his heel, Saamah shouted angrily at me, “What is wrong with you, you stupid cunt?  You had three perfectly good targets right in front of you.”

I just stood there feeling sick to my stomach. It’s not like I hadn’t seen dead people before. It’s not like I haven’t taken lives before. But this… this was murder.

Hanging my head, I slung my MP5 over my shoulder and walked slowly back towards the village center where there was already much cheering and celebrating. The villagers weren’t celebrating. They were crying.

Adir came running up to me with an ear-to-ear smile.  He put his arms around me and kissed me hard.  “We are victorious! God was with us today!”  He kissed me again.

Still grinning, he took my hand in a tight grip, “Come.”

He pulled me for a couple of blocks to where there was a cluster of small houses.  We entered one. There was a frightened woman and three children in the house.

Adir pointed his gun at them and shouted, “Get out! All of you!”

When they had left, he pulled me into what appeared to be a bedroom. There was a squat bed of just a mattress and dirty sheets.  He pushed me down onto the bed as he just grinned at me.

He pulled off his shirt and started to unfasten his pants.  He grinned a rather horrible grin, “I am so fucking horny right now!”

He jumped on top of me and roughly kissed me.  He pulled off my headscarf and quickly pulled my shirt over my head.  He kissed and violently fondled my breasts. I tried to resist him, to push him back.  But my own body betrayed me.  It had been here before. My nipples stood erect and my breasts began to ache and I felt myself starting to moisten, getting ready for sex.

I had never given much thought to how a woman experienced sex. But despite being with someone who disgusted me, his intensity, his staying power, brought me to levels of pleasure I’ve never known before.  I was gasping for air and found myself actually begging for more.  It was just incredible…

*          *          *

I was naked in bed. My eyes were still closed, but I could feel Adir’s finger tracing around one nipple. I smiled as my husband kissed me. I slowly opened my eyes to look at my husband’s handsome face.  He smiled at me and kissed me back.

He slung his legs off the bed. Rubbing his head he said, “We need to get up. Mansuri has called a meeting. Everyone has to be there.”

I sat up, pulling a sheet around me for modesty.  “A meeting? About what?”

Adir shrugged after pulling up his pants. “I don’t know.  Let’s go find out.”

Adir left me to dress as he walked out of the house.  I dressed slowly, a warm, soft feeling of satisfaction almost overwhelming me. I smiled to myself when I found walking a bit difficult.

When I left the house, Adir was leaning against a wall, smoking.  He took my hand and we walked together towards the village square. All our freedom fighters were gathering there.  Saamah ran up to us.

“Where were you two last night?” he asked.  He then looked at me and grinned.  “Nevermind.  Let’s see what Mansuri has to say about our great victory.”

In the middle of the square, if you could call it that, was a large fire, with black oily smoke rising from it.  I looked closer and saw what was burning was a pile of bodies. British soldiers, stripped of everything useful.

I laughed, raising my rifle above my head and shouted, “God is great!”  My exclamation was repeated by several others.

Mansuri raised both arms high, “Okay. Listen.  Yesterday we eliminated the last of the invaders in our area. All around us, the vile scum are gathering their shit and leaving.  We have won and you can be proud of that you participated in this.”

There was a roar of cheers from all our fighters.  I felt happy. Not like I’ve felt in a long time. But something kept tickling the back of my mind.

Grinning, Mansuri continued, “And now we face a new cause. One that will bring us all much wealth and power.  I’m sure you have heard of a new prophet. A messiah. Some are even calling him the Son of God. His movement preaches peace and happiness.  What does this mean for us?  For one, it means an end to war so we can raise our families according to our ways. And the other?” Mansuri paused for a moment. He smiled broadly when he continued, “This … messiah … needs muscle.  His movement is global despite it starting in this region.  He has new followers joining by the thousands daily. Once they drink this herbal tea he gives out, they become even more fervent followers. But not everyone wants to join him. There are protests so he needs protection. He has asked for help from our freedom fighters to become his army while he gathers his faithful.”

Someone from the crowd of fighters shouted, “What’s in it for us? I have witnessed those that have drank his tea. I do not wish to become like that.”  A muttering floated around those gathered in the square.

Mansuri laughed, “Whatever we want!  This new prophet now owns farms and factories, worldly objects his followers are just giving him as they reject their secular life. If we do a good job, he will pay us well.  And no. We don’t drink the tea.”

One of Mansuri’s lieutenants spoke up, “This new prophet will be speaking to another group of fighters in two days. It is a little over a day’s drive from here. After we listen to him speak, we’ll decide whether to join his army or not.  Sounds like a damned good deal to me.”

There was more muttering and some shouts.  Mansuri raised his arms again and shouted, “We leave in an hour. With or without you.”

Adir turned to Saamah and asked, “What do think? Should we go?”

Saamah shrugged. “To me, this false prophet sounds like a crack-pot. I think his message of peace, love and non-violence is a sham. But his movement seems to be catching on with people.”

Adir nodded, “I heard he has converted almost the whole west coast of America. All of Canada have gone over to the word.”

Saamah nodded as well.  “Yeah.  He’s using MS-13 as his enforcers there from what I hear. Crime and hunger has all but disappeared there.”

Adir grinned. “Sounds like there’s room for us.”  He looked over at me and asked, “How about you, baby. Coming with us?”

I smiled at him, “I’m going anywhere you’re going, my husband.”

Adir’s grin got bigger. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face to his. He kissed me roughly. He then laughed, “I can’t wait until tonight!”

*          *          *

We left at dawn the next morning to make it in time to hear the new prophet speak. Saamah had to drive as Adir and I were still exhausted from all our wild sex that night.  Adir had said I was like an animal. And he loved every second of it.  Tired, but happy, we both fell asleep about an hour before we had to get up.

Adir and I both lay down in the back of the pickup truck. Since we were driving today on a paved road, we weren’t bouncing around. I cuddled close to my husband and kissed him. I was so in love and so happy to be with him.

We arrived at our destination about twenty minutes before the new prophet was to speak to us.  He was using what was left of a school auditorium. Just a few weeks before, the invaders were using this building as a make-shift hospital. I smiled at the memory of swarming the facility, slaughtering every doctor, nurse and wounded soldier we saw.

Adir pulled on my hand when I suddenly stopped walking. “Something wrong?”

I had a sudden wave of nausea and I thought I was going to throw up for a moment.

I shook my head, “No. It’s nothing. I’m okay.”

Adir laughed, “Are you pregnant?  I want a son.”

I forced a smile. The memory of the slaughter was now leaving a bad taste in my mouth.  I said, “No. I’m not pregnant. And you don’t get to order which sex your child his.”

Adir frowned, “You will give me a son, or I will sell you.”

I frowned back at him, “I’m not pregnant.”

Space was cramped inside the auditorium.  As I started to walk in with Adir, a large, burly man stopped me by putting his hand on my chest, “You stay outside.”  I just stared at him for a moment and then he pushed me back. “No women inside.” Adir didn’t even stop.

Frowning, I started to walk around the building.  On the far side of where I was, I saw other women gathered next to a partially collapsed wall where they could see and hear what was going on.  A lot of people were gathering, not just freedom fighters, to hear this so-called new messiah.

I got up as close as I could.  He had already begun speaking, “… and sisters. I beseech you to listen to and join in with the new word. The word of peace. The word of joy. No more starving children. No more war. All of us, living together as one…”

I listened to his mesmerizing voice. He was such a charismatic speaker!  It was easy to get caught up in his speaking. Who wants war?  Who wants starving children? He spoke to a universal yearning we all felt.

In just a couple of short months, this new prophet had reigned in hundreds of millions of followers.  Once you heard his word, you’d drink his herbal tea and then you finally understand and became one with the word.

Saamah broke my reverie by leaning close and speaking into my ear, “Come. Adir and few others have a mission.”

I blinked a few times to wake myself up from the prophet’s mesmerizing voice.  “A mission?  Doing what?”

As we walked towards a large canvass covered truck, Saamah said, “We’re hitting several major cities in this area. All are now under the control of this son of God as he’s now calling himself.  We are going there to ransack all religious institutions – churches, synagogues, and mosques. We are to destroy all religious representations.  He says they are worthless distractions to his one true word.  Then we hit museums. We take all the art and dump it into a pile and burn it for much the same reason.”

Stunned, I said, “You can’t be serious. What were we fighting for?”

Adir shrugged. “We’re fighting for something even greater.”

We spent the next week, destroying houses of worship.  Killing those who would not give up their false religion and listen to the new word.  Priceless art treasures went up in smoke. Modern art as well as antiquities were smashed.  Adir and Saamah seemed to really enjoy breaking things. We spared nothing. Not even places where just a few days ago were sacred to us.  So strong were the words of the new prophet.

And every night Adir and I would experience the most magnificent sex of our lives. Even though we didn’t drink the tea, we attributed our energies to our new found spirituality.

*          *          *

Smiling broadly, Saamah walked up to where Adir and I were sitting next to a small stream.  He said, “Friends, the word from Mansuri is that he wants us to be part of a massive circle of protection to the son of God. In a few days he will make the largest address yet, reaching thousands locally and millions across the globe. There is a fear that a group that refuses the word will make an attempt on his life.  We are his army and we will be there to protect him.”

Beaming, Adir said, “That is great news brother.”  He glanced over at me, “Why are you not happy that we get to serve the son of God in such a way?”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged. “I’ve been hearing odd things. Things that seem to contradict the word.”

Saamah scowled, “What are you hearing?  The message of the word is perfect.”

I poked a stick into the stream. “I’m hearing stories of mass graves. Of extermination of the sick and lame. Elimination of anyone who is incapable or refuses to work in the prophet’s fields or factories. Masses of people with glazed eyes performing tasks with no emotions.”

Saamah laughed. “It’s all just lies. Lies and propaganda by those who reject the word.  After the address, few will be left not following the son of God.”

Adir shook his head. “Who could refuse the word?  Look around. No more crime. No more wars. Nobody starves. The prophet’s farms are bountiful.  We will eliminate all who oppose the prophet.”

Saamah nodded. “The son of God loves us all.”

*          *          *

The great day had come. Thousands of followers and would be followers slowly filled the huge amphitheater. Several of us were positioned at the highest points surrounding the speaking area.  We could see everything from our tower perch.

Mansuri grinned and said, “Today, the world will hear the word and join us in unity.”

Saamah nodded and said, “Hail the son of God.”

Several of us, using binoculars, scanned the teeming crowds below us, looking for someone who might cause trouble.  I was both excited and worried. Excited to be on the ground floor of such a global phenomenon. And worried at what it all meant. I looked over at my husband and smiled weakly.  He just leaned over and kissed me.

Someone in our tower, looking through binoculars suddenly shouted, “Hey!  I see something.  It looks like someone with a rifle!  He’s not one of us!”

Several of us looked in the direction indicated.  Mansuri growled, “You’re right! It’s a European or an American.  Both places have been resisting the word.”

Another in the tower, holding a sniper rifle pushed to the railing of the tower. “I’ll take him out!”

I said, “Are you sure he should be killed?”

Adir slapped me. “Stupid cunt! He’s not one of us and he has a high-powered rifle! We can’t take the chance.”

The man with the rifle pointed his weapon over the rail.  He adjusted his scope for a minute. Finally he lowered the rifle and declared, “Target’s too far. I can’t get a clean shot.”

Something triggered in my head. A target.  A target that was going to assassinate the most important human being on the planet. I’m here for a reason. This is it!

I jerked the weapon from the man’s hands. “Pussy! I’ll do it!”  I wrapped the strap around my arm and held my breath for stability.  It took only a moment to sight in on the assassin. I tightened the scope in.  He looked American.  Either current or former military, though he wore no uniform. I watched him sight his scope in with a look of grim determination.  I just wasn’t picking up the right kind of vibe from him.

Adir shouted, “Shoot you fucking bitch!”

My finger started to ease against the trigger. I held my breath just a bit longer.

Suddenly several men grabbed the man and his weapon and pulled him down.  He was pulled from the view of my sight.

Looking through binoculars, Saamah laughed. “You dumb stupid cunt. You missed the chance for the shot.”

I said, “No. I haven’t.” I took a deep breath and held it. I spun around and it took only a moment to acquire the so-called son of God’s head in my scope. I zeroed in on his temple and squeezed off a round. Through the scope, I saw his head explode. An uproar exploded from the floor of the amphitheater. Behind me were screams and gasps.

Adir hit me hard on my head and screamed, “You fucking bitch!”

I turned around. Saamah was starting towards me.  I shot him at point-blank range into his crotch and threw the rifle down. As he screamed, I shouted, “And that’s enough of that!” Before anyone could react, in one fluid motion I grabbed a grenade from Saamah’s bandolier, pulled the pin and let the spoon fly. I shoved the grenade down Adir’s pants and put my arms around his neck, pulling him into me.

I took one last look at my husband and kissed him. Then my head cleared and I pulled away and shouted as loud as I could, “Fuck you!”

*          *          *

“Well, that was certainly quite imaginative,” said the strange man I had first seen on that roof top so long ago.  We were walking, but I couldn’t make out anything surrounding us.

Frustration still in my voice, “That asshole just had to go.”  I looked down at myself. I was back to looking like I did on that rooftop.

“Understandable,” nodded the strange man. “And very good work, by the way. You used your free will to save humanity.  Since the ‘son of god’ died, there have been quite a few fights and altercations, border skirmishes and threats of war.”

I stopped walking and looked over at that odd man. “Is that good though?  I mean, wars had ended. So had crime and hunger.”

The odd man gave me a wry grin. “Only on the surface. He was busy eliminating people he thought was worthless. Thousands of years of humanity’s greatest art, music and philosophy was being destroyed. Those that were drinking the tea were becoming mindless slaves. Better to have a vibrant human species acting out human nature than have the peace and quiet of a world of zombies.”

I shrugged. “Maybe. What happens next?”

The man chuckled. “You have completed your mission. Sadly, there will be no movies made or books written about what you did this day. It’s just time to move on.”

I looked at him quizzically. “Move on?  What do you m…”

*          *          *

It was suddenly all dark and slimy. There was a light I was moving towards. I thought of several movies where someone was instructed to move to the light. All around me were muffled sounds. I was then unceremoniously pulled from the warm sticky place I was in.

There was bright light. I couldn’t really see anything. My vision was all blurred. Someone near me said loudly, “It’s a girl.”

What?  A girl? What is he talking…

And softly and quietly, all my memories and cognitive abilities just faded away…

*          *          *

The End


Displaced

“It looks like an electric chair.”

Special Agent Swan shrugged and said, “It’s still a prototype, but we’ve field tested it at least a dozen times. Worked every time. The CIA wanted it for obvious reasons, but its range is too limited.”

I ran my hand along the seat back of the device.  I said, “You really expect me to stick my head in this thing?”

“I’ve used it myself a couple of times Mikey,” said my long time partner Sam Mallory. “My brain hasn’t been scrambled.”

Swan and I both laughed.  I said, “Are you sure about that, Sam?”

Sam said, “I’m not saying there’s no risk.  There’s always that. But as long as we follow protocol, that risk is minimal.  It’s not like you haven’t faced risk before.  Twenty years on the force; six years Special Ops before that.”

Swan smirked and said, “You’re a goddammed hero, Agent Williams.”

I sat down on the seat of the device and bounced up and down a couple of times.  I said, “It’s not very comfortable.”

Swan said, “You won’t be conscious that long.  Once you’ve displaced the target, your body is essentially dead.  The brain anyway.”

“That’s nice,” I said with a smirk.  “I can be restored, correct?”

Sam said, “It’s not a suicide mission, Mikey. Like I said, it’s high risk, but when the mission is complete, you’ll be back in your head and all memories intact. Including the ones you got during the mission.”

“Speaking of which… ” I said standing back up.  “You’ve shown me your toy. Now what’s the assignment?”  I was anxious to get a new assignment to get my mind off of things.  My life lately had been sucking pretty bad.  In fact, my life had been pretty miserable ever since the divorce, even though she was the one who had the affair.

Swan smiled and said, “Let’s go to the briefing room. We have some slides to show you.”

I turned to Sam and said, “What’s an assignment without a slide show?”  Sam just nodded.

After a short walk down the hall, we filed into a meeting room.  A computer projector hung from the ceiling.  Swan sat at the computer and gestured for Sam and me to sit.

“That’s one ugly dude.” said Sam when the first image appeared.  It was a picture of a man in his fifties, face pock-marked and scarred.  He had a prominent nose and his head was shaved.

Swan said, “That is our target. Bugsy Martin. Real name Marion Martin. Don’t let his boyish good looks fool you. He’s one bad motherfucker.”

I snorted and said, “I know that rat bastard well. I’ve been following him for two years, and I’ve got nothing to nail him on.  He’s got his fingers on dozens of murders, drug imports and distribution, prostitution; you name it.”

Swan said, “That’s why you were selected for this assignment Agent Williams. You know everything anyone outside his organization can know. You know his gestures. You know his way of speaking and …”

“Wait a second,” I said, interrupting.  “Are you planning on putting my mind inside that asshole’s head with your toy?”

“Bingo!” grinned Swan. “You are uniquely qualified for this assignment.”

“I don’t think I like that idea,” I said. “And what happens to Bugsy’s mind?”

Sam said, “His mind is displaced.  Basically shoved out of his head just before it’s replaced by yours.  And it’s not a copy we transfer. Your own brain becomes an empty vessel essentially while you’re inside the target.”

“Now I really don’t like this!” I said with annoyance.  “This is crazy.  There’s too much that could go wrong. And doesn’t this basically kill Bugsy?”

Frowning, Swan asked, “Do you care?”

Turning to face Swan, I said, “I don’t give a shit about Bugsy. But I do care about due process.”

Swan waved a dismissal of my comment.  He said, “Look. You can’t break a few eggs without making an omelet, or something. There’s a major crime syndicate from Montreal that’s looking to increase their operation. They’re partnering up with Bugsy because he has the west coast tied up and has contacts with several Mexican cartels.

“That’s all we know. We need a man on the inside to get the details of this organization’s inner workings. They’re taking turf in Chicago already. We’re hoping to get enough intel that we’ll be able to bust both organizations wide open.  The Canucks got the money and Bugsy’s got the connections.  This is the best opportunity to stop both.”

The slide changed to show several men sitting at an outdoor café in Montreal.  The next two slides showed close-ups of several of the men.

Looking at the slides, I said, “So you want me to impersonate Bugsy and pretend to make a deal with these Canadians just to try to learn about their inner workings?  That’ll be a tough sell as Bugsy’s sure to have Weston and Castile with him. They all started their ‘business’ together.”

The slide changed to a picture of a warehouse in Long Beach.

Swan said, “Nobody knows this guy better than you, Williams.  You have the best chance at success.”

Sam changed his seating position and pointed a pen at the screen.  He said, “To reduce how long you need to be Bugsy, we’ll displace you just as Bugsy is standing outside the warehouse’s side door where the red circle is drawn.”

Frowning I said, “That fast?  And that accurate?”

Smiling, Sam said, “The displacement is almost instantaneous. We’ll have a satellite positioned right over the warehouse. We’ll have spotters to help direct the shot.  We’ll use digital thermal imaging for targeting.”

Swan leaned back in his seat, placing his hands behind his head.  He said, “Once the deal is made, give the henchmen something to do and then head for the extraction point. We’ll grab you and bring you back here and put your mind back inside your own head.”

I held my face in my hand as I shook my head.  “So many things that could go wrong. Weston or Castile could see through me.  Me as Bugsy might be picked up by the cops for some reason. The Canadians might smell a rat and shoot me.  So many variables. What if I get stuck being Bugsy forever? Not to mention killing Bugsy in cold blood.”

Swan frowned.  He said, “Consider Bugsy collateral damage. And no one is likely to smell a rat because no one will suspect Bugsy isn’t Bugsy anymore. No one knows about the device.”

Sam said, “And this procedure is safe. Well, as safe as anything else. Like I said, I’ve used it.  Kind of a rush to feel yourself jump into another body.”

I looked at Sam and said, “Who was your assignment?”

Swan gave Sam a glance and waved his hand.  He said, “That’s need to know.  Anyway, let’s discuss the mission particulars.  We don’t have much time.  It all goes down tomorrow afternoon.”

*         *          *

“Do I really have to be restrained this tightly?” I asked.  I felt like I was in a cheap fifties science fiction movie with a strange metal dome fitted over my head.  My head, neck, arms and legs were all strapped down tight.

Sam said, “Yeah.  You can’t move a muscle during the displacement.  The glucose will keep your body hydrated and medical monitors will let us know if anything goes wrong with your body.  It should be okay.”

“Oh, that’s reassuring,” I said, feeling worried.

Someone I hadn’t seen before who was facing the control panel said, “Thirty seconds.”

Sam patted my shoulder and said, “Just follow the protocol and you’ll be back in your own head in just a few hours.”

The chair started to hum. Behind me something started to make a whining sound and it was increasing in pitch.

“Ten seconds,” said the man at the console.  After ten seconds crawled by the man pushed a large red button.

My vision began to blur and then became obscured by an overly bright white light.  There was a sudden crackling sound like an electric arc.

An unknown voice shouted, “Shit! Abort! Abort!...”

I had a horrible feeling of falling.  A million pin pricks pushed into my brain. The blindingly bright light seemed to suddenly be sucked back up into my eyes.  I stumbled and reached out.

Someone walking past me grabbed my arm and steadied me.  He said, “Are you okay?”

I said, “Yeah. Thanks.” What the hell? That wasn’t Bugsy’s voice.  As my vision cleared I looked around.  What the hell?  I wasn’t outside a warehouse. Paintings? Sculptures? I looked at my hand. What the hell? Nail polish? Long slender fingers? What the hell?  Strands of blonde hair fell across my eyes.  Tight fitting jeans? Pink sneakers? What the fuck?

Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God.  I started to hyperventilate.  No. No. No. This is all wrong! What the hell?  What the fuck? Oh God where am I? What the fucking hell?

“Mommy? What’s wrong?”

I stood still for a moment. Afraid to move. Afraid to think.  I looked at my hands again. The hands of a woman.  I’m supposed to be seeing the hands of Bugsy Martin and be surrounded by thugs.  I looked around and I saw just normal people and kids. A lot of people.  A large open space like an art museum. Am I a woman? How is that possible?

I felt suddenly weak and my mind raced. Something happened at the moment I was supposed to displace Bugsy. I leaned back against the wall and tried to get my bearings. How am I here?  And where is here?

The man who caught my arm looked back at me and said, “Are you okay, miss? Let me get you a chair.”

I waved him off and said, “It’s okay. Really.”  I’m really not okay, but I don’t want to interact with anyone.  I finally noticed in my other hand I was holding something. I looked and it was a purse.  I’m carrying a purse.  Shit, shit, shit.  I’m in the wrong target! How?  I saw the satellite image myself just moments before they pressed the button. The device’s targeting reticle was placed right over Bugsy.

A concerned looking woman walked up to me, touched my arm and said, “Dee? You don’t look well. Why don’t you get a drink of water and go to the lounge and sit down. You really should sit down.  I’ll watch the kids. Don’t worry. Just go sit and catch your breath.”

I nodded.  I needed to get away.  Did a child just call me Mommy? My head was spinning.  I stumbled in the indicated direction.  The woman who spoke obviously meant the women’s restroom. 

I entered the room and thankfully I was alone.  This is quite a bit different from a typical men’s room. Along one wall was a couch.   I dropped onto it and held my head in my hands. My mind raced. Just what the hell am I doing in this woman’s body?  There was that call to abort the operation.

Shaking my head, I stood back up and looked at myself in the restroom mirror. A bolt of dread shot through me as I viewed the image of a young woman staring back at me. She was attractive. You could say pretty. Someone you would see in the grocery store. She was a mom out with her kids, so she wasn’t looking glamorous. She looked to be somewhere between twenty-two to twenty-five.  Definitely young. A mom with a five year old and apparently a two year old child. And I just murdered her.

Feeling sick and disgusted I stepped away from the mirror. I was carrying a purse, so I opened it and checked inside. The most glaring item in the purse was a cell phone.  I retrieved the phone and thought that I needed to report in. Swan needs to know the mission failed.  The phone was locked, but it opened with the woman’s thumb print.

I stared at the phone a moment.  I can’t use this phone. I don’t want them to know who I am just yet. Protocols.  What happens when a mission fails this spectacularly and exposed to civilians? Witnesses disappear.  I needed a different phone.

I took a few deep breaths and stepped away from the restroom. Moving uneasily in this new body, I quickly left the area with the people who thought they knew me.

As I walked through what was obviously some kind of art museum, I kept looking for an open office or maybe a pay phone.  Despite my situation, I laughed quietly. In this day and age, the only pay phone I was likely to find would probably be on display in a museum.

I rounded a corner and there was a receptionist desk complete with a receptionist and a security guard.  The sign above the desk announced that I was in the San Diego Museum of Art. Okay, that means I’m in Balboa Park.

I walked up to the woman at the desk and said, “My cell phone is dead. Is there a phone I can use?”  The woman’s voice I spoke in unnerved me.  I almost couldn’t speak because of it. There was a complete disconnect between my words and my voice.

The receptionist smiled at me and said, “Yes ma’am. Right across the foyer is a small room with a courtesy phone.”

I smiled back at the woman and said, “Thank you.” I then proceeded to walk, a bit more steady now, to the small room.  The room contained a single chair, a small desk and a phone on the desk. 

I had the number to call and the code word to use memorized.  I picked up the phone and first punched star sixty-seven to disable the caller id.  For some reason, I felt pretty nervous about calling in.  I punched in the numbers for our operations command center. After the automated system answered the phone, I tapped the keys corresponding to the security code.

As soon as the receiver was picked up, Swan said, “Agent Williams? What happened? Where are you?  Williams?”

I started to speak, but then thought better of it. My voice would be female. Should I give that away?  I was scared out of my mind. Depending on what happened in the control room would dictate which protocol they would follow. I continued to hesitate to say anything.

“Williams?  Are you able to speak?  Tell us where you are and we’ll come pick you up,” said Swan.

I gritted my teeth, sighed and hung up the phone.  I’m a loose end. We’ve killed a civilian and we can’t have me running around as that person.  I didn’t trust Swan. The only person at the bureau I could trust was Sam, and I wasn’t even completely sure about him.  Maybe my body is just sitting there quietly waiting for my mind to be inserted back in. Or maybe they killed me the moment something went wrong. I’ve seen assets become collateral damage when things go wrong. But what about an agent? I’ve heard rumors…

I stood in the small room for a few moments. I looked in the purse again, removed the cell phone and unlocked it. I hoped I wasn’t making a mistake in trusting Sam. We each always carried a second, cheap cell phone for personal communications between us that we wanted to keep secret. I’m sure our regular cell phones were already being monitored.  At least I’m sure Sam’s was, as mine was still inside my pocket where I sat in that chair.

I sent a text message with our secret pass phrase to Sam.  Now I just had to wait until he was in a secure location to call me back on the number showing up in the text.  I really hoped I didn’t just make a tragic mistake and that a team was on its way to the location of this woman’s cell phone.

While waiting, I looked through the purse again.  I found a small wallet with a driver’s license.  The woman’s name was Denise Franklin.  There were a set of what appeared to be house keys.  No car keys. I must have ridden with that other woman.

Her cell phone suddenly started playing a part of a current pop song and doing so loudly.  I answered the phone and in a quiet voice said, “Sam?”

“Who is this?” asked Sam, irritated. “How did you get this number?”

“It’s me, Sam. Mike. I’m in the wrong person. What happened?” I whispered into the phone.

“Mike?” said a puzzled sounding Sam. “You’re a girl. We actually thought you might be dead.”

“Sam,” I said. “We killed an innocent woman. I’m in some woman’s body. From the looks of things, I’m not even close to that warehouse.”

“Look.  I can get arrested if they know I’m talking to you,” said Sam. “Whatever you do, don’t contact Swan again. Ever. They will kill you. You’re a loose end. We know you went somewhere. We don’t know where. Obviously we just killed an innocent civilian by our mistake.”

“I figured something went wrong or I wouldn’t be in this woman’s body!  Tell me something I don’t know,” I exclaimed. “What happened?  Why can’t I just return to my own head?”

There was a long pause and then Sam finally said, “Because you don’t have a head anymore. It’s one of the risks.  There was a surge in the system. They’re still trying to do a post-mortem on the machine.  But the surge not only skewed where the device aimed, it blew your head apart. I mean nothing’s left. At all.  And it’s completely gross.”

“I’m dead?” I said trying to control my voice.

Sam said, “As a door nail. You’re stuck.”

“Can’t you move me to another person?” I said, my voice shaking. “I can’t stay as this woman. She’s a mom. And she has a ring, so I’m guessing she’s married.  I can’t just walk into her life.”

“Swan would never approve moving you,” said Sam.  “That would require killing yet someone else. Look, either try to work it out or let Swan pick you up and arrange an accident.”

“I can’t just walk into someone’s life!” I said starting to raise my voice.  I looked around to see if anyone outside the room heard me.  “All I have is a name and a driver’s license number.  You’re responsible for me, Sam. You claimed this fucking machine was safe. You owe me.  I want to know who I am. I want to know as much about who this woman is as possible.”

“You want me to dig up info on this girl?” said Sam sounding upset. “I could get fired.  I could go to jail!”

“Just this one thing, Sam. And I won’t ever bother you again,” I said.

There was a long pause.  Sam asked, “How long will it take you to get to Balboa Park?”

I looked out the door of the small room and said, “I’m in Balboa Park.” I didn’t want to say exactly where in case Sam actually couldn’t be completely trusted.

Sam said, “Give me at least two hours and I’ll meet you at our alternate meeting spot in the park.”

“If I see anyone with you Sam, I won’t show up,” I said.

“Mike. I’ll be alone,” said Sam. “If I can’t come alone, I’ll go to some random location. If I’m not at the agreed location, you’ll know I’ve been compromised.”

“See you shortly,” I said feeling nervous as I disconnected the phone.

I left the room and started wandering around the museum.  I felt I could trust Sam or at least I hoped so. I wasn’t too worried that a team would nab me here in the museum.  That would involve even more people. No. I would have an accident, and that would take more than a couple of hours to arrange.

I sat down a moment in the chair in the small room. I looked at my hands with the long, womanly fingers tipped with pink nail polish. I thought about the child that called me mommy. I know it’s not my fault. I can’t be held responsible. But for all intents and purposes, I murdered this woman named Denise. She’s gone.  Everything she was. All her memories. Her personality; the way she spoke; the way she laughed. It was all gone. Forever.

I touched her smooth face.  I couldn’t bring myself to call it my face. The skin was soft and smooth.  I was annoyed by the rocking back and forth of her earrings whenever I moved her head.  I touched the face again.  This is me for the rest of my life, however long that turns out to be.

I looked back in the purse and pulled her phone.  I checked the time there.  Hardly any time at all had passed.  It was going to be a long two hours.  And I’ll have to come up with some excuse to leave those kids in that other woman’s care again so I can meet Sam. I’ve had many assignments where I’ve had to impersonate another person from a janitor to someone in public office.  This was going to be the most difficult impersonation of all.

I took a deep breath and left the small room.  I needed to find the woman who supposedly knows Denise. I’ll have to figure something out when it gets close to my meeting with Sam.

The woman smiled as she saw me approaching. As I got closer she asked, “How are you feeling, Dee?”

I smiled weakly and said, “I’m doing better. Just a little dizzy.”

Looking concerned, the woman said, “Do you need to go home?  This exhibit will still be here next weekend.”

I tried to smile and waved dismissively. I said, “I’m fine. Really. I don’t want to disappoint the kids.”

The woman looked over at four children peering intently at several intricate wire sculptures.  She smiled and said, “True. Surprisingly they seem to be enjoying this.”

The boy that I took to be around five looked at me with a wide grin and said, “Mom! Mom!  Look at this!  It’s awesome!”

I bent down to look more closely at the sculpture and said, “Wow! It sure is!”  I smiled at the boy who grinned back at me.

As the children walked a few feet away, the woman looked at me seriously and said, “How are things going between you and Zach? That was a bad fight you two had last night.  The way you were crying when you called me.  I thought for sure that was the last straw.”

Oh great, I thought.  I’m a woman, a mother, and a wife with domestic issues. I had no idea what to say, so I just winged it and said with a sigh, “I’m going to give him a second chance.”

The woman smiled without humor and said, “That’s what? The fourth second chance?”

Wishing the mission had been a success, I said, “I have to think of the kids.” That sounded plausible.  I hope.

Shaking her head the woman said, “You have to think of yourself too!  You need to take the kids and just get out of there. Don’t wait for him to hit you, like I did with Jimmy.”

I took a deep breath and said, “I’ll be fine. Really. Nobody’s hitting anybody.”

The woman shrugged with disbelief and said, “I hope you’re right. But if he hits you, call me immediately.  You and the kids are more than welcome to stay with me for a while.”

Oh my God, I thought.  What kind of a situation did I get myself into?  I said, “It won’t come to that.”  I wish I had more information about who I was.

“Mommy!  Look at this!”  A five year old grabbed my hand and started tugging. 

I grinned at the woman whose name was unknown to me and said, “I think I need to look at something.”

The woman laughed.  She said, “I think Josh really likes those wire sculptures.”

Josh!  I finally learn the name of at least one kid.

The woman picked up her kid and kissed his cheek and said, “But then, Josh gets excited by just about everything, don’t you Josh?”

I sighed.  This is maddening.  I know nothing about these people who seem to know an awful lot about me.  I hope Sam comes through on that file.  I won’t even make it through the day.

We spent the next hour or so wandering through the art museum, ooh-ing and ah-ing about everything.  The whole time I was on full alert for any information that might come my way.  And no matter how hard I tried, I just could not get over being in someone else’s body.  And that it was someone I killed.  Accidently, but killed none-the-less.

I checked the time on the cell phone for the fortieth time.  It was getting close to the time of my appointment with Sam, and I was going to need several minutes to make my way to our meeting place at the bench next to the Atrium. 

I said, “Can you watch the kids for a few minutes?  I just remembered I needed to check something out.  I’ll be right back.”

The woman said, “We can come with you.  I think I’m about museum’d out anyway.”

That’s the last thing I needed.  I said, “Oh no.  I just need to run over to another building and I’ll be right back.”

The woman smiled and said, “Okay.  We’ll be right here.”

I returned her smile and said, “Thanks.”  I turned and almost ran through the museum to the exit.

I cautiously approached the bench where Sam was waiting.  He kept glancing at his watch.  I looked around the area and I didn’t see anything out of the ordinary.  Of course, if an agent was doing his job correctly, I wouldn’t see anything out of the ordinary.  But Sam said he wouldn’t be at this location if he couldn’t come alone.  I took a chance that my long time partner was being straight with me.

Sam didn’t pay much attention to me as I started to walk past him.  I turned and then quickly sat down on the bench with him.  He just looked at me as I settled down on the bench.  I smiled at him.

“Yippee ki-yi, motherfucker,” I said in a low tone.  It was our passphrase for this week.

Sam’s eyes went wide as a shocked expression crossed his face.  He said, “M…Mikey?  Is that you?”

I said, “Yes. Unfortunately.”

“Holy shit!” exclaimed Sam. “It’s unreal to see this woman sitting here and knowing it’s you.”

I said, “I don’t have time for small talk, Sam. Brief me quickly and I need to disappear.”

Sam nodded and as he handed me a manila envelope he said, “He’s the dossier on you.  You are Denise Franklin, mother of a two year old named Zoe and a four year old named Sam. Nice name.  And you’re pregnant…”

Interrupting, I said, “I’m what?”

Shrugging, Sam sighed, “You’re pregnant.  Congrats.  You are twenty-six years old.  You were born Denise Thompson in Karnes City, Texas. You got married at twenty to a Zachary Franklin who is employed at a hardware store. You met your husband at Baylor in Waco, Texas. You both dropped out after two years and moved to California.  Both of you have been struggling for the last few years. Your husband has had trouble holding down a job. You’ve been an office worker at a small company and are the main source of income to your family.  Money seems to be the source of your recent fights as your husband resents that you make more than he does and you’re about to go on maternity leave in a few months. Neighbors complain about all your yelling at each other. Neither of you are having an affair. You don’t belong to any clubs or organizations. You’re basically a boring housewife. That’s about it.”

“That’s it?” I said. “Surely there’s more on this woman than that!”

Sam shrugged again and said, “Look, I had less than two hours to get this. We don’t have a ton of information on private citizens who don’t do anything. You don’t even have a traffic ticket.”

“Bullshit!” I exclaimed.  “I know we and the NSA have reams of data on everyone.”

Frowning, Sam said, “I don’t have access to the NSA databases. And like I said, I had less than two hours to get this much.  Any more digging and it would have set off red flags.”

Sighing, I said, “Well, that’s more than I knew ten minutes ago.”  I pulled some photos out of the folder.

I held one out of a man’s face. I said, “Is this the husband?”

Sam laughed and said, “You might was well start saying ‘my husband’ and refer to yourself as Denise. You’re her now.  We can’t change that.  And yes, that’s your husband. Nice looking chap, but he’s a bit of a loser. Not sure why you married him.”

Rolling my eyes, I said, “That wasn’t my choice.  I’m sure Denise saw something positive in him.  We’ll never know.”

I studied the pictures of my new family.  I dropped them to my lap and fought back tears.  My emotions are stronger now. 

“I can’t do this Sam!  I’m a woman. A fucking woman!  I can’t deal with that.” Pointing at my crotch, I cried, “I’ve got a pussy!  That’s pretty life-changing Sam! And I’m married to a man who apparently enjoys fucking this pussy.  I sure as hell can’t deal with that!”

Sam pulled his cell phone from his pocket and held it up.  He said, “You want me to call Swan?”

I looked at Sam’s phone for a moment. What Sam was basically asking; do I want to be put out of my misery?  Would death be preferable to trying to merge my life into this woman’s?  And going through child birth?  Holy shit. I’m not mentally prepared for that. And sleeping with a man, even if we don’t have sex. Can I do that? One assignment a few years ago, I had to act like I was gay, even going as far as kissing a guy.  But nothing intimate.  Would it even be possible for me to look a man – my husband – in the eyes, tell him I love him and let him kiss me?  I shuddered at the thought.

And add in dealing with being pregnant.  Pregnant!  No man can even come close to comprehending what it’s like to be pregnant.  How can I do that? And… and… give birth?

I stared blankly into the distance. It would be so easy to just call Swan and have it done with. I’ve faced the possibility of death before. And in some pretty nasty places.

And then, it hit me like a bucket of ice water.  If I die, this baby inside me dies. Can I kill it just so I don’t have to be uncomfortable trying to live a new life as a woman? Can I take that kind of responsibility?  I’ve had to kill before, but this is of course quite different. I killed his mother. Does it not fall on me to continue her life, much like the curse falls onto the person that kills the werewolf?

I looked back to Sam and said, “No. Don’t call Swan.  I’ll manage somehow.”

Sam just shrugged and said, “Your decision. You know how to get hold of Swan should you ever want out.”

Sam stood up and looked down at me.  He said, “Any consolation, you are a pretty girl. Not movie star pretty, but pretty.  Look, I need to go. Never contact me again. This is good-bye my old friend.”

I stood up and shook Sam’s hand.  Tears started to well up in my eyes. Damned emotions.  I said, “Thanks Sam for your help in this.  I know you took a risk. Good-bye.”

As Sam started to turn away, he said over his shoulder, “Good luck, Mike.”  He walked hurriedly away.  With him went the last parts of my old life.

*          *          *

I sat on the woman’s bed with the pictures and the dossier spread out in front of me.  The kids were taking a nap giving me some very needed alone time. I looked over the pictures of a life I never knew.  A woman whose life and future I’d stolen. It wasn’t my fault. It wasn’t supposed to happen. I had no control. But I couldn’t suppress this horrendous feeling of guilt.

I picked up a picture of the woman and her husband from happier times it seems. I slapped my palm against my forehead.  Sam was right. I need to stop thinking in terms of her and hers. This is my life now. That’s me in the photos. That’s my husband I’m kissing in one picture.  Those are my kids in the other room napping.  This is me. This is who I am now. But oh my God! I know nothing about being a woman!

I’ve been married before.  I’ve had kids.  But as the man. I watched my wife go through the pains of labor. I watched her smile and sing as she gave our babies their bath and dress them. I hugged her when she cried in frustration when things went wrong. I loved my kids. I helped with diapers and baths and feedings.  But my wife had a connection to the kids that I would never have.

I crawled off the bed. I was down to just panties. My... yes, my breasts hanging free. I still couldn’t bear to look at my vagina. I still just couldn’t accept that part yet. 

I stood in front of the big mirror on the dresser.  Sam was right.  I saw an attractive young woman looking back at me. Not gorgeous. Definitely not ugly.  Just pretty much average. A woman you might look twice at while at the mall or the beach.

While looking in the mirror I touched one of my breasts.  I just couldn’t believe it was attached to me.  But I definitely felt the touch as I watched my hand move in the mirror.  There was nothing sexual or titillating about touching my breast. I was just confirming the breasts were really mine. I’m a woman.

I stepped up closer to the mirror.  I reached out and touched my face on the reflection.  Tears started rolling down my cheeks.  Still touching the mirror’s image, I said aloud, “I’m sorry. Oh God! I’m so sorry! I’m so fucking sorry! Can you ever forgive me?” I cried out in anguish. I stood there for a moment, my mouth wide open, but no sound coming out with the cry caught in my throat, the tears streaming down my face.  I threw myself down on my bed and cried with huge, heaving sobs.

*          *          *

The moment I’d been dreading all day arrived.

“I’m home!” said an unfamiliar voice after the front door opened and closed.  “God I hate working on Saturdays.”

I was in the kitchen when I heard the door open.  I walked out to the living room as a man I recognized from the pictures as … well, as my husband.  That’s going to take a while to get used to.

Spreading his arms out and looking worried, Zach said, “You’re not still mad at me, are you babe?  I’ve been looking forward to coming home and seeing you all day.”

I walked up to him, wondering if I should still be mad at something.  Having no idea, I said, “No. I’m not still angry.”

Zach smiled and said, “I’m glad to hear that.  I’m really sorry for the yelling this morning.  It’s all my fault.  I had no reason to get upset this morning.”  He stepped closer to me, wrapped his arms around my waist and before I could think, he kissed me.  A man kissed me.  His stubble was rough against my face.  My expression probably showed my distaste for being kissed by a man.

Zach looked at me with a puzzled expression.  He said, “Are you sure you’re not still mad at me?”

I looked down at my feet for a moment and then back to his face.  I said, “No. I’m sorry.  I’m just tired. I had a busy day.”

Grinning, Zach said, “Well, let’s try that again.”  Still holding my waist, he pulled me closer to him and laid a long, deep kiss on me.  I wanted to push him away. But, I thought, he’s my husband. I supposedly love him.  Husbands kiss their wives.  I relaxed and let him kiss me.

He patted me on the ass and said, “What’s for dinner?”

I said, “I hope you don’t mind. The kids exhausted me today at the museum.  So I brought home Chinese take-out.”  I had no idea what anyone liked in take-out food.  I figured it’s hard to go wrong with chicken fried rice.

As he plopped into a recliner Zach said, “That works for me.”

I just looked at him for a moment as he settled into the chair and turned on the TV. I said, “Well, I guess I’ll bring it to you.”

Not looking back, Zach said, “Thanks, babe.”

I went back to the kitchen to get a folding table and my husband’s meal.  I shouted, “Kids! Dinner’s on the table!”  I got a second folding table and my dinner as well.  I might as well eat with Zach and try to learn as much as I can about him. 

As I unfolded the table and set Zach’s dinner on it, he was selecting a TV channel to watch.  He glanced over his shoulder and said, “Hey guys! Come eat in here. Your favorite show is on.” I looked over at my hubby and thought, you’ve got to be kidding.  On the screen popped up the titles for “Swamp People & Gator Men.”  Another History channel classic.

Zach turned to me with a grin and said, “This is going to be good!”

I smiled back and said, “Yee-haw.”

*          *          *

Despite the entertainment, dinner went over pretty well. And after dinner and a few minutes of play time, the kids were definitely ready for bed.  The five year old, Sam, wanted a story read and few bedtime songs sang.  I had this.  With my own kids… okay, these are my own kids now too… but with my own kids I was the official story reader and bedtime song singer.

The room lit by a small, solitary night light, I stood at the door watching the kids sleep.  I had to admit that I missed this part of parenting. While I was looking and lost in thought, Zach came up from behind me and nuzzled my neck.

“Hey, beautiful,” he whispered in my ear.  And then he kissed my neck.  “You’re a great mom.”  He slid a hand down and rubbed my belly.  I’m not showing at all.  He continued, “Can you believe we’re going to have another one?”

I said, “I really can’t believe I’m having a baby.”  No joke.

Zach kissed me once more and said, “I’m going to go jump in bed and see what’s on TV.  Coming?”

Not really wanting to get into bed with a man, husband or not, I said, “I’ll be along in a few minutes.  There’re some things I want to get done first.”

“Okay,” said Zach with a grin.  “I’ll keep the light on for you.”  He turned and went humming down the hall to our bedroom.

I went to the semi-darkened living room and sat alone on the couch.  I held my head in my hands and wanted to cry.  I really don’t think I can handle this. I’m having to guess so much on how to react and what to say, that I just know I’ll blow it.

Zach isn’t exactly someone I’d choose myself to be married to or even be friends with. I’m not saying he’s a bad person. He certainly doesn’t seem to be the monster the woman at the museum painted him as.  But this has just been one evening. Eventually, Zach is going to expect me to cook dinners, since his wife seems to have done that most of the time. And of course, he’s going to want to have sex.  I touched my belly and thought that’s pretty obvious.  I guess that’s one of the things that’s been troubling me the most after discovering I’m now a married woman.  Can I bring myself to have sex with a man?

I stared at nothing in the darkened room.  I took a deep breath and made a resolution to myself.  I’m a woman now and that’s immutable.  Well, it probably is. I thought being a man was immutable.  I’m a woman and I have a husband and kids.  I can either be absolutely miserable, or I can embrace being these things and try to make the best of what I have.  I owed the real Denise that much.

So if my husband wants sex, I’ll have sex with him.  I just hope he doesn’t want it.

I got up and took a deep breath.  I started walking to the bedroom. I hoped Zach was asleep. Sadly for me, he was sitting up in bed watching some late talk show on TV.  He was sitting on top of the sheets dressed only in his birthday suit. His manhood was just laying there for all the world to see.

As I approached the bed, he turned and saw me looking at his crotch.  He grinned up at me.  He wriggled a bit, re-arranging his seating on the bed.  He said, “You know what I want, babe.”

I just stood by the bed and stared at him a moment, frozen in horror.  What does he want?  He doesn’t seem to be trying to entice me into bed with him. I looked down again at his manhood.  Oh my God. I think he wants a blowjob.  Denise may have been happy to do that every night, though I doubt it.  I’ve gone my whole life without any desire to put a penis in my mouth.  But there it was and here I was with my new found resolution starting to dissolve. 

I closed my eyes and mentally chanted, “You’re a woman. You’re a woman...” I looked at his penis again.  I thought, it’s not gay if you’re the woman.  I took another deep breath and slid to my knees beside the bed.

I played with his manhood for a minute or two, trying to build up the nerve to do anything else.  This was my moment of truth.  Do I dive into my new life as Denise?

In answer to my own question, I licked his cock.  My tongue didn’t fall off and I didn’t suddenly die. Zach smiled and made some positive noises.  I continued to lick as his erection grew larger.

While his penis didn’t taste wonderful as porn would have you believe, it wasn’t terrible either. I surprised myself by how much I was getting into it.  This was a completely new experience for me.  And while you don’t have to be a woman to engage in this kind of sex, my female body was reacting to it.

As I slid his cock into my mouth and started sucking on it, I was immediately rewarded by Zach moaning with pleasure.  It jarred me a bit to remember how I felt when my wife or a girlfriend did this to me. Knowing what I liked to feel guided me in pleasuring Zach. I could tell instantly how much he was enjoying it.

I know I should have expected it, but it surprised me when his salty semen streamed into my mouth, then my face and hair. He laughed when I cried “Ack!” and jerked my head away. Without thinking, I swallowed.

Zach grinned at me as I stood up next to the bed. He said, “That was great. But all I wanted was the TV remote.”  He laughed.

I just stood there, stunned a moment. I had just given a man a blow job when he didn’t even want it.  Well, I’m sure he always wants one; he just wasn’t expecting it. For a moment I was angry. But I realized he’d never suggested oral sex. I just did it. I looked at Zach and I laughed.

I walked over to the dresser where the TV sat and picked up the remote and walked back to Zach.  I held the remote out to him and said, “Here. Is this what you wanted?”

Zach grinned at me and reached for the remote.  Instead, he grabbed my arm and pulled, knocking me off balance and I fell on the bed on top of him.  He tossed the remote to the other side of the bed and said, “Fuck that.  Come here!”  He held me on top of him.

I struggled a bit as I was at in awkward position and felt myself sliding which would dump me to the floor.  I was surprised at how much stronger he was than me.  If we weren’t being playful, I would be totally at his mercy.

I gave up trying to pull away and instead bent my head to his and kissed him hard, sliding my tongue into his mouth.  He moaned and started to suck on my tongue until he tasted his own seed still in my mouth.

He jerked his head back and let go of me to wipe his mouth. He shouted, “What the fuck?!  I can’t believe you just did that!”  He turned to spit and we both rolled off the bed onto the floor, pulling the sheets with us.

Grinning, he grabbed both my wrists and forced me to my back and held my hands against the floor.  He said, “You’re gonna get it now!”  He was lying naked on top of me, holding my wrists tightly, but not enough to actually hurt.

Breathing hard and with a laugh, I said, “Get what?”

Zach said, “Glad you asked!”

Zach pressed his still hard cock against my panties and started sliding back and forth on my crotch.  He started sucking on one nipple that had been exposed while falling off the bed. The emotions and physical experience was starting to overwhelm me.  His cock was pressing against my clit and feeling him suck on my nipple was driving pleasure to a level I had never experienced before.

He released his grip on my wrists, but I continued to lie on my back.  He pulled my panties down. I knew what was coming next and I was almost giddy in anticipation. Though I was pregnant, I was a psychological virgin getting my cherry popped. I loved it. God help me, I loved every second.

I yelled with pleasure as his cock slid up inside me. There wasn’t the pain I was expecting as this wasn’t the first time my body had had sex. I raised my hips up to meet his strokes. Until now, I never would have believed that sex from the woman’s side is far better. It also could be because I was pregnant.  One of my ex-wife’s friends had told her to be sure to have sex when you’re pregnant.

When Zach made his final thrust to push his cock deep into me as he came a second time, I moaned loudly with intense pleasure. His cock still pulsing, he bent down and kissed me. I put my arms around his neck and returned his kiss passionately.

Oh my God! Until today, I’ve spent my whole life as a man, but these past fifteen minutes or so has made me wish I had been born differently. Sex has never been this intense, this pleasurable before. Maybe my experience would have been less so if I wasn’t pregnant.  Who knows?  All I know is that lying here on the floor with my husband’s penis still inside me has completely sold me on being a woman.

Still lying on top of me, Zach grinned and said, “Wow. You’re frisky tonight! I thought you said you were tired.”

I kissed him and said, “I guess I got my second wind.”

Zach rolled over onto his back and he rubbed his face.  He said, “Oh God. I’m spent. You completely drained me, honey.  I don’t know if I can get up off the floor.”

“Good!” I said as I stood up. “I get the whole bed to myself tonight.”  I giggled.

“Yeah right,” said Zach as he lifted himself up on one elbow.

I picked the sheets off the floor and made a half-hearted attempt to put them back on the bed in some semblance of order.  I felt myself smiling as I straightened out the sheet. All I could think about was having sex. I’m sure it was just an afterglow from this being my first time.

After using the toilet, I crawled into bed and snuggled against my man. I still felt very sorry for Denise, but now I wanted this life.  I could do this. I know this is mostly the euphoria from just having sex and I know there’s more to being a woman than this. And being a parent.  Hell, I’ve been a parent before.  This role will be difficult, but not impossible.  I’ve decided that being a woman is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.

I smiled as I pressed close into Zach’s back and placed my arm around him.  As I drifted off to sleep, for the first time in a very long time I was at peace.  And happy.  I was so very happy.

*          *          *

“Target is clear.”

Expressionless, Swan said, “Shoot on my mark.  Three… two… one… shoot.”

The room was filled with a sudden, loud humming sound that lasted for only a few seconds.

The technician removed his finger from the large red button.  As he flipped the plastic cover back over the button, he said, “Null mind successfully transferred to target.”

Looking sick, Sam shook his head and said, “She was pregnant. She was a mother with two children.”

Looking at his watch, Swan said, “You can’t break a few eggs without making an omelet.”

“We could have recruited her,” said Sam. “I mean, she was a twenty year veteran of the service!”

Tossing a jacket over his arm, Swan said, “Williams was a loose end. I know he was your friend, but we have to follow protocol.”  Swan paused a moment and then said, “Oh. And clean out your desk. Monday morning your job is at the Omaha office. You’re being stripped of all your security clearances.  You shouldn’t even still be in this room, Sam.  You should have reported Williams’ situation to me the moment you found out.  And then helping him?  Be grateful you’re not headed for Leavenworth.”

Sam said, “But it’s three in the morning...”

Scowling, Swan said, “Now, Mallory! Don’t make me call security.”

Sam started to leave the room.  He turned and looked at the chair with all the wires and tubes running to it with the metal dome cap sitting above the chair back.

“That fucking thing should be destroyed,” said Sam. He looked at Swan and frowned.

Not looking up from his phone as he flipped through some document on it, Swan said, “Just write that on a note card and put it in my suggestion box.  Good-bye, Sam.”

Feeling sick in the pit of his stomach, Sam turned and walked back to his desk.

*          *          *

The End


Captive!

“Scott. Are you going to mess with that stupid radio all night or are you coming with me to meet up with those girls for the party?”  My friend David finished tucking in his shirt, then patted his butt to check to make sure he had his wallet.

I tapped the code key a few more times and then removed the headphones and set them on top of a small “ham radio” unit I’d set up on the hotel room’s desk. “Okay, okay. I’m done.  Just wanted to let my Dad know how things were going down here.”

David pulled a cell phone from his pocket and said, “I use one of these little contraptions. Maybe you’ve heard of them? They even work down here in Aruba. And, they’re a lot easier to use and you don’t have to know Morse Code.”

I laughed as I stood up and said, “It’s my hobby, okay? My Dad infected me with ham radio when I was little.”

Frowning, David said, “Well, all I know is that there are four bodacious chicks waiting on us while you fart with that stupid thing. Loosen up, man. This is our last Spring Break before we graduate. You shouldn’t even have brought that.”

I shrugged and said, “We wanted to see if this little rig would catch a signal this far from Texas. Using code lets me communicate with weaker signals and…”

David raised his hand to cut me off. He said, “I don’t want to hear it. I guarantee you those girls don’t want to hear it either. Let’s go.”  David started to turn towards the door, but then stopped and turned back to look at me. Shaking his head, he said, “You’re not wearing another frou-frou shirt are you?”

I looked down my front and stretched my arms out from my sides and said, “Why? What’s wrong with this? My so-called frou-frou shirt last night is what got those girls to notice us in the first place.”

Frowning again, David said, “Really? Between the shirt and that stupid long, blonde hair of yours, they thought you were my girlfriend.”

“Do I embarrass you, Dave?” I asked walking towards the room’s door. “I’m an art major. I like a little flare. Besides, at least this year we have girls hitting on us.”

“Don’t remind me,” said David. “Spring Break at Daytona was the worst ever with you attracting all those gay guys. Are you sure you’re not a twink?”

I laughed as we walked into the hotel hallway. I said, “I’m pretty sure. Come on though. You have to admit it was pretty funny when that one guy kissed you.”

David pretended to spit and said, “I still have nightmares. Come on. They’re waiting for us in the lobby.”

A minute later, the elevator doors slid open to the hotel’s lobby. Four girls were sitting on a couch in the middle of the lobby, talking animatedly. They all looked wonderful in their short dresses and high heels. One of the three blondes smiled and waved at us as we walked towards them. David had already let me know that the lone brunette, Jillian, was the target of his desires, although all four of the girls were extremely hot. They were all from different colleges and had met here at the hotel.  I’m going to really miss Spring Break when I finally graduate.

There was a club, just a few minutes away by cab, that was having a big party for everyone there on Spring Break with all the drinks half off. The girls had found out about it and invited us to come along with them.

“Good evening, ladies,” said David as we stood next to the couch. “Are we ready to get this party started?”

The four girls all smiled at him and Jillian said, “You bet!”

David grinned and said, “Well, let’s go, then!” He held out his hand to help Jillian up.

I held out both hands to help two of the other girls get up from the soft couch.  As I offered to help the third girl, she flashed a glare at David and Jillian who were almost to the hotel entrance and said quietly, “Well, that’s rude.”

I smiled at the three girls and said, “I’m at your service, ladies!”

One of the girls, Chloe I think, said, “I like your shirt. I have one just like it.”

“Thank you, I think,” I said as we walked out of the hotel and onto the street.

David and Jillian had just climbed into a cab by themselves and had just closed the cab doors when we hit the street.

“David! Wait!” I shouted, but the cab pulled away and headed down the street.

Another girl, Kate said, “That’s quite a friend you have there, Scott.  He couldn’t wait another five seconds?”

I shrugged and said, “Well, we are all going to the same place. And the cab was kinda small.”

Kate folded her arms and said, “Still. We all just could have waited for a bigger cab. Like that one across the street.”

The driver of the indicated cab was walking across the street towards us.  He stopped at the curb and asked, “Ladies? Are you needing a taxi? I can fit all of you very comfortably in my cab.”

Chloe looked at me and giggled. I ignored her and said, “Sure. That’d be great. Thanks.”

We hurried across the street as the cabbie opened the doors for us. Kate stopped as she was about to climb inside.

“It looks a little dingy and dirty in here,” said Kate.

Rachelle, the third girl just laughed and said, “Where’s your sense of adventure?” Kate shrugged and we all climbed inside the taxi.

I told the cabbie our destination when he asked us where we wanted to go.  He nodded, and started the clock on his dash and drove his cab into the street.

The street was brightly lit with clubs, cafés, hotels, you name it. People were everywhere, walking up and down the street.

I said, “We should have walked. It really isn’t that far, and it’s a really nice evening for it.”

Rachelle said, “Not in these shoes!”

Kate laughed and said, “Where’s your sense of adventure?” We all laughed as Rachelle flipped Kate the finger.

A minute later, I saw the club. I could see David and the girl standing outside waiting for us.  I said, “There it is, girls.”

And we drove past it.

I tapped on the glass separating us from the cabbie. I said, “Hey mister! You just passed it. Mister!”

He didn’t turn his head left or right. There was no way he couldn’t hear me. He turned down a dark side street.  I pounded on the glass and shouted this time.

Chloe pulled on the door handled.  She cried, “The doors are locked! Oh my God, we’re locked inside!”

I tried the door next to me and it wouldn’t open. There were no visible locks to pull up on the doors.  The three girls began pounding on the glass between us and the driver as they started screaming.  The driver never looked around.

I looked out the taxi’s windows.  The street was completely empty and dark.  Most of the buildings lining the street looked abandoned.  There had to be a lot of noise coming from that taxi, but there wasn’t anyone around to hear it.

A minute later and we were almost out of the town.  The driver turned the taxi towards a large building on our left. The large, sliding door was already open and he drove the taxi on through the opening.  All of us were beating on the window shouting “Please! Let us out!”

The driver parked the taxi in the middle of what appeared to be a large, empty warehouse.  He turned the engine off and opened his door and got out.  Everyone again started pounding on the windows and doors of the cab, shouting to let us out. The driver didn’t even cast a glance back at the cab as he walked through the doorway and then slid the heavy steel door noisily closed, leaving us alone in the dark and quiet.

Gasping gulps of air, Kate said, “Oh my God! He just left us here! Why? Are we going to die here?”

“It’s too late to say don’t panic,” I said. “But let’s try to think. Anything in your purses hard or heavy enough to break this glass? Cell phones maybe?”  Now that the shock was over, I reached into my own pocket for my cell.

“Shit!” exclaimed Chloe. “We all just brought clutches. We didn’t think we’d need our regular bags.  But it’s not like we carry hammers anyway!”

The interior of the cab was suddenly lit up by four cell phones.  In the light I could see the deep worry in the girls’ faces.  We were all fearing the worst.

Rachelle said, “Shit.  It says ‘no service’.”

Frowning, I said, “Mine too.  It must be this steel building.”

Crying, Kate said, “What’s going to happen to us?”

Chloe said, “Use the light from your phone to look around. There might be something we can use to break the glass.”

I said, “Rachelle, help me pull on the seat cushions. Maybe we can get to the trunk and find a lug wrench or something.” We pulled and tugged, but the seat cushions weren’t budging.

Our breath was fogging up the taxi’s windows to the point where seeing outside the cab was next to impossible.  The temperature was rising inside the car and we were all starting to glisten with sweat. In the light of Chloe’s cell phone, the girls all had dark lines streaming down their cheeks from crying.

I leaned back and raised both my legs. Frustration in my voice, I kicked the glass as hard as I could and shouted, “There has to be a way out of this fucking car!”

“Surely we’re not going to die here,” said Rachelle with a whimper. “There must be some reason he left us here.”

In the dim light, I could see Kate frown as she said, “Unfortunately, I can’t think of any reasons that have a happy ending.”

Another five minutes or so went by. None of us were moving or talking.  The only sound was the four of us breathing.  Suddenly, through the fogged over windows, I saw a shaft of dim light, like a door opening.  It wasn’t the door we drove through, but a smaller door at one end of the building.

“Look!” I shouted, pointing in the direction of the light.  “There’s someone here!”

The girls started up a chorus of “Help!”, “Let us out!”, “Please help us!”

Watching the light, it seemed like a half dozen figures entered the room.  Their shoes echoing across the floor as they approached us. They just walked slowly towards us. No urgency at all in their step.

Chloe said, “I have a bad feeling about this.”

“Me too,” I said, watching one of the figures walk around the front of the car and then up to the driver’s door. 

The only man wearing a suit slowly opened the driver’s door and reached in.  All the figures were too dark to get any features. They appeared to all be wearing sunglasses which was odd in the dark building. The man who opened the driver’s door, reached in and pushed a button or something. We heard the obvious sound of door locks releasing.

“Oh thank God!” shouted Rachelle as she hurriedly shoved the door next to her open and stepped out, followed by Kate.  Chloe and I exited on the other side of the car.

Rachelle was crying as she approached one of the men. She said, “Thank you so much for rescuing us from that horrible taxi!”

I turned to the guy in the suit who appeared to be in charge. In the dim light, he looked to be Middle Eastern.  I said, “Are you with the police?”

Flashing me a toothy grin, the man said, “Not exactly.”  He gave the other men a nod and they quickly grabbed me and the girls from behind and swiftly tied our wrists behind us using plastic zip ties.  The man then held up a zip tie and laughed, “Great invention, these things.”

Chloe screamed, “What are you doing?  Let us go!”

It all became clear. This warehouse was a drop-off point for human traffickers. They would probably kill me and take the girls, so I had nothing to lose at this point. As hard as I could, I rammed my foot behind me into the shin of the man holding me. He yelled with pain and let go of my arms. I started to run for the still open door at the other side of the warehouse. I figured I’d probably get a bullet in the back, but I had to try.

Faster than I thought he was capable of moving, suit guy reached out and grabbed my hair of all things. He jerked me back and I painfully fell backwards to the concrete floor.

Pointing a gun at my face, suit guy grinned and said, “Where do you think you’re going, blondie? I paid for four.  Now get up and join the other girls.”

I laughed and said, “The joke’s on you, pal. I’m not a girl.”

Keeping the gun pointed at me, suit guy just shrugged and said, “I couldn’t tell in the dark, but I thought you might be a mith-lee. But no matter. You’re pretty enough to be a girl and my buyer likes surprises like you. Move over with the others.”

One of the other men pulled a roll of duct tape from a bag he was carrying and started pulling off short strips.  He said, “Sorry to mess up your pretty lipstick, ladies. But we need you to be quiet.”  He then slapped the tape over each of our mouths.

All the girls’ eyes were wild as we were herded across the warehouse. Even Kate who had been a trooper so far was making loud muffled noises and jerking her arms against the ties.  I didn’t try. I knew it was useless.  I saw suit guy toss a large envelope into the taxi onto the driver’s seat. The payment for delivering us, I guessed.

We exited the warehouse from the same door the men had entered. Waiting outside was a large, dark colored van. We were shoved unceremoniously into the van. Someone inside pushed a foul smelling rag against our faces and then all was blank…

*          *          *

“Welcome to Dubai ladies,” said a strange, balding man with a British accent. “This is your new home.  So you can get the crying out of the way early, I’ll tell you that you will never see your homes, family or friends again. We own you.”  We were all lying on mats in a small, windowless room.  The girls and I slowly tried to sit up, blinking in the bright light.

“Dubai?” said Kate incredulously. “No. We were in Aruba. What’s going on?”

Crying, Chloe said, “What do you mean we’ll never see our family again?  You have to let us go!”

I looked around the room.  I could see the girls, the balding guy and two scruffy looking guys looking very out of place in sport coats and ties, wielding AK-47s. The girls and I were all naked. They tried to fold their arms to try to cover themselves.

The balding man smiled. He said, “Oh, I’m afraid we can’t do that, miss. We paid far too much for you.  I must say, our agent in Aruba did such a good job this time around, we paid him a bonus.” He paused a moment as he waved his hand.  He said, “Oh. Forgive my manners. I am Mr. Cabot. I’m one of the entertainment directors at this establishment, and I’ll be in charge of your training and prepping you.”

Scowling, I said, “Training?  For what?  What is this place?”

Mr. Cabot smiled in my direction and said, “You are now a part of one of the most exciting and enchanting destinations in Dubai. Our clients come from the world over because we provide them only the most sexy and vivacious girls for their entertainment. Because of the high expectations of our clients, we just can’t drop you with one of them. We must prepare you and train you in the methods that provide our clients with the most value for their money.”

Kate stood up, wobbling slightly from the uneven mats on the floor.  She yelled, “You sick fuck! This is a whore house! Listen baldy, we’re not whores! I demand you let us go now!”  She clenched her fists and took a step towards Mr. Cabot.

The two scruffy men raised their weapons on ready. Mr. Cabot waved their guns down.  Still smiling he said, “Let them rage.  It’ll get it out of their system.”

Rachelle curled up into a ball on the mat and cried. “I just want to go home!  I want my mom!”

Mr. Cabot laughed and said, “Mommy and Daddy can’t help you now. The sooner you understand that you’re never leaving here, the better off you’ll be. Just relax. We will take very good care of you here. We have a full medical and dental plan for you.” He laughed again.

Smiling again and spreading his arms wide, Mr. Cabot said, “Ladies. You are all exceptionally beautiful. Once you are trained, you are sure to be major attractions in our entertainment experiences.”

I stood up next to Kate. I waved a fist at Mr. Cabot and said, “You can’t get away with this! Our parents will force our government to demand our return!”

Mr. Cabot laughed heartily.  He pointed at me and said, “You’re serious, aren’t you? No one knows where you are. The Cavalry isn’t going to arrive just in the nick of time to save you. Get this through your skulls. Whoever and whatever you were is no more. We own you. You will do as we tell you or you will suffer the consequences!”

Mr. Cabot walked quickly up to Kate and before she could react, he’d slapped her across the face so hard, it knocked her backwards onto the mat. Sneering, he said to Kate and then looked around the room to each of us as he spoke. “This is lesson number one, little girl. You are nothing; a nobody.  You will address me as either Sir, or Mr. Cabot. You do not make demands of me or any of my staff. You will do as you are told. You will not complain about anything we tell you to do. If not, you will be punished.  We might inflict pain or we might withhold food or drink.

“Those that refuse to cooperate will be sold into the open slave markets. You will most likely wind up as a wife of a terrorist.” He pressed his fingertips together and continued, “None of us want any of that to happen now do we?”

I waved my fist and said, “Now look. We’re all U.S. citizens. I demand you release us.”

Mr. Cabot adjusted his glasses and gave me a toothy grin.  He said, “Funny and cute. Oh, our customers are going to just love you.”

“I’m not a woman!” I growled.

Mr. Cabot laughed and said, “You don’t think we can see that? As small as it is.” He laughed before continuing, “We’re an equal opportunity employer here, so why not bring you along too?  Your cab driver got a bonus for delivering us a gorgeous femboy.  We cater to all tastes here.”

Chloe screamed, tears streaming down her face, “Let us go, dammit! We’re not prostitutes!”

Mr. Cabot chuckled and said, “Not yet.”

I took a step forward and said, “You son of a bitch!”

Before I could even see him move, I was struck across the face with a stinging slap. It was just a slap, but it was very painful. I saw stars and staggered back.  I was stopped by a slap?  I felt ashamed.

Mr. Cabot’s face clouded with anger as he sneered, “We’ll have no insubordination here. You’ll notice that I left no mark on your face, yet you felt a great deal of pain, no? Trust me; we know what we’re doing here.”

Grinning again as the red in his face began to fade, Mr. Cabot pointed in front of him and said, “Okay ladies. Line up here in front of me.” He pointed at me and said, “That includes you!” We all looked at each other and around the room.  The guards lifted their automatic weapons and pointed them at us.  Feeling we had no choice, we all stood, naked, in a line before Mr. Cabot.

He walked up and down in front of while grinning broadly.  He said, “Four gorgeous and very feminine specimens.” He turned to the guards and said, “We’ve struck gold here, gentlemen. These will be our top earners before long.”

Kate spat in Mr. Cabot’s face, splattering his mouth and glasses.  She shouted, “Fuck you! I’m not going to be one of your fucking whores!”

Mr. Cabot licked the spit from his lips and casually removed his glasses and then wiped them with a cloth from his pocket.  He gave Kate a serene smile and said quietly, “Oh, you will be begging men to fuck you.” 

He then slapped her hard across the face, causing her to stagger back and drop down to one knee.  She began to cry.

Mr. Cabot said, “Stand up bitch!  Am I going to have to slap all of you?  Trust me, I have no qualms about hitting whores. And believe me when I say, all of you will be begging to be fucked.”  He looked over at me and grinned broadly.  He said, “And I do mean all of you.”

He snapped his fingers and one of the henchmen opened a door I didn’t even know was there.

Smiling, Mr. Cabot pointed towards the door. He said, “Come girls.  Let me show you your rooms. Your training starts immediately. First step is your evaluation. I have the honor and privilege of experiencing each one of you first.  Then these gentlemen get a whack at you. Then, we compare notes.”

Clinching my fists, I snarled, “Do you honestly expect us to just roll over and let you do whatever the hell you want with us?”

Mr. Cabot shrugged and said, “No.  But you will.”

*          *          *

We were separated into our own private rooms.  The rooms were pretty barren with no sharp or heavy objects that could be used as weapons. Soft, pleasant, but synthesized music floated from overhead speakers. A small bed, mounted to the floor in the center of the room was the only furniture.  The walls were painted pink and lavender. No windows, of course.

I have no idea how long I sat on the bed, naked. The sheets were pink and satin. It wasn’t cold or too warm in the room. The light was at a comfortable level.  There was one other doorway besides the entrance.  It opened into a small bathroom with a toilet and a shower stall.  There was no door to provide privacy.

I just sat there, legs drawn up in front of me. The waiting was starting to get to me. I figured that was part of it. For me to want anything to break the monotony. I wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction.

The door opened and in walked a tired looking, but otherwise grinning Mr. Cabot. He was followed by the two henchmen.

Smiling, Mr. Cabot said, “Good afternoon, Priscilla.  Oh yes. I don’t know and I don’t care what name your parents gave you. Priscilla is now your name. We’ll call you Prissy for short.”

“Fuck you, shit bag!” I said, not raising my voice.

Mr. Cabot laughed and said, “I’m afraid you have that backwards, Prissy!”  He nodded at the two men and before I could react, they had each grabbed an arm and pulled me to my feet. They spun me around and slammed me against the wall. Recessed in the walls were clamps and my arms were quickly secured at the wrist.  I tried kicking my legs, but the two men were very strong and quickly secured my legs at the ankles with the same type of recessed clamps they had secured my arms with.

Mr. Cabot said, “We saved you for last, Prissy.  You’ll be happy to know your companions all passed our evaluations.  The one named Kate, who is now called ‘Sissy’, by the way, has quite a mouth on her.  She was the only one we had to ball gag.  I think breaking her and you will be the most fun.”

From behind me, Mr. Cabot said, “Oh, nice ass!” as he slapped my butt cheeks.  He continued, “Nice.  From your light skin and lack of any muscle tone, I can tell you’re a typical American male who suffers from naturephobia and spends all your time indoors playing games.” Sliding his hand along my butt, he said, “Being here isn’t going to be much a stretch for you, is it?”

And then without any warning, he proceeded to sexually abuse me. I’ve never experienced such pain before. Hearing Mr. Cabot laugh after my initial scream of pain, I then bit my lip.  I bit so hard I could taste blood in my mouth. I wasn’t going to entertain this monster. With one final thrust, he finished his business.  Despite myself, I couldn’t help but utter a cry.

Mr. Cabot laughed and said, “I love breaking cherries.  Men are going to just love you, Prissy!”  Turning to the other two men, Mr. Cabot said, “I can’t wait to see this one tarted up. Fuck her all you want. Just don’t damage her.  Send me your notes, okay. I’m going to be late for my dinner meeting if I don’t leave now.”

As he walked out the door, Mr. Cabot slapped me on the butt again and laughed, “Have fun, Prissy!”

*          *          *

This treatment continued for a week or maybe more. I lost track of time.  Between sleep and being fucked, we had unappetizing meals delivered, packaged such that we couldn’t use them to slit our own wrists or use as weapons.

About a week into what I can only call conditioning, a small dresser was brought in.  It was pink with white trim and made of plastic.  There we no sharp edges.  It was mounted to the floor; I guess so I couldn’t throw it at anyone. And, none of the drawers could be fully removed.

The contents of the dresser was pretty simple.  There were several pairs of lacy nylon panties with a matching nylon camisole.

I decided I wasn’t going to participate.  I didn’t shower and there was no fucking way was I wearing lingerie.

The door slammed open, waking me up.  Mr. Cabot stepped into my little room and he didn’t look happy.

He looked over his glasses at me and said, “Prissy, my dear. Why are you naked? Don’t you like the fine lingerie we have given you at our expense?”  He sniffed the air and said, “And honey, you really need to shower. Some of our clients have peculiar tastes, but none that would tolerate that smell.”

Sitting on the bed, arms folded, I said, “I really don’t give a flying fuck what your clients want.”

Mr. Cabot grinned and said, “Now the little femboy wants to resist, doe she? Well, honey, we expect you to wear your nice lingerie when you’re not, um, being educated. And we expect you to shower at a minimum once per day.”

I didn’t look over at him. I said, “Fuck you.”

Smiling, Mr. Cabot said, “You make this too much fun, Prissy.  The rest of the crew all thought you would have caved by now. But I stood up for you and said, ‘No. Prissy is a fighter.’  I won my bet. Thank you, Prissy.  But now the fun and games must end. If you don’t earn your keep, we don’t keep you.”

“Let me go, then,” I said without emotion.

Mr. Cabot laughed.  He said, “You’re funny.  Try to keep that sense of humor after you start your life as a whore.”

Mr. Cabot snapped his finger and to my horror saw Chloe pushing a small cart with a tray of food on it.  She was wearing a little French Maid outfit.  I almost didn’t recognize her with all the make-up she was wearing.  The dress was very short and her shoes were at least four inch high heels. She was also smiling a rather vacant smile.

On the tray was an actual steak.  Small, but a nice cut of sirloin. On the same plate were mashed potatoes and a scoop of corn.  Next to the steak was a bowl of salad.  It smelled wonderful! After weeks of the tasteless mush I’d been fed, my stomach immediately started growling.

Mr. Cabot’s face lit up as she rolled the cart into my room. He said, “Ah! Thank you so much, Bambi for bringing that in for Prissy.  You are such a delight.”

Chloe smiled brightly at Mr. Cabot and curtsied. In a lusty voice she said, “Thank you sir. It’s always a pleasure to serve you!”

Pointing at Chloe, Mr. Cabot said, “Isn’t she adorable?  Bambi was the first of your little group to break and now she’s enjoying all the benefits.”  Chloe, or I guess now Bambi, stood next to the cart and smiled vacantly.  Mr. Cabot continued, “She now gets to leave the confines of her room.  She gets real food to eat. She gets to clean tables in one of our many bars.  She’s not entertaining men yet, but I’m confident she will soon.  Take a good look, Prissy. This is your immediate future.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off the food. I said, “You’re insane if you think I’m going to prance around dressed like that.”

Looking at Bambi with a satisfied expression, Mr. Cabot said, “Trust me. You will. This is the first step of your conditioning. All the others are almost to this point.  Sissy will probably be the next one to this point.  Disappointed really.  I thought she’d be more of a fighter.”

Mr. Cabot stepped over to the cart and said, “I’m sure you’re wondering why we brought this wonderful meal to your room.  Well, it’s a reward.  Every day you don’t force me or my associates to strap you to the wall to fuck you, you get a nice meal.  Pretty easy, huh? Real food for a fuck. We’re going to fuck you anyway. You might as well get something out of it, right?”

I swallowed as my mouth had been watering so much from staring at the steak. I sighed heavily and said, “Blow it out your ass.”

Mr. Cabot shrugged and said, “Suit yourself.”  He snapped his fingers again and the two other men entered the room and slammed me against the wall and secured my arms and legs. Either these guys were getting stronger, or I was getting weaker.  It seemed almost every day I found it harder and harder to resist them.

One of the men dropped his pants and began to have his way with me.  Mr. Cabot took a knife and cut a slice from the steak and took a bite.

Closing his eyes and smiling, Mr. Cabot said, “Oh my. That really is a good steak.  Most delicious.  I’ll have to compliment the chef.”  He cut another piece off and held it out to Bambi.  He said, “Here you are my dear.  Thank you for a job well done.”

Bambi took the piece of steak and slid it slowly into her mouth.  She chewed it slowly and deliberately.  She moaned as if eating the piece of meat was a sexual experience.

After Mr. Cabot was finished eating and the other two men had finished violating me, he stood up and dropped his pants.  “You missed a delicious meal, Prissy.”  As he slid inside me, he said, “This doesn’t stop either way. But you could start living a bit better. The choice is yours.”

*          *          *

A week went by before a new cart was pushed into my room with a food tray loaded with a plate of chicken fried steak with gravy and mashed potatoes and ice tea.  This time, Kate or rather, Sissy, pushed the cart in.  Like Bambi, she was wearing too much make-up and the ridiculously short French Maid’s outfit along with a blank smile.

Mr. Cabot pointed at the tray and said, “Just like momma used to make, eh?  You know, I don’t think I’ve ever had this uniquely American entrée before. Smells delicious though, doesn’t it?”

God I was starving.  I had no way to know how much, but I knew I’d lost a lot of weight.  Not that I had a lot to lose to begin with. I think I actually drooled looking at the tray of real food.  There was a small mist of steam rising from the gravy on the steak.  I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth.

I took a deep breath and said, “Okay, Mr. Cabot. You win. You won’t have to restrain me any longer.”

Grinning, Mr. Cabot said, “Excellent!  I knew you were a smart girl!  After sex, you may eat.  And then please, please, please, take a shower.”

One of the men dropped his pants to the floor and slid into bed with me. I spread my legs open for him.  I glanced over at Sissy, and despite the fixed smile, I saw a tear run down her cheek.

*          *          *

“It’s time to change your routine, Prissy!” announced a smiling Mr. Cabot as he walked though my door.  I had no way to keep track of time in my small, windowless room, but for a week or so, several times a day, I got a visit and had sex. It wasn’t even forced any longer.

I had started wearing the lingerie they provided for me. I felt the need to cover up as to my dismay and amazement; I was starting to develop actual breasts.

Mr. Cabot dropped his pants and sat on the edge of my bed.  He said, “You might even like this over anal since there’s less pain involved.”  He pointed at his penis and continued, “It’s not going to suck itself.”

I wrinkled my face up in distaste.  The thought of putting his or any penis in my mouth repulsed me.  Well, so did anal sex, but this was a completely different level.

Mr. Cabot grinned at me and said, “Come on. Don’t be shy. If you want to keep the nicer food and nicer treatment coming, you’ll get on your knees now.  You know the score. You’re going to do it regardless, so you might as well do it on your terms, right?”  He pointed at his penis again.

He was right. I could make it easy on myself and just do it or be forced. I lowered myself down on my knees before Mr. Cabot.  I hesitated, just staring at the ugly thing between his legs.  I felt ill.

Mr. Cabot suddenly grabbed my hair and pulled my face into his crotch. He held my face there and forced me to rub my face against his cock.  He said, “There.  Now that’s over with. So, carry on.”

I lifted his cock with one hand, cringed and opened my mouth.  Just before inserting it, I hesitated and looked at Mr. Cabot through narrowed eyes.

Mr. Cabot just smiled and said, “I know what you’re thinking. One bite and I get my revenge.  A girl did that once.  The doctors here just sewed it back on and the girl wound up as mulch in the planters down in the building’s main lobby.”

I sighed, closed my eyes and grimaced as I slid his cock into my mouth.  As the taste and texture of his penis slid across my tongue, I suddenly felt bad for the girl who, back in high school, gave me a blowjob in the car after I took her to a movie. She was doing it to turn me on, but the experience had to be the same for her. I remember overhearing her talking to a couple of her friends about how much she hated giving blowjobs but did it anyway because guys like them.

And here it’s my turn in the barrel.

I knew I had to please Mr. Cabot, so I did everything I remember my old girlfriend doing, but also some things I wished she had done to me.  I watched his expressions as I slid his cock in and out of my mouth, licked his balls, and sucked and licked his shaft. Don’t get me wrong. I still hated having to do it, but I have to admit that I enjoyed having more control, although there’s nothing more submissive than being on your knees in front of a man with his penis in your mouth.

Mr. Cabot moaned with pleasure and he was obviously enjoying what I was doing. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. Should I be happy that I was pleasing him and would be rewarded? Or should I just feel disgust? Over the past few weeks or however long it was, I was always rewarded if I pleased the man fucking me. I was rewarded more if I did more than just lay there and be fucked. My whole mindset was changing.

It was a shock when Mr. Cabot finally ejaculated getting some of his cum in my mouth before I could pull away and then it covered my face.  I felt nauseated. But before I could spit it out, Mr. Cabot held a few fingers under my chin and made me swallow it. I felt disgust and shame over what I had just done.

Mr. Cabot smiled broadly as he continued to hold his hand under my chin.  He said, “That was excellent, Prissy! Well done!  You’ve done this before, haven’t you?  You did much better than those three sluts you arrived with.  I’m moving your timetable up. Our customers are just going to love you, Prissy!”

I smiled at his words and started to feel some pride at pleasing him. I had to mentally flog myself back to the reality that I was on my way to being a prostitute. A shemale prostitute.

*          *          *

A few days after my oral initiation with Mr. Cabot, two men arrived at my room to bring a couple of plastic chairs and a plastic table. The table had a mirror attached. And naturally, before they left, they demanded sex and blowjobs.

Later that morning, while lying on my bed daydreaming about being back home, there was a knock on my door.  A knock. Nobody had ever knocked before entering before.

I sat up and hesitantly said, “Come in?”

A woman walked in and gave me a genuine smile. Not one of those forced smiles that Kate, Chloe and Rachelle gave me when they brought me food those times.  She looked to be in her mid-thirties and very attractive, though a bit tired looking.  She was carrying a case.

“Good morning, Priscilla,” she said pleasantly. “My name is Misty and I’m going to train you on the use of cosmetics.”  She walked over to the small table and set the case down.  Opening the case revealed a wide array of make-up.

I slid off the bed and stood. I said, “Hi, Misty. It’s nice to see someone who’s not going to rape me.”

Misty looked at the floor for a moment and laughed nervously.  She said, “I’m really sorry you’re here, Prissy. I really am.”  She sat in one of the plastic chairs.

I sat in the chair next to her and said, “Can you help me get out?”

Misty looked suddenly sad as she placed her hand on top of mine.  She said, “Honey, if there was any way out of here, I’d be gone myself. I’m just like you... brought here against my will many years ago.”

Sensing she might be willing to talk, I said, “There has to be some way. Where are we exactly? What do these people want from us?”

Misty sighed and said, “We’re in the Dubai Tower in Dubai. We’re now part of a very expensive, very prestigious brothel.  It covers three full floors of the tower. They pay to have the most beautiful girls from around the world stolen and brought to them to entertain wealthy international travelers. Mostly to men.”

I shook my head and said, “But why snatch people? I’m sure there are girls who actually choose this life that would love to be here than on some street corner.”

Misty laughed and said, “You’re a naïve one, aren’t you?  Those girls have a paper trail. Visas, passports and other stuff.  When you’re a sex slave, you have none of that. Plus they can get exactly what they want.”

I started to cry as I said, “But why are they doing this to me? I don’t cross dress. I’ve never had an interest in men.  And yet they’re going to all this trouble!”

Misty frowned at me and said, “Everyone asks, ‘why me?’ They grabbed you for the same reason they grabbed me years ago.  Chicks with dicks are very popular.”

With a puzzled expression, I said, “You’re a guy? Really?”

Nodding, Misty said, “Used to be. I’m not anymore.  Take a look, Prissy. This is your future. After a while, customers that like the femboys grow tired of the current stock. Since there’s a huge investment in you by then, they perform the surgery on you to give you a pussy.  By then, you’re a woman in everything but name anyway.  Notice your breasts?  Ever since you arrived, everything you’ve ingested has contained the brothel’s special cocktail of gender altering drugs. That’s why you’re growing boobs and have lost muscle mass.  At some point in the last few weeks, they sedated you for a few days and did electrolysis on you to remove your facial hair.”

I looked at Misty in horror and unconsciously felt my face. It hasn’t felt that smooth since I was a kid. I said, “You can’t be serious! They’re going to give me a sex change?  That’s crazy!”

Misty shrugged.  She said, “To them it’s just a business decision.  Recouping their investment. Don’t worry about it right now.  That’s at least a year away.  And like I said. By then you’re a girl anyway, so it won’t really bother you. You’re chemically castrated even now.”

“Oh my God!” I cried. “I gotta get out of here!”

Misty frowned and shook her head. She said, “I’ve said too much. I shouldn’t have.  And honey, like I said. You are never getting out of here. Now it’s just a matter of survival. You’ve already caught on.  Things aren’t so bad for you now, are they?  Let me give you a clue, and then we need to get on with the make-up lesson.  The only way through this and keeping your sanity is just try to shut your mind off and just go with it. If you resist… if you fight it, they’re just going to hurt you and then you’re being fucked and in pain. If someone treats you nice, give him the best sex you’ve ever given. You want men who are good to you, to request that it’s you who entertain them. That way you get fewer douche-bags.”

I started crying. Through sobs I said, “What a horrible future I have! I don’t know how you can stand it!”

Staring off into space, Misty said in almost a whisper, “I do whatever it takes to survive.”  She refocused her eyes back on me and smiled. She said, “Okay. Let me show you how to wear make-up.  You’re at a disadvantage to the girls you arrived with. They all knew how and are used to wearing make-up. I’m guessing you never have.”

I nodded, still feeling numb at the prospect of having my cock and balls removed.

Misty said, “You’ll also have to learn to walk in heels, which they also already know.  But first, I’ll show you how to wear your daily make-up.  And then I’ll show you some techniques for the evening make-up you’ll be required to wear when you finally are put out circulating with our clients. And lastly, that ridiculous clown make-up you’ll have to wear when you’re bringing food trays to new members.”

“Sounds like a lot,” I said glumly.

Misty smiled and said, “We have a few hours. I understand you’re getting your hair fixed this afternoon along with getting your ears pierced.  It’s a busy day for you. You must have really impressed Mr. Cabot.”

Frowning, I said, “Lucky me.”

Misty started her training by explaining what each product in the make-up case was, and how it’s used. The case was mine and my responsibility. Apparently, all the make-up had been selected for my particular skin tones. As she applied each item to my face, she went into detail on how to use the various brushes.  She also informed me that after today, I was expected to wear make-up every day.  I’ll be getting a wardrobe, and she’ll show me how to dress as a woman and instruct me on wearing heels.  Needless to say, none of this news made me happy.

After she finished applying my make-up for the first time, Misty leaned back to get a good look at me.  She gasped and said, “Oh, Prissy! You were pretty before which is why you’re here in the first place. But now. All I can say is wow. You are gorgeous!” She pointed at the mirror and said, “Take a look!”

Hesitantly, I looked at my reflection in the mirror.  What I saw stunned me.  I had taken ribbing in high school and even college for being a “pretty boy”, but if the mirror hadn’t been pointing at my face, I never would have believed that that beautiful young woman in the reflection was me.

Grinning, Misty said, “Once you get your hair done, some pretty earrings and the right clothes, I’ll have to say, Priscilla, you’re going to be irresistible. If you stop fighting it, you’re going to have an easy time here.  You’re going to be popular.”

“I can’t stop fighting this! I don’t want to be a sex slave!” I protested.

Frowning, Misty said, “Have you not heard anything I’ve said? If you resist. If you fight it. If you don’t earn your keep, they’ll just sell you into something worse and this will seem like Disneyland by comparison.  Look. I despise what they’ve done to me. I’m getting older so I face a rather uncertain future.  But I adapt. I keep making myself valuable to them.  If you don’t, you’re dead.  Pure and simple.”

“But what kind of life is this?” I said, feeling tears welling up again in my eyes.

“Survival. You can choose to die if you want to. Me? I prefer to live,” said Misty looking annoyed.  “And avoid crying. You’ll just ruin your make-up.  Okay. Go wash your face and then you try applying your make-up yourself.”

Misty spent the next few hours with me, helping me learn how to apply make-up and things I can do with my hair.  She gave me tips on how to please men and what to expect from the customers I would be serving. 

After the initiation of delivering food trays, they’ll move me to a new room where they’ll send men to me. That never really ends, but then I’ll move up to hanging out in one of their many bars and hospitality rooms and flirt with men and solicit sex from them. From there, I’ll move to a lobby setting and meet and flirt with their most high end customers. At that point, I can find myself being rented out and actually taken out of the building. Misty told me she got to attend private parties across Europe and the Mediterranean and even across Asia. Some of these clients had really deep pockets.

And of course, you’re closely watched when you’re out with a client, so there’s no way to run away.  Misty said she tried and was punished severely.  She wouldn’t talk about how she was punished, but from her expression, it must have been pretty bad.

She also told me that from now on, every time Mr. Cabot enters my room, even if he has a client with him, to give him a sexy kiss and attempt to solicit sex from him. He likes to see his girls begging for sex. And unless you want to shorten your life, never let a customer know you’re anything other than a highly paid escort. While prostitution is strictly illegal in Dubai, it’s a big money maker.

As Misty stood up to leave, she said, “Honey, I know this isn’t the life you wanted, but it’s the hand you’ve been dealt. If you play your cards right, you’re going to be very popular and that will make it easier for you. Don’t do anything stupid.”  She gave me a hug and left.

I threw myself onto my bed and cried.

*          *          *

There was a knock on the door.  People had been knocking lately before coming into my room.  I stood up and said, “Come in.”

A man stuck his head into the room and said, “Okay, slut. It’s your turn to deliver food.  You have fifteen minutes to get ready.”  He then tossed the French Maid’s uniform and four inch heels into my room which landed on the bed.

“Oh, great,” I said aloud to myself.  I quickly slipped into the maid outfit and put the heels on my feet.  I’d had some time to practice with Misty, but I felt these shoes were just too tall.  Three inch heels were much more rational.

Sitting in front of the mirror on the table, I tried to remember what she told me about what she called “clown make-up.”  It was mostly just a heavier foundation, thicker eye liner and thick and very red lipstick.

I had just finished applying the lipstick when Mr. Cabot came in. I stood up and walked over to him to kiss him.  He waved me off and said, “Not with that lipstick.  Follow me, Prissy.  It’s your turn to help.”

I have to admit, the thought of finally getting out of my tiny little cell excited me.  Finally, I was going to get to see what was beyond the door.  The beautician that fixed my hair and the person who pierced my ears the other day had come to me.  I couldn’t tell if I’d been in this box for a month or ten years. There was no way to tell the passage of time.

But sadly there wasn’t much to see beyond a long hallway dotted with doors.

Just outside my room was a food cart.  This cart contained a pot roast with sliced carrots and cut up potatoes, all floating in gravy.  It smelled wonderful.

Mr. Cabot said, “Grab the cart and follow me, Prissy.  We have a stubborn one with us.”  Two henchmen followed behind me.

Mr. Cabot just barged into the room, causing a young man with a nice build to jump at the sudden entrance.  I followed Mr. Cabot into the room and the two henchmen followed me.  The room looked like a carbon copy of my room except it didn’t have the table and chairs.

Mr. Cabot smiled at the young man and said, “Well, Sally. Are you ready to cooperate today?”

Sally sneered at Mr. Cabot and said, “Fuck you, man. I’m not doing shit. You’re going to let me out of here or I just might have to rough up your homies.”

“Sally,” said Mr. Cabot, still smiling.  “It’s your choice. You can either...”

Sally stood up and shouted, “Just shut the fuck up! Quit calling me Sally! I’m not a chick and I ain’t no drag queen. I may be gay, but I don’t do that shit!”

No longer smiling, Mr. Cabot said, “We own you, Sally. If we want you to be a girl, you are to be a girl. Make it easy on yourself.”

“You can’t make me be a girl!” said Sally, sitting back down on his bed.

No longer smiling, Mr. Cabot pointed at me and said, “What do you think of this slut next to me?”

Sally looked me over and shrugged. He said, “She’s very pretty. Too much make-up, but cute outfit.”

Smiling again, Mr. Cabot said, “And what if I were to tell you this pretty girl is actually a man. A man that was as straight as they come?” 

Sally laughed and said, “I’d say you’re full of shit!”

Without turning to look at me, Mr. Cabot said, “Show Sally what you’re made of.”  He pointed at my crotch.

Hoping I read his signal correctly; grinning vacantly I lifted my skirt and pulled out my penis.

Mr. Cabot said, “Prissy was the kind of man that women just threw themselves at him, and he just couldn’t get enough pussy. Tell Sally what you desire now. What you crave?”

Smiling stupidly, I said, “I crave men. I just can’t get enough cock!”

Mr. Cabot said, “See?  We can make you anything we want.”

Sally rolled his eyes and said, “I’m not impressed.”

Mr. Cabot opened the door and the two henchmen entered.  He held the door for me to push the cart through.  He whispered to me, “Good girl, Prissy. Take this cart back to your room and bon appetite.”

The two henchmen threw Sally hard against the wall and fastened his arms and legs like they used to do to me.  Once Sally was secure, one of the henchmen led me back to my room and opened the door.  Before the door closed, I heard Sally screaming in pain. As the door closed behind me, I tried not to think about it.  I washed my face and then ate.

*          *          *

There was a knock on my door.  And then it opened.

A grinning Mr. Cabot walked in. I hadn’t seen him since paying Sally a visit. I smiled lustily at him, put my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply while pressing my panties into his crotch.

Smiling he disengaged my arms and took a step back from me.  His smile broadened as he said, “Now that’s the way to greet me. And oh my. Just look at you, Prissy! My compliments to Misty on her instructing. You are simply gorgeous!  And I’m glad you’re feeling amorous today. You get your first client in just a few hours.  I’m taking you to your new room.

That excited me. Not the part about the client, but the fact that I finally leave this room, hopefully for good.  Delivering food was a nice diversion, but I was always brought back to the same tiny room.

Mr. Cabot took my hand and led me from what I had considered my prison cell and out into a hallway.  The hall was plain with white painted walls, fluorescent lights in the ceiling and no decorations.  Doors dotted the walls every so many feet.  Behind each door was another girl learning about her fate.  At the end of the long hallway, was an elevator door.  We went down one floor.

The elevator opened up onto a lobby of sorts.  A couple of hallways  branched off of it and what looked like a bar or something also opened onto the lobby.  The bar was full of men and attendant girls.  Girls in short, pretty dresses were either sitting in chairs by themselves or sitting next to men, flirting.

I felt embarrassed as I was only wearing panties and a camisole. It didn’t make me feel any better to notice I wasn’t the only one.

As we exited into the lobby, an older man with graying temples, who had been sitting at the bar looked up, set his drink down and hurried out to see us.  He smiled and vigorously shook Mr. Cabot’s hand.  He wouldn’t take his eyes off me.  I expected to see him drool any second.

Pointing at me, the man said, “Mr. Cabot. Where have you been hiding this lovely creature?  She’s very beautiful and I’d love to have a piece of that.”

I shrank back from him a bit as his words revolted me. I’m little more than a plaything to him. 

Smiling back at the man, Mr. Cabot said, “Winston! You old devil.  Prissy is one of our newest katoeys.  She’ll be busy for the next hour or so, but if you sign up over there with the receptionist, she’s open for the following hour.”

Winston grinned widely as his eyes roamed over my whole body. He said, “There’s nothing more delicious than a sexy, beautiful femboy!  Nobody gives better head!”

Mr. Cabot continued to smile and said, “You won’t be disappointed in her. She’s already on our premium list.  Good to see you again, Winston.  Let me know how well you enjoyed her.  Be sure to inform the receptionist your preference in underwear colors.  Good day.”

Mr. Cabot led me away down one of the hallways.  When we were out of earshot, he leaned over growled in my ear, “Never back away from one of our clients again! Do you understand?  That one is always willing to pay large sums of money for our services. You will please him, even harder than you try to please me. Understood?”

Looking at the floor, I mumbled, “Yes, sir.”

Mr. Cabot stopped walking, turned and grabbed my face with one hand and squeezed slightly as he lifted my face towards him.  Again, he growled, “Understood?”

I nodded meekly and said, “Yes, Mr. Cabot.”

He led me to a door and he opened it and led me into a larger room with a larger, more comfortable looking bed with satin sheets. The room had a mirrored ceiling and mirrors on one wall.  The closet had a few dresses and about twenty pairs of high heels, all various colors and styles.  There was a dresser brimming with bras again of various styles and colors, along with matching panties.

There was a large vanity with a mirror and somehow all my make-up and nail polish had managed to arrive before us.  All-in-all, it was a larger, nicer prison cell.

Mr. Cabot handed me a card. He said, “Before you receive a client, you’ll be brought a card like this one. On it is the name the client wants you to call him by, his preference in the color of bra and panties you’re to wear. Matching shoes are in the closet. There are check boxes to indicate if the client is interested in anal, oral or both. Every client must leave your room happy.  Some clients like to play a bit rough. You are to accept it. They do know they are not to hurt you.  If they bruise you or kill you, they’ll be banned from this establishment as well as have to pay for damages.”

I said grimly, “Well, that’s comforting.”

Mr. Cabot slapped me and said, “Be careful, little girl. This is a probationary period for you. You have thirty minutes to get ready for your first client. He pays big money to be the first client of any of our girls. I want to hear him say good things about you.  Make me proud, sissy-boy.” 

He turned and left the room.  Just like the other room, there was no visible way to open the door from the inside.  It must use some kind of proximity reader.  I sighed and looked at the card to see what I needed to do to get ready.

As I hurried with my make-up after struggling with putting on the black lacy bra and panties and the black, patent leather pumps with four inch heels, I started to shake from nervousness.  This obviously wouldn’t be my first time with a man, but this time it was someone who was paying money to have sex with me in particular and punishment awaited me if I failed to please him.  Talk about pressure!  Not to mention that having sex with men was the last thing I ever wanted to do. Actually, it wasn’t even on the list.

About ten minutes after I was ready, the door opened.  I guess there’s no point in knocking first here. I just laid on the bed in what I hoped was a seductive pose.

In walked a very well dressed and tall black man. He had a handsomely chiseled face and short hair.  He smiled and said with a deep, rich baritone, “So you must be Prissy, the new girl.  You’re very beautiful and Mr. Cabot said you just can’t get enough cock.”

He dropped his pants to reveal a large penis already growing into a huge hard on.  He grinned and said, “I hope this is enough for you.”  He removed his shirt, revealing a well muscled chest. Kicking off his shoes, he slid into bed next me. He pushed his huge erection against my panties.

I smiled at him and slid my arm around his neck and kissed him as he squeezed my small breasts through my bra.  He reached around and unsnapped my bra and then reached down and deftly slid my panties down.

He put his hand on my now tiny cock and said, “Oh baby, I’d hoped you were bigger. But no matter.”  He slid his tongue into my mouth and I sucked on it. As he rolled me onto my back, I slid my hands down his hard, muscled chest until I found his massive cock and started fondling it.

The temptation was great to just switch to automatic and put my mind elsewhere.  But I couldn’t.  As much as I hated it, I had to be pro-active and provide this man as much pleasure as possible.  The conditioning had succeeded. I wanted to ensure that the perks and benefits continued. I didn’t want Mr. Cabot to have any reason to be upset with me.

As his moans of pleasure rewarded my efforts, I wouldn’t allow myself to feel any shame as I acted contrary to everything I had thought I was.  Like Misty, if I was to survive, I had to play the game no matter how disgusted I was.

*          *          *

I stepped out of the shower and started toweling myself off. I was still exhausted from my first foray into being a whore. Considering how I was treated in the weeks leading up to my first John, this was almost pleasant.  Well, maybe not really, but it was overall a less stressful experience. 

I stepped out of the small bathroom and was surprised to see Mr. Cabot sitting on my bed.  He was grinning at me. I wrapped the towel around me and he laughed.

“Modesty, Prissy?” said Mr. Cabot. “Really?  Drop the towel and let me have a look at you.” I did as he asked and just stood there.  He continued, “Stunning. Just stunning. Prissy, you are working out much better than I ever imagined.  Mr. Yar’Adua was very pleased. I’m surprised that you’re a hotter girl than the three others that were with you.”

I smiled seductively at Mr. Cabot and said, “My only desire is to please.”

Flashing me a wide, toothy grin, Mr. Cabot said slowly, “I bet.  I bet.” He stood up and looked at the bed.  He said, “Looks like Mr. Yar’Adua was very generous to you.  Toss these sheets down that slot over there and get fresh sheets from the hamper.  And fix your face. You’re getting a new customer in about fifteen minutes.”

*          *          *

And such was my existence for the next several months.  It was an almost never ending parade of men with occasional days off where I mostly just slept in. What else was there? Several men I actually looked forward to returning, like Mr. Yar’Adua and a few others who made me feel like a woman and not some worthless slut. I got beaten a few times and when I did, I was surprised Mr. Cabot would toss those men out and slap them with a huge charge.  I guess he was just protecting his investment.

I had no idea what day, month or year it was. There were no windows, no radio, no TV and certainly no internet.  All the days blurred together. One of the men made an off-handed comment about it being Christmas time. After he left my room, I started thinking again of home and how badly I missed my favorite holiday, being home with my family. I hadn’t thought about them in weeks, and now, I missed my parents and even my little brother terribly.  And what would they think of their son, the whore?  I was suddenly overwhelmed with shame.  I cried uncontrollably until I fell asleep.

*          *          *

After I finished pleasuring him, Mr. Cabot gently stroked my hair.  He said, “I have some good news for you, my dear. You are one of our best entertainers and upper management has decided that it’s a waste to keep such beauty hidden in your bedroom. Starting tomorrow, you’re going to be a hostess in one of our many hospitality rooms.”

Excited, I said, “A hostess?  Really?  Oh wow, I can’t believe it!”  Being a hostess meant more freedom.  I would be able to let myself out of my room, mingle and hob-knob and of course flirt, with the international elite. Instead of a bra and panties, I’d wear a cocktail dress and heels. I’d be a high-end prostitute.

Mr. Cabot just grinned at me. He said, “You deserve it, girl. You’re a very popular girl and this exposure will help you draw more clients. More expensive clients I should say.”

“Thank you, Mr. Cabot,” I said as we both stood up. After I said it, it dawned on me that I just thanked the man who has forced me into prostitution, for making me a more costly prostitute.

I have to say I enjoyed the hospitality rooms.  Except having to sometimes stand for long periods of time in heels. For the first time, really, I got to see some of the other girls as I had always been locked in my room. There weren’t any windows, but at least I could see inside some other rooms. It was also nice to get to walk around and mingle with others.  Girls like me had to wear a small blue bracelet to let the clients know that I had something special between my legs.

The guy I had been trying to flirt with saw someone he wanted to engage with instead of me and just walked off.  I frowned, turned around and saw a girl who looked somewhat familiar.  I looked her more closely as she walked towards me.

She looked at me and cocked her head to one side and said, “Prissy?  Oh my God, it is you!”

“Sissy!” I exclaimed.  We both leaned in and hugged each other.

“Prissy! You are just so gorgeous!” said the former Kate. “I can’t believe you used to be a guy!”

I held up my arm with the blue bracelet and said, “Technically, I still am.”

Waving away the comment, Sissy said, “You know what I mean. But you do look great, girl. And you’re a hostess! You must be really getting into this whole call girl thing.”

I shrugged and said, “I can be miserable or I can embrace it.  I must say that you’re looking pretty hot yourself!”

Sissy said, “Thanks. I pretty much agree with you. I decided to embrace it.  I rarely think of home anymore. I wished I could have finished my degree, but that’s not going to happen now.”

I nodded and frowned.  I said, “Do you ever see Chloe or Rachelle?”

Sissy said, “You mean Bambi and Mindy? I rarely see Mindy as she went full nympho. She’s moved up to the highest level sluts like us can attain. She’s been out on yachts and castles across Europe and across Asia. I’m hoping to reach that level soon. You look like you’re on your way as well.”

“Wow,” I said shaking my head.  “I never would have believed that she’d be so willing to be a whore.  What about Chloe…I mean Bambi?”

Looking suddenly sad, Sissy looked at the ground and whispered, “We’re not supposed to know, but another girl told me.  Bambi just couldn’t cut it as a whore. From what I heard, she was sold to a human trafficker operating out of Chechnya. Who knows what happened to her after that.”

I was horrified.  It was bad enough to be a sex slave here, but at least we’re fed and have showers and regular medical and dental checkups.  I said, “Oh my God! That sucks.  I feel terrible for her!”

One of the room’s handlers walked up to us and said sternly, “You’re not making any money just standing around. Come on, sluts. Earn your keep.”

I said, “Don’t be a stranger, okay?”

Sissy waved as she walked away.  She said, “Take care. See you soon.”  That was the last time I saw her. We had different schedules and rooms to serve.

A few weeks went by after talking with Sissy. For as much as anyone can enjoy being a sex slave, I have to admit that I really liked being a hostess. Flirting is fun and I enjoyed having at least some control over who I had sex with. I even had a few “regulars” who’d want to dance or play pool as well as have sex.

It wasn’t all fun and games as one man I was flirting with finally noticed the blue bracelet and punched me in the face, screaming “Faggot!”  I actually saw stars and fell to the floor.  The man was escorted out, and I was given medical attention there at the brothel. I did get a week off to recover.

The blue bracelet turned out to be a problem of its own though.  I was told that as long as I had to wear that bracelet, I wasn’t advancing to that final level where I’d get to go outside to exotic places and private sex parties.

I had long since stopped thinking of home. I couldn’t even remember my parents’ or my little brother’s face. Or even what town I used to live in. I had pushed it all out of my mind in order to remove the pain. In all honesty, I had even forgotten my own name.

And then, something strange happened.  I was flirting with a totally gorgeous man who also had a wonderful Australian accent. He didn’t even have to fuck me as I was content to just listen to his voice.  But while listening to him, while looking past his shoulder, I saw a face that jarred me to the core.

Probably any other place or time, I might not even have noticed. A man walked into the room, stopped to chat with one of the handlers for a moment.  It was that moment when he looked straight in my direction that I recognized  him.  And in that instant came of a flood of  memories: My name, Scott, My parents, My home. It all rushed back into my consciousness.

It was our Congressman. We’d had one of his campaign signs in our yard. I’d gone with my dad once to hear him speak at a rally. Two things about seeing him impacted me. Recognizing something from home broke me out of the mental shackles I had erected to make my existence easier. The other thing was, here was a representative of the U.S. government! He was a government official.  He could get me out of here!

He laughed at something the handler said and then he turned to leave the room. He appeared to be heading for the lobby.

“Excuse me,” I blurted to the Australian man I was flirting with. I ran past him, my focus was on the Congressman. I was so used to wearing heels now, that running wasn’t even a big deal for me.

“Hey you, stop!” shouted the handler as I ran past him and into the lobby.

I could hear the blood rushing in my ears and felt my heart pounding in my chest as I raced towards the slowly closing elevator doors where I had seen the Congressman pass through. I kicked off my heels as I leaped over a counter and knocked down the receptionist standing in my way. I pushed my hand through the elevator door to stop it closing. It popped back open as I practically jumped inside.

I hit the button for the first floor and in a panic, I continuous slapped the door close button until the door finally closed just as the handler was about to hit the wall button to open the door again.  I saw the floor we were on and I knew there’d be a minute or two before we arrived at the bottom.

Looking a bit taken aback by my abrupt entrance, the Congressman said, “What is the meaning of this, young lady?  You gave me quite a fright.”

Breathing hard, I took a few gulps of air before I said, “Sir. I’m begging you for your help! I’m an American citizen who was stolen and forced to be a sex slave! I’m asking for asylum. Please! You must help me!”

The Congressman just looked at me as if I was from Mars.  He took a step back from me and said, “Sex slave? Forced? Look, I’ve been assured that this establishment is a legitimate men’s entertainment business. The women here certainly don’t look forced to me.”

“Are you serious?” I screamed.  “To the best of my knowledge, every girl here was bought and sold! Stolen and brought here! Please help me! I’m an American citizen held against my will. I recognized you! You’re my Congressman! Please! I beg you. Take me to the embassy so I can be safe and get back home! Please protect me!”

Frowning, the Congressman said, “If what you say is true, this is indeed serious. If word of this leaked to the press…”

Raising my arms in frustration, I shouted, “I demand asylum! I demand protection!”

The elevator doors opened.  There were four very stern looking men standing in front of the elevator doors in the building’s main lobby.  I stepped behind the Congressman for protection. I started to cry and whispered, “Please help me.”

The Congressman hesitated a moment, standing inside the elevator car.  He suddenly grabbed my arm and jerked me in front of him.  He held me by both my arms and said to the men in front of us, “I believe this belongs to you.”  He pushed me towards the men.

One of the men smiled, took a firm grip on my arm and said, “Yes. Thank you for returning our property.”  To me, the man said, “Cause a scene and you won’t live to see the end of the elevator ride.”

The Congressman started to walk past them.  He said, “I thought your security was better than this.  If this little fag bitch had gotten hold of the press, it’d be my career.”

The man who was now holding my arm said, “It won’t happen again sir.  Your next visit with us will be on the house.”

The Congressman smiled and said, “Thanks.  And next time, I want this little slut.”  He pointed at me.

The man holding me said with a grin, “That won’t be a problem, sir.”

As I was being pulled back inside the elevator, I shouted to the Congressman, “My dad voted for you!”

The Congressman made a motion as if he was tipping his hat and said, “I appreciate his confidence.  Good day.”

The elevator doors closed.

*          *          *

Whack!

The strike on my face stung like hell and jarred my vision.

Whack!

Mr. Cabot struck me on the other side of my face with the back of his hand. I tasted the iron tang of blood in my mouth.

“How dare you! You stupid, traitorous bitch!”  I could feel the hot breath and spittle that emanated from Mr. Cabot’s mouth as he screamed at me.  He grabbed my hair and jerked my head back.  I was naked and secured to a chair so he could walk around in a circle and curse at me. The room was small and dark with a table next to me. I couldn’t tell if we were alone or not.

While my neck and hair hurt from his strong pull, he pushed his face almost against mine and hissed, “I gave you everything!  I fed you. I gave you a place to live. I personally trained you to be the best fucking whore you could be. Were you not getting everything you wanted? A nice room. Great food. All the men you’d ever want to fuck?” He let go of my hair and spat on me.

I tried hard not to cry. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. But I couldn’t stop the tears or the cry in my voice from the pain. I felt sure I was about to die. In a small, pain wracked voice I looked down at the floor and softly said, “I just want to go home.”

Mr. Cabot slapped me again and shouted, “You are home, bitch! This is your only home from now on!”  He paced back and forth in front of me, glaring.  I just closed my eyes and cried.

He grabbed my face and shouted, “Look at me!  What are we going to do with you, huh?  I have a huge investment in turning you to become a cock craving little fag bitch. No, no. Don’t deny it.  I’ve watched you. The way you flirt and come on to men. You’re way beyond your conditioning. You want it now. I told you, you’d wind up begging for it.  And now you try to run away?  That’s how you repay my generosity?”

I didn’t say it, but he’s delusional if he thinks I crave sex with men. I’m playing the system. I was doing what I could to not just survive, but thrive under these horrible circumstances. And then I saw an opportunity and I jumped at it. I should have realized that any politician that would show his face at a place like this would be a douche. I’m ashamed of what I have become.

Crying, I said, “Please don’t hurt me anymore.”

Mr. Cabot stroked his chin and said, “Maybe I should just sell you.  There are places in Asia that love girly boys like you. But the girls there aren’t taken care of like they are here.  And I wouldn’t get my investment back.”  He cupped my breasts and squeezed them.  He continued, “Whatever shall I do, Prissy?  I mean, sometimes you just have to cut your losses, right?”  He picked up a long bladed knife from the table he was leaning against.  He twirled the knife with the point of the blade resting against his finger tip.

Still crying and in a small voice, I said, “Please don’t kill me. I won’t ever try to run away again.  I promise.”

Mr. Cabot leaned towards me, still twirling the knife.  He said, “What was that, Prissy?  I’m afraid I didn’t quite catch that.”

A little more loudly, I said, “I won’t try to run away again. I promise.  Please don’t hurt me anymore.”

“Tsk, tsk,” said Mr. Cabot clucking his tongue.  “You don’t sound very contrite. I don’t think you mean that. I mean seriously. What good is a promise from you, eh?”

I cried out, “I’m sorry! I’m so fucking sorry! It was stupid of me to run after you have done so much for me. I’m begging you to forgive me. I’ll never run away again.  All I want is to be fucked by men.” 

Mr. Cabot laughed.  “I love to hear you beg. Both for mercy and for sex!” He ran a finger around my breast.  He continued as he shook his head, “It’s a stretch to try to consider that you were once ever a real man.  No one would ever be confused about that now. Not after seeing this sobbing lump of sissified pussy.  It brings shame to the word ‘man’ to even suggest you were ever considered one.”

Mr. Cabot laughed heartily.  He said to someone I couldn’t see, “Take this piece of shit back to her original room and secure her to the wall. Everyone can have their way with her for next day or so while she’s just hanging around.  But make sure she’s always conscious.”

*          *          *

“Thank you,” I sobbed as I dropped to my bed after hanging on the wall for two days straight. My arms were sore from hanging and my ass was on fire.  They kept the blood circulating by releasing a leg or an arm every couple of hours.

I wanted to murder Mr. Cabot, but instead I thanked him. For two days I’d been in hell.  More hell than normal.

The men who took me from the wall left the room.  I was too weak and sore to attack Mr. Cabot and he knew it.  He walked over to edge of the bed and said, “Take a few days to rest up, Prissy.  There’s a cart with food on it, though it’s not the good stuff you’re used to.  I do have a proposition for you.”  He sat on the bed next to me. I couldn’t move I was so tired.  He pulled down his pants.

As he abused my ass, he said, “I’m a believer in second chances, Prissy. You were one of my best girls, with tons of promise. I was going to move you to the next level ahead of schedule because you were proving yourself so well.  But to do that requires a little change on your part. Management wants everyone on that elite, high-priced tier to have a pussy. And since I’m a big, generous type, I’ll let you decide. Sounds fair, right?”

I couldn’t even bring up enough strength to grunt at this point as he continued to abuse me.

Mr. Cabot said, “Here’re your choices, Prissy.  You can elect to have the procedure that will leave you with a pussy, which we can do right here in our little infirmary, or I can cut my losses and sell you to a Somali warlord. If you take the pussy and are not loyal and not the best girl you can possibly be, I’ll just give you to someone worse.  Do we have a deal?”

I started to cry again.  I didn’t want a sex change. But the other choice was surely death.  As Mr. Cabot made his final thrust, I moaned, “Deal.”

“Excellent choice,” said Mr. Cabot with a laugh. 

He left me alone in my room as I cried.

*          *          *

I was exhausted.  To punish me further, before I got my gender re-assigned, Mr. Cabot made me his busiest prostitute.  I only got an hour of sleep per day over several days of serving a never ending parade of men – sometimes groups of men. And if I failed to perform to their expectations, Mr. Cabot would personally come to slap me around. The lesson was learned. I would never attempt to escape again.  Even if they held the door open.

When the parade finally ended, I fell into a hard, dreamless sleep. I was worn out. I have no idea how long I slept. I doubt it was very long when Mr. Cabot noisily burst into my room.

“Time to wake up, little Prissy!” said Mr. Cabot in a cheery voice. “You have one more customer before you have your surgery.  It’s a special request. If you want to have a real meal today and maybe a few hours of real sleep, you will give this customer your absolute best performance.  Am I clear?”

I mockingly gave him a salute and said, “Clear, Mr. Cabot.”

He frowned at me, but only said, “He’ll be here in fifteen minutes. Fix your make-up. You look like shit.”

It felt good to wash my face.  It woke me up a bit too.  I sat at my vanity and quickly applied my make-up. I looked at my pretty, girlish face, felt my boobs and looked around my small room and wondered for the billionth time just who in the universe I had pissed off to get me here.

I had just sat on my bed when the door opened and in walked my next customer. A cold shock went down my spine. I felt disgusted that I’d have to serve this man.  It was my Congressman.

The Congressman smiled broadly at me and said, “Well, well. If it isn’t my favorite little faggot.  You do look beautiful, though not as elegantly dressed as the last time I saw you. You’re on the house, remember?  I arranged a little junket to the UAE just so I could fuck you.  Pretty generous of the taxpayers, eh?”

I narrowed my eyes as I looked at him, but I held my tongue knowing the consequences of saying what I was thinking. Instead, I pulled off my camisole, and smiling, I slid to the middle of my bed, waving a hand to indicate that he join me.

The Congressman started to remove his shirt. He said, “Mr. Cabot assures me that you’re one of his best whores. I certainly hope so. I was in our state just last week. It’s gorgeous there this time of year. But the whores there just didn’t do it for me.”

He dropped his pants and laughed as he climbed onto my bed.  Grinning, he said, “I’m going to do to you physically, what I’ve been doing to the taxpayers financially!”  He laughed.

I hated every second with this man, with every fiber of my being. But I dutifully gave him the best blowjob I could muster and did every trick I could think of while he fucked me.  In the end, I jerked him off so he could fill my mouth. As I swallowed, I imagined holding a gun to his head and decorating the room with his tiny brain.

Breathing hard, the Congressman slowly brought himself to his feet. As he pulled his underwear back up and out of breath, he said, “That was excellent. You are a very talented whore. Mr. Cabot asked me to rate you. I’m giving you eleven out of ten stars.”

That evening, after using almost an entire bottle of mouthwash, I sat down to the best dinner I’ve had since my attempt to escape. I’m never being that stupid again.

I had to serve the Congressman four more times that week.

*          *          *

I was in pain.  I slid my hand down to my crotch and lightly felt the bandages.  It was gone. It was really gone.  Well, the doc told me he wasn’t removing it; only repurposing it. Still, my lifelong faithful companion was gone, never to return.

I was told that in a week, they’ll remove the packing from my new vagina and then I’ll start the chore of dilation, which he said, I’ll have to do for the rest of my life. In hindsight, maybe I should have taken the Somali warlord.

Two weeks into my recovery, while I was in the process of performing my new dilation ritual, Mr. Cabot walked into the small clinic room I was resting in.

He smiled at me and said, “Good afternoon, girl.  How are you feeling?”

Through narrowed eyes I said, “Like shit.”

Mr. Cabot just nodded and said, “That’ll pass.”  He picked up one of the dilators and looked at it.  He said, “This looks like fun.”

I pulled the dilator from my new vagina and said dourly, “It’s not.”

Mr. Cabot took the dilator from my hand and sniffed it.  He said, “Don’t be so sad, Prissy. You’re starting a new adventure in your life.”

Pointing at my crotch I asked with restrained anger, “Why did you do this? Give me an honest answer for fucking once. You’re always bringing in women. I don’t wish to condemn them to this hell, but why change my sex?  I just don’t get it!”

Mr. Cabot paused for a moment and looked thoughtful.  He smiled slightly and said, “For several reasons, actually. One, the clients who like chicks with dicks are wanting newer girls.  They’re always looking for something new and different.  We have a lot invested in you, in training and such, and you show so much potential, that selling you off at this point would be a loss for us.  Since you are one of our best performing girls, with or without a dick, we have decided you warrant an additional investment. We’re a few girls short for our elite clients.  Some of your customers have been asking when you’ll be available for their private parties and orgy get-a-ways.  You’re popular, Prissy. You seemed to have found your calling in pleasing men.  And in all seriousness, I think you’ll enjoy being one of our elite girls.”

I seriously doubted I’d ever enjoy being a whore at any level. I said, “Why would you ever be short of women? From when I had to deliver food to the new ones, I know you bring in a lot of women every month.  What happens to the ones at the top?”

Mr. Cabot patted my thigh and said, “You needn’t worry your pretty little head about that.  But since you asked, some girls quite frankly just don’t adjust well and we have to sell them before we invest too much in them.  Just like one of your friends. I’m sure you heard about her.  And sadly sometimes our clients get too rough with a girl and unfortunately she dies.  The client is expelled for six months if that happens.  Some girls, like Misty who helped you with your make-up lessons, get assigned other duties when they stop making money as an escort.  And some of our clients are so enamored with a girl that they purchase them for their own collections.”

“None ever escape?” I said.

Mr. Cabot frowned and said, “Talk like that will get you sold to pirates or terrorists, so for your sake, don’t mention that again.  And no, there are no escapes.  And I know you don’t believe this now, but the girls on the elite level love it. They really do. And you will too. There are no sailors on liberty or drunken tourists on the elite level.  You’ll like it. Trust me.”

I laughed for the first time in weeks.

*          *          *

After being released from the clinic, I’d spent the next two weeks alone in my room with only the food delivery girl being my only human contact.  And she wouldn’t talk. She’d only give me that vacant smile.

One of the girls serving me food was Sally. She must be giving them a lot of resistance because she should have moved up from that position weeks ago. Still, from the attitude she was giving them, I’m surprised they were able to break her to this level. They take pleasure in breaking people. As with the Borg, resistance is futile.

While I was dozing on the bed, Mr. Cabot entered without knocking. He was carrying a red sequined evening gown and matching heels.  He smiled at me as he placed the dress and shoes on the chair.

Mr. Cabot said, “Before we get on with the reason I’m here, Prissy. Let’s give your new pussy a test run, shall we?”

I knew I had no choice in the matter and that resisting him would only lead to more punishment, so I dutifully removed the camisole I was wearing and slid my panties down as I watched him remove his pants. He already had an erection.

From his pants pocket he removed a tube of lubricant and spread it on his massive hard-on. He said, “It’s always my pleasure to be the first on these new pussies.  So let’s get to it.”

It was quite a different feeling when his cock slid inside my pussy. There was only a bit of pain at first and as he slid his cock in and out of me, he also pressed against my new clitoris which began to fill me with a pleasure I’d never experienced before.  Considering how he’d treated me before, he was gentle at first and attentive to me. He massaged my breasts and sucked on the nipples as he continued to pump his huge cock into me. As he increased his rhythm, I found myself desiring to being fucked harder. All the hormones I had been forced to take, all the conditioning had finally broken that last resistance.

I felt a swelling of pleasure building up inside me. It was far more intense than any orgasm I had ever had before.  Just as it burst into full orgasm, Mr. Cabot released his load with massive thrust into me.  I dug my nails into his back and moaned loudly. I’ve never had an experience so intense before. I didn’t want it to end.

Mr. Cabot kissed me as he rolled to one side, his cock growing limp as it slipped out of me.  He smiled and said, “I knew you’d enjoy that.  By the time you reach this point, you’re already a woman. The surgery is just the icing on the cake.”

He got up and started to get dressed.  I just lay there, trying to catch my breath. I was also very pissed at myself for enjoying being fucked by Mr. Cabot.  But I couldn’t deny it.

Mr. Cabot grinned at me and said, “Go take a shower and freshen up.  Then do your pretty face and wear this gown.  I have something to show you.”

*          *          *

We stepped off the elevator into a lobby I’ve never seen before. There were over a dozen women dressed elegantly in gowns like me moving about or sitting with men dressed in suits.

Gesturing with his arm, Mr. Cabot said, “This is your new area, Prissy. You’re now a high-priced escort.  You’ll have a new room. Clients can give you gifts if they desire. We have a five star hotel that caters to only the world’s wealthiest. Adjoining the hotel is a five star restaurant. There are also private rooms with gorgeous views.  Hotel guests can request a companion for the evening to dine with. Sometimes they want their companion to provide additional entertainment. At our night club, we get some of the world’s most famous celebrities to entertain. And this is where some of our guests can request from our roster of girls, entertainers for their private parties, sometimes in exotic locations.  Our girls cover Europe and Asia. You are going to love it here, Prissy.”

With my mouth hanging open, I walked across the lobby to the wall of windows looking out from the Dubai Tower.  I said, “Oh my God. This is incredible!”  It was the first time I’ve seen the outdoors since I was in Aruba. I had no idea how long that had been.

Mr. Cabot stepped next to me and said, “We’re a hundred and ten floors up. Beautiful view, isn’t it?”

“You can see the curvature of the earth,” I said stunned by the view.  I looked straight down, but it made me dizzy.

Mr. Cabot smiled at me and said, “It was worth it to get here, right?”  His cell phone buzzed and he looked at the text message.  He said, “Wander around and make yourself at home.  I have some business to attend to it seems.” He turned and walked away, leaving me alone in an open area for the first time. No guards. No handlers.

I stood there for several minutes just staring out the window.  It was amazing to see sunlight again. Just to know there was a world outside these walls lifted my spirits.  I tried not to think about home.

“Prissy!” said a familiar voice from behind me.  I turned around to see the smiling face of Mr. Yar’Adua. He continued, “If it isn’t my favorite girl.  Welcome to the millionaires club, Prissy.  I think you’ll be happy here.”  He leaned in and gave me a quick kiss.

I smiled at him. Mr. Yar’Adua was one of the nice ones who always treated me well, as well as anyone can treat a sex slave.  I said, “I sure hope so. It’s nice to finally get out of that small room and actually see outside.”

He smiled back and said, “I know you will. You look absolutely stunning. I’m glad you’re here now. I’ll be sure to add you to my list of girls I’m having brought to my party in three months on the island of Crete. The girls always love my parties.”

I smiled brightly and said, “Oh, thank you!  I’ll look forward to it!”  While it may be as a prostitute, going to a Mediterranean island sounded wonderful.

He looked me up and down with a hungry look in his eyes.  He said, “Are you free now?”

I shrugged and said, “I don’t know. I just got here.”

Mr. Yar’Adua smiled warmly at me and said, “Wait here.  I’ll go find out.”  He walked away headed for the lobby.  After a few minutes, he returned.

Grinning wide, Mr. Yar’Adua said, “You’re included in my room charge. Come with me.”

He took my hand and led me to his room. I was actually starting to tingle from excitement. In his room was a huge, luxurious bed and another spectacular view from his window.

Once in his room and still standing, he started to kiss me.  I put my arms around his neck and returned his kisses. When he pressed into me and I felt his hard-on pushing against my crotch, it brought a whole new set of emotions to me. While his kissing intensified, he slowly unzipped the back of my dress.  He started to kiss and suck on my neck. He then slid the dress’s straps from my shoulders exposing my breasts.  He pulled back slightly to let me unbutton his shirt and pulled it open exposing a chest full of hard muscle. When the tips of my breasts touched the flesh of his chest, it was like an electric shock flowing through me.  I was overwhelmed with desire.

He removed his shirt and then kissed my breasts and sucked on one nipple.  He then lowered himself and finished pulling my dress down.  He slowly slid my panties down to my ankles. He then slid his tongue into where no one has even put a tongue before. He then sucked on my clitoris. I gasped and got weak in the knees as he performed cunnilingus on me. I moaned with pleasure.

Smiling, he stood up and led me to his bed where he pulled the sheets back. I slid on top of the bed while he stepped out of his pants.  He slid next to me and began to kiss and suck on my breasts while with a free hand, he found my clitoris and started massaging it. I started breathing hard. He was driving me wild with pleasure and desire.  Mr. Cabot had dispensed with doing any foreplay, but I found it to be the best part of having sex as a woman.

When Mr. Yar’Adua finally slid his massive cock into me, I was worried that he was going to be too big for me.  It was tight, but he went in. But oh. My. God.  While Mr. Cabot had merely gone through the motions of fucking, Mr. Yar’Adua was an absolute master at sex.  The level of pleasure he was bringing me to was amazing.

While in my previous life, I never even once wondered what it was like to be a girl, and I had enjoyed sex as a man, I found myself wishing I had made this change sooner. I was so overwhelmed with new pleasures. I found myself desiring the pleasures of even more men. The culmination of all the feminizing drugs and the surgery had finally synced.  I held nothing back. I used every little trick on pleasing men I could do.

He let me climax and then with a final powerful thrust he exploded inside me. I cried out in total pleasure. Hearing him moan as well brought intense satisfaction to me.  He remained hard while still inside me for awhile as he continued to kiss me.

Finally, he rolled off and sighed deeply.  Sounding winded, Mr. Yar’Adua said, “Oh baby. You were fantastic. You know exactly how to pleasure a man.  You were good before baby. But now you’re amazing. Simply amazing.”

He fucked me four more times before he had to leave to back to his home.

*          *          *

I yawned and stretched while lying on my satin sheets.  The morning light was just starting to creep into my room.  I sat up slowly as I was still sore from the night before when I had to have sex with a group of four men.

I looked around my room in the gathering light.  I lost track of time and had no idea how long it had been since becoming a woman. I’ve been with several dozen men since becoming a high end prostitute. I felt less like a sex slave though. I had a nice room with a beautiful view. Men gave me gifts ranging from stuffed animals to jewelry, which I got to keep.  A little unsteady, I got up and walked over to the window.  The view, as usual was gorgeous with the early morning sunlight casting long shadows on the cityscape below me.

While looking out the window, I ran my hand down the smoothness of the black satin nightie I was wearing. A strange feeling of melancholy had taken hold of me and I wasn’t sure why. My life was so much better now than it was when I first arrived here. Granted, I still was basically a prisoner, but I had freedom to move about. The men I saw weren’t abusive to me. I got to see performers in our nightclub that I would never have seen otherwise. Mr. Yar’Adua’s party on Crete was wonderful with lots of gorgeous men to play with.  And his wasn’t the only place I got to travel to.  It felt good to be so in demand.

I knew what was coming on, and it was dangerous for me to have such thoughts. No matter how well things were going, every once in a while I couldn’t stop the thoughts of home. I wondered what my parents were doing. Was my brother still in the band at school? Was he dating girls now?  He was such a spaz so probably not.   Did Dad still go camping up in the mountains during the summer?  I missed my mom. We always had such great conversations. I missed her meals. She made one mean chicken fried steak. And what would Dad think of me, his oldest son, now a woman, gleefully having sex with as many men as I could?  I know I shouldn’t think of such things.

I felt a tear roll down my cheek as I stared out the window.  I finally turned away from the magnificent view and fell onto my bed and cried.

*          *          *

“Let’s get this party started,” said Mr. Walters as he emerged from below deck on his fifty foot yacht. We were anchored off the coast of Sicily; the day was heading towards sunset and it was absolutely gorgeous. 

Three other girls and I had arrived in the Mediterranean by a sea plane late Friday afternoon and transferred to Mr. Walters’ yacht.  He had hired us out for just him for the weekend on his private yacht. It was small enough so he didn’t need a crew or a captain.

There was champagne and wine available and the other girls were making good use of it.  Like always, I just pretended to drink any alcohol.  I always wanted to have a clear head.  Especially floating in the middle of a sea.

Mr. Walters grinned from ear-to-ear as he looked at each of us. We were all standing on the smaller sun deck. He said, “Wow. Four of the most sexy and beautiful women on the planet and I don’t have to share any of them for a whole weekend!  Take off those bikinis, girls.  I want to see nothing but tits and pussies.”

We all giggled as we stripped. We were far enough out to not be seen. It didn’t really matter anyway as we’d all long since lost our shyness or any sense of modesty.

Mr. Walters pointed at me and said, “You’re Prissy, right?  I was told you give the best head of anybody.  Let’s start with you.” He pulled down his swim trunks revealing a smaller than average penis.  Us girls all gave each other a quick and knowing look and smiled.  Mr. Walters sat down and pointed at his penis.  He said, “Let’s do it!”

I got down on my knees and proceeded to give him the best blowjob I could manage. He was considered a very high value client, and we were all told to make sure he was more than just satisfied. Breathless after he’d finished, he said, “Oh my God; they were right.  I’m requesting you the next time I’m in the UAE for business.  I’m going to have to rest up after that, girls.  Let’s see how you girls are at kissing. Except you, Prissy. There’s mouthwash below decks.”

That evening we dined on steak and lobster that Mr. Walters had flown in special and lowered by helicopter.  This guy really knew how to enjoy his money. While we ate, he told us tales of his wild adventures around the globe.  Personally I didn’t believe anything he said. He struck me as someone who’d just attained wealth and wanted to act like a playboy. I didn’t mind. It got me outside.

“Okay, girls. It’s time to check out my bed,” said Mr. Walters with grin.  “Trust me, it’s big enough for all of us. Follow me.”

As we entered the cabin where the ship’s controls and electronics were, I innocently pointed at the row of electronics and said, “Are these radios?  Why so many?”

Always happy to brag about his toys, Mr. Walters paused our descent to his private quarters and said, “When you’re out in the middle of the ocean, you don’t want to be without communications.  This is my maritime radio which has saved my bacon at least once. That’s a shortwave and amateur radio. These smaller sets are CB and two meter, which except for occasional skip on the CB aren’t much use out here.”

An idea was slowly creeping into my head as I looked at the equipment and said, “Don’t you need microphones to use these?”

Mr. Walters wagged his finger at me and said, “Naughty girl!  Mr. Cabot insisted I lock up any microphones in case someone got a bright idea. Honestly though, all this equipment is far too hard for a bunch of stupid whores to use. But it’s in the contract to lock them up.”

My heart sank. I had the sudden and dumb idea of using the maritime radio to call for help. I sighed.  Mr. Cabot thinks of everything. Thinking of escape is stupid anyway. I’m probably living much better than I would have normally. And frankly, I have to admit that I love having sex with men.  How else could I ever have been able to afford the multiple trips to the Mediterranean otherwise? If the price is a blowjob, then hurt me again.

One of the other girls saw something behind the shortwave set and picked it up.  She gave it an odd look as if it was something bizarre to her. She said, “What is this thing?”

Mr. Walters smiled and took it from her. He said, “That’s like a telegraph key. You hook it up to the shortwave and send Morse Code. I’ve only used it a couple of times when the frequencies were just too noisy for voice.”

A cold spike shot down my spine when I saw the key. I tried to force thoughts of home from my mind after seeing the key. I tried to convince myself yet again that I’m just a prostitute and that’s all I’ll ever be and that I don’t have a home, or parents anymore.  I don’t.  I don’t… I don’t…

Mr. Walters said, “I should lock this up too, although I doubt any of you bimbos would know Morse Code.”  He looked at me in my mental torment and said, “You okay, Prissy?  You look sick.”

I shook my head to clear it. I said, “No, no. I’m fine. I guess I just ate too fast.”

Frowning, Mr. Walters said, “Let me know if you’re getting sick. I don’t want you to get the rest of us sick.”

I said, “I’m fine. Really.”

We all followed Mr. Walters down to his private cabin.  The bed was amazingly large. I think he had the guest cabin removed to expand his own cabin. I couldn’t take my eyes off Mr. Walters’ hand where he held the telegraph key.

“Climb aboard the bed, girls,” he said.  He laughed as he patted his naked leg and muttered, “Hmm. I don’t seem to have my keys on me.”  I watched as he opened one of his dresser drawers and dropped the key into it.  He then opened a small fridge and removed a wine bottle and popped the cork.

We all started giggling and playing with his little boy penis and kissing him. Mr. Walters passed around the wine bottle and everyone took a slug from it except me. I just pretended. This is one night for sure that I needed a clear head.  All my conditioning and even my own conviction that I was actually happy rebelled against my thoughts.

The others couldn’t see the war raging in my mind. Knowing that I’m only a whore who loves pleasing men versus wanting to end my slavery and go home. And how could I go home like this? A whore. A tarted up whore who can’t remember how many men she’s slept with. I doubted my parents would even want me back like this. I surrendered. I have no home to go back to.  This is my life now.

*          *          *

I sat up on the bed in the dark. The others were all asleep in their drunken stupors. I just sat there, unable to sleep and idly twirling my hair, my emotions raw. I stared at the drawer on the dresser that held the telegraph key.  I started to cry as I mentally told myself again that I was only a whore. Nothing more. What time was it back in the states?  Dad probably isn’t even on the radio.

I slid slowly from the bed, and walked over to the dresser.  I stood there just staring at the drawer for several minutes. I started to reach for the drawer’s handle and stopped. Mr. Cabot will punish me, I thought. He’ll take away my elite status. He might even sell me to someplace worse. No. It’s best to just stay a blonde bimbo and do what I do best. I started to turn away from the dresser.

I took two steps from the dresser and stopped.  “You moron!” I hissed aloud. I can’t pass up this chance.  I turned back to the dresser and set my jaw and gritted my teeth. I suddenly jerked the drawer open and felt around inside. I found the key and quickly pulled it out. I stared at it in the dim light for several moments, rolling it in my hand.  I then ran up to the upper deck to the shortwave radio.

I found headphones nearby and plugged them in and placed them over my ears.  I plugged the telegraph key into the receptacle and turned the radio on.  As I rolled through the frequencies, I heard the familiar hiss, crackles, music, odd voices, and unintelligible single side band transmissions until I reached the freq that I knew Dad liked to use to “talk” to friends using code.

I listened for several minutes to some code being tapped out. I tried to follow in my head, but it’s been too long and I could only catch a few words.  I looked around frantically for a pad and a pencil.  There was a pad in a drawer under the radio and I started to write down the words. At first it was hard, but it all started coming back to me.

It got quiet and I rested my finger over the button to tap out code.  I hesitated, not wanting to violate the promise I’d made to myself to accept my life as it is. I took a deep breath and tapped out my call sign along with “CQ CQ CQ” 

I’m sure I was not following proper protocol, but I just wanted to get my signal out. I didn’t know how much time I had.

Faintly, just above the noise level, I heard code that when I read it back, was asking for me to repeat my call sign.  I did so.

“scott… that you?”

“yes”

“omg… it’s dad”

I just sat there, numb for a few moments.  It was my dad who was answering me back. I looked up and noticed above the radios was a clock showing Zulu time. Back in the day, Dad would usually get on the radio about this time.

I tapped out, “dad… thank god!”

“where r u? what hppnd?”

“I was kidnapped. Long story.”

“thnk god ur alive”

“yes alive”

“u safe?”

“for now.  Dad… I’m different”

“different?”

Being as brief as possible and still be comprehensible, I told Dad about being forced into being a sex slave in Dubai and that now I’m a woman.  It took several tries before Dad understood what I meant.

It seems that Dad had been getting on the radio every day at his usual time and other times when he could hoping against hope that he might hear from me. The authorities had recommended that I be declared to be presumed dead. Unbelievably, I’ve been in Dubai for almost three years. Dad never gave up hope in all that time.

“I’m coming for you,” tapped Dad.

“don’t”

“y not?”

“these are evil people. They’ll just kill you and probably me too.”

“I can’t let you stay there.”

“Yes you can. I’m just a whore now dad”

“ur my son. I can…” the signal then faded in a roar of background noise that made further communications impossible. 

I sat there in front of the radio, listening to the static for several minutes. I couldn’t hear further signals. I was glad that Dad finally knew I was alive.  I mentally slapped myself for failing to tell him I loved him and Mom.  Still listening to the noise, I cried for several more minutes.  Finally, I switched off the radio and unplugged the headphones and key.  I looked through the drawers under the radios until I found a large washer. I folded the papers I’d written on so they’d fit inside the hole of the washer.  I then tossed it overboard and watched it sink into the black waters.

Still numb from my emotional rollercoaster, I made my way to Mr. Walters’ private cabin.  I put the key back into the drawer. I then curled up next to Mr. Walters in his bed and fell asleep.

*          *          *

“You again?  Mr. Cabot must think you’re the only whore I want.”

I looked up from the lounge chair I was relaxing in to see my least favorite Congressman standing beside me.  I stood up, smoothing down the front of my gown. I said, “You can always go to the receptionist and ask for a change.”

He looked me up and down and said, “Oh no. You’re fine. You’re gorgeous in fact. It’s just interesting that you’ve gone from a fag pretend woman to a fag fake woman.”

I smiled at him and said, “All the times you’ve fucked me, I’d be careful tossing that word ‘fag’ around.  And I’m hardly a fake woman. In fact, I’m more woman than you can handle.”

The Congressman laughed.  “No such thing. Oh, but hey.  Since you’re a ‘woman’”, the Congressman made quotation marks in the air. “You’d love it back home in our state this time of year.  All the wildflowers are in bloom.  The temperature is perfect.  But you’re here instead.”

I refused to let him goad me. I smiled and said, “I don’t have a ‘back home’ anymore. I love pleasing men.  Occasionally, they make me fuck politicians too.”

He took my hand and started leading me back to his hotel room. “Let’s see if you have that fire in the sack.”

I really didn’t want this creep to touch me.  I knew Mr. Cabot was testing me; to see if I’d refuse a client.  I did have that option being an elite escort and all.  But he frowned on it and a few girls who refused too many were sent back to haunt the hospitality rooms instead. I just wanted to strangle the Congressman, but there are strict policies against murdering clients.

Once in his room, the Congressman started groping my breasts while I was still dressed and kissing me.  I could just be a limp dish rag, but I had taken a personal pride in what I give men.  Even varmints like this one.  He actually seemed surprised when I came on strong to him. In fact, it was my intent to rape him.

And rape him I did.

He wasn’t expecting me to come on so aggressively to him. I was the one in control, not him. He struggled to keep up and his first ejaculation was pre-mature. I kept at him until he came a second time and I could tell it was difficult for him. I only slowed down after his obviously painful third time.

He rolled back from me, exhausted and groaning, but not from pleasure. Gasping for air with his eyes closed, The Congressman muttered, “You are more woman than I can handle.  Oh my God, Prissy. You’re like fucking a lioness.”

I slid out of bed, and started sliding my panties back on.  As I started to step into my gown, I said, “Call me when you’re ready for round two.”

That was the last time I had sex with the Congressman.

*          *          *

I smiled seductively when I saw him approach me.  I’d only been with Mr. Farnsworth twice before, but he was definitely on my list of favorite clients.  He was the most gorgeous man, great build, and well muscled. I have to admit that I’m a sucker for muscles. Not body builder type muscles. But firm, tight and powerful muscles.  This guy was a hunk deluxe.

He grinned as he stepped up next to me.  He said, “And so we meet again, Prissy.”  He bent down and kissed me.  His touch sent an electric spike down my spine.

“It’s great to see you again, Farnsy,” I said, calling him by my little nickname for him.  Even in heels, his massive, masculine frame towered over me.

Farnsy ran his hand through my long flowing hair.  He grinned at me and said, “I don’t know how one place can have so many beautiful girls with you the loveliest of them all.”

I blushed.  I don’t blush often anymore, but he made me blush.  I just wanted to melt into his arms.  He was one of the few men who treated me more like he would his girlfriend than just a prostitute. While I knew there was no chance at anything between us, I have to admit that I loved this man.

He took my hand and we went up to his hotel room. As soon as he closed the door, he started kissing me passionately. I slid my arms sensuously around his neck as we kissed. He reached behind me and slowly unzipped my dress.  He pressed into me to show me he already had a massive hard-on. I kissed him harder, sucking his tongue into my mouth as my dress fell to the floor.

He dropped to his knees and with his hands firmly on my butt, he stuck his tongue inside me.  I grew suddenly weak in my knees and moaned softly. He grinned at me as he effortlessly picked me up and set me down on his bed. I watched with anticipation as he slowly undressed himself.

He slid into bed next to me, and began to gently kiss me as he pushed two fingers up inside me and slid them in and out.  This man was just a very few that I considered what we were doing as making love and not just having sex. With him, I was in heaven.

After he made his final thrust, we kissed and cuddled with his cock still pulsing inside me. Breathless, I said, “You were wonderful.”  He just smiled at me and kissed me again.

And then something bizarre happened.  A tinny voice crackled from his pants on the floor. It said, “Cameras and stairwell alarms disabled. You have five minutes to secure and extract VIP.”

Farnsy jumped out of bed and pulled a radio from his pants pocket after quickly pulling his pants on.  He said, “Roger that.”  Turning to me he said, “Let’s go girl. We have to go. Now!”  He didn’t bother with his shirt or shoes.

Raising up on one elbow, I looked at Farnsy with confusion.  I said, “Go? Go where? What’s going on?”

“This is a rescue, girl. Let’s go!”  Farnsy almost shouted.

My mind started racing. A rescue? Oh my God. Someone’s getting me out? How? Oh my God, I can’t go. I’ll get in trouble with Mr. Cabot!  I watched as Farnsy rushed to the door and checked the hallway. I just stood there as I struggled with wanting freedom and fear of punishment.

Farnsy frowned, rushed to me and grabbed my hand. He said, “Let’s go!”

I said, “I need to get…”

“Leave everything. I’ll carry you if I have to,” said Farnsy through clenched teeth.  “We must go now.” 

He pulled me stark naked, with some of the results of having sex running down my thigh, into the empty hallway.  Holding my hand, he ran to the stairwell door, took a deep breath and shoved it open.

While running down the stairs, I said between breaths, “This is a rescue and you fucked me?”

Farnsy stopped on the landing six floors from his hotel room.  As he slowly opened the stairwell door and checked to see if it was clear, he said, “I knew it was going to take time to disable the cameras and shit.  Come on!”

He jerked me down the empty hallway to a door midway down.  He slid his keycard into the door, pushed it opened and quickly pulled me inside the room.

Inside the room were two other people; a man and a woman with long blonde hair. They both jumped up when we entered.

The woman picked up a bag and tossed it at me. She barked, “Girl! Get to the bathroom and wash that whore make-up off as quickly as possible. Use the cosmetics in the bathroom. You need to look like a typical tourist.  Put the clothes in the bag on. And here. Put this wig on. They’ll be looking for a blonde. They’ll see me and won’t look at you.  Hurry!”

The man said, “Shit Sam! You fucked her?  She’s daddy’s little princess we’re here to rescue.”

Farnsy, or I guess I should say Sam, just shrugged.   He said, “We had time to kill and she’s a great fuck.”

I didn’t hear any further conversation as I rushed into the bathroom. I turned on the water and picked up a washcloth. Can I trust these people? What if this was another of Mr. Cabot’s tests?  What if it’s just a trap and they’re taking me to Mr. Cabot so he can beat me? I shook my head as I started vigorously washing my face.  Needing to believe in something, I said to myself, my Farnsy wouldn’t do that to me.

As I quickly applied the lighter make-up, my mind spun. How is this rescue possible? Dad doesn’t have the money to hire commandos to pull me from this. Before putting on the panties, I took the time to wash my leg and crotch the best I could.  I then started to put on the clothes I was given.  A bra, a tank top, shorts and sandals. And a brunet wig.  I wondered how they got my size correct.

That’s when it dawned on me. The first two times with Sam he was doing recon. All the times he felt me, running his hands down my body was to estimate my size. I remember seeing Sam hang around in the lobby.  He took a few other girls for sex before he finally got to me. I took his gentleness to mean he liked me.  Was it all just an act? If he gets me out of here, does it really matter?

When I exited the bathroom, the woman who was dressed similar to me said, “Okay, girl. Looks good. Wear this hat and let’s go.  Don’t run. Act casual.  Pretend Sam is your boyfriend.”

I had always wondered why women liked these big, floppy hats.  I used the bedroom mirror to put it on and adjust it. I smiled. It looked good on me.

The other man stood by the door. He checked the hallway and said, “If we’re all done getting pretty, let’s go. The plan is to try to be as inconspicuous as possible. Once we hit the lobby, we should look like any of the dozens of tourists milling around. We move slowly, but directly to the outside where we hail a cab.  Sam’s in charge of the VIP. Let’s do this.”

Sam smiled at me and took my hand. The unnamed man took the unnamed woman’s hand and we walked slowly and deliberately towards the elevator.  When the elevator door opened and a couple walked out, my heart leapt into my throat.  Sam just gently squeezed my hand and smiled at me.

When the door closed, Sam said, “You’re doing fine. Just stay cool. We’ll get you out.”

I hesitated before stepping out into the lobby. The last time I got off the elevator into the lobby, Mr. Cabot’s henchmen were waiting.  Thankfully, this time it was clear of any visible bad guys.  We blended in with the rest of the crowd.

As we passed through the expansive lobby towards the exit, my blood suddenly ran cold. No more than twenty feet away from me was Mr. Cabot talking to a group of men in suits.  I squeezed Sam’s hand and looked away. A random thought popped into my head from a book I’d read a few years ago. The military commander said, “No battle plan ever survives contact with the enemy.”  Does this count?

I swallowed hard and tried not to look over at Mr. Cabot. Thankfully, his focus was on the men he was talking to and we managed to pass him without incident.

After we passed Mr. Cabot, Sam whispered to me, “Breathe!”  Only then did I realize I had been holding my breath.

Finally, we exited the building and walked towards the row of waiting taxis. Oh my God! I was outside!  The little trips didn’t count as I was always under careful watch. The warm afternoon air washed over me. I wouldn’t allow myself to celebrate just yet. Anything could happen.

We walked up to a waiting taxi. Sam indicated with a wave of his hand that I should get in.  The other man and woman had taken another taxi.  I just stood there, frozen. A taxi ride is where my nightmare had started. I couldn’t move.

Sam said, “Honey. We need to get into the cab.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. It took all my will power to force myself into the waiting taxi.  As Sam sat down and told the driver our destination, I held onto his arm and put my head down on his shoulder. None of this was real until the taxi drove away from the curb. I had no idea where I was going, but I was for sure away from Mr. Cabot.

We arrived about fifteen minutes later at a small group of buildings that looked like shops. The other couple was nowhere to be seen.  Sam paid the driver and we got out of the taxi.  Without a word, Sam took my hand and led me down a gravel road. We walked for several minutes before stopping at what seemed to be an abandoned house.

Letting go of my hand, Sam said, “Go inside and find a canvass bag. Change into the clothes in the bag and stay inside until I say to come out. Take off the wig and put your hair in a pony tail. Leave the clothes you’re wearing on the floor. You have less than ten minutes.” 

Inside the bag was what appeared to be a camouflaged army uniform.  He wants me to wear this, I thought?  Also in the bag were a couple of bands to fix my pony tail.  I quickly changed clothes.  There was a name tag on the uniform that had the name “Smith” on it.  The cap’s fit was just a bit snug.

A few minutes later, I heard the sound of some kind of vehicle arriving. A voice said, “Is the VIP ready? We need to go now.”

Sam said, “She’s ready.” A little louder he said, “Okay, girl. Come out.”

As I exited the abandoned house, I saw a military humvee with two men inside. Sam opened the rear door and stood by it.

I walked up to him and hugged him.  I said, “Thank you Farnsy. I don’t know how to repay you.”

Sam smiled and said, “Don’t worry about that. Your Daddy’s already done that. Just make sure you make it back home to him safely.”

I hugged Sam again and looked up into his eyes. I said, “Will I see you again?”

Sam’s expression hardened and he said, “No.  Goodbye, Princess.”  He kissed me on the forehead and gestured for me to get into the humvee. I nodded and moved towards the door. Just before getting inside, I jumped to my tiptoes and kissed him. Sam smiled as he closed the humvee’s door. I never saw Sam again.

The man in the driver’s seat said, “Just sit tight and relax, Miss. And keep your mouth shut.”

We drove for what seemed about an hour or so along the coast of what I assumed was the Persian Gulf.  As we approached an odd looking building with large curved coverings over what appeared to be a guard station, the driver again said, “Don’t say a word. Shouldn’t be a problem as we’re stationed here.”  On the front of the building was something written in Arabic along with English that said, “Al Dhafra Air Base.”

At the guard station, the driver flashed an ID.  The guard looked at the ID and inside the humvee.  He handed back the ID, nodded and waved us through.  The driver drove us through the air base up to the tarmac. There was a large plane with the engines running, sitting in front of a large hanger.  A soldier walked up to us and said to the driver, “You have the VIP?” He looked inside the humvee and at me.  The driver nodded.  The soldier said, “The C-130’s departure has been on hold for the VIP.”  He looked back at me and said, “Let’s go, Miss.”

I got out of the humvee and before I could say anything to the driver, he drove off. The soldier started to trot off towards the C-130 that had its loading ramp still down. As we approached, another soldier walked down the ramp.

The first soldier said, “Secure the VIP.” To me he touched the bill of his cap and said, “Have a safe trip, Miss.”

“Follow me, Miss,” said the other soldier as he led me up the ramp.  He pointed at a row of red seats with a webbing for a back and said, “Have a seat, Miss and buckle up.” I did as I was told and took a moment to look around.  I wasn’t alone. There were a dozen or so soldiers also sitting as well as a load of equipment of some kind. 

The soldier returned with a blanket and said, “Here. You’ll probably want this in a few minutes.  The temperature in Kaiserlautern, Germany today is around thirty degrees.”

I looked at the soldier, who was probably no older than me, and very cute. I said, “What month is this?”

He gave me an odd look and said, “Today is November sixteenth, Miss.”

I was going to ask what year, but thought better of it.  It was getting close to Thanksgiving back home.  The thought of home brought a sudden rush of tears. I closed my eyes as I felt the large plane revving up its engines for take-off.

As I felt the plane become airborne, I leaned back against the webbing, closed my eyes and cried harder than I have in a long time.  This was real. I was going home.

*          *          *

The C-130 rolled to a stop and the ramp was lowered.  The soldiers on board started standing and getting their gear.  The soldier who had given me the blanket came up to me and said, “This is your stop, Miss.  They’re sending a vehicle for you to take you to the main building.”  I started to hand him back the blanket, but he just smiled and said, “You should hang on to that. It’s cold out there.”

I wrapped the blanket around me and started down the ramp. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a green humvee approach and stop outside the wingspan of the C-130.  As I stepped off the ramp, I looked over at the humvee and saw three people standing outside next to it.

“Dad!” I shouted, as I dropped the blanket in my mad run to my parents. My cap blew off my head as I ran. “Mom!  Oh my God!”

It was a short run, but I was out of breath as I ran straight into my dad and hugged him. I cried as I said, “It’s you. It’s really you!”

Dad almost crushed me in a bear hug. Tears rolled down his cheek as he said, “Oh my son! Thank God you’re safe.”  He looked at me and said, “What have they done to you?”

I said, “I’m your daughter now, Dad.”  I hugged him again.

He said, “We’ll have to adjust.”

I turned to Mom who was crying and hugged hard. “Oh Mom! I missed you so much!”

Mom held me tight, and then wiped away my tears with her thumb as she leaned back slightly to look at me.  She said, “We’ve been so worried that we’d never see you again, honey.”  She looked at me and smiled. She said, “You’re beautiful.”

I turned next to my little brother, Ross. He was eleven years old when I last saw him. He was taller than me now and must be around fourteen by now.  I started to hug him and he backed away and said, “You’re not my brother!”

I looked at Dad and said, “You should have left him at home.”

*          *          *

We stayed in Germany for over a week to get me processed.  Most of the paper work had been done, but my identity had to be established, a passport arranged, and all that bureaucratic nonsense.

I had my name legally changed to Scotti. No way in hell was I keeping the name Prissy. Dad had suggested getting reconstructive surgery to return being a boy.  But all things considered, I decided to stay a girl.

After my contact with Dad over shortwave radio, he started a fundraising campaign to get the money to pay for a rescue.  He hired a group made up of former Special Forces that specialize in these types of rescues. They handled all the arrangements. I didn’t ask him how much it cost.

We arrived without fanfare back to our home. It took awhile for me to not worry about Mr. Cabot crashing through our front door.  I had nightmares for weeks.

Mom signed me up with a counselor to help me adjust to not being a prostitute and to get me get a prescription of estrogens to maintain my femaleness and to get me a new supply of dilators. Oh what fun.

I was pissed at David for a while since if he hadn’t left me and the girls that night in Aruba, none of this would have happened. I finally got over it and got on good terms with him again.  Until he saw me in person and asked me on a date.  Now I’m pissed at him again.

Christmas was certainly different now.  I didn’t get a single console game, even though I had four on my list.  In fact, I didn’t get any electronics this time around. Instead, I got some eye shadow, perfume, nail polish, earrings, panties… do I really need so many panties?  And a couple of tops and a skirt just to name a few.  My brother laughed every time I got something girly.

In fact, Mom’s gone hog wild with me becoming a daughter.  I think she has the idea that when they changed my gender, they also inserted a shopping gene. And that I should suddenly like chick flicks. I don’t complain though. I’m just glad she’s happy about it. It does get in the way at times though. I wanted to watch the Super Bowl with Dad, and we had guests over. I spent most of the time helping Mom in the kitchen rather than watching the game.

My brother however, rarely talks to me. I’m told constantly that I’m not his brother.

I decided to retake my last year of college.  I met this really cute and wonderful guy in the campus ham radio club. He knows about me and it doesn’t bother him. Like I said. He’s wonderful. He’s going with me on Spring Break… a camping trip with my Dad to the mountains of New Mexico.

*          *          *

“… and those are my promises to you, the good people of our great state. And now I’ll take some questions.”

I pushed my way to the front of the crowd and grabbed the microphone from the person about to ask a question.  I looked the Congressman straight in his eyes and said, “Why did you give me back to my captors when I begged you for help in Dubai?  Because of you, I spent three years there as a sex slave!”

Looking extremely nervous, the Congressman said, “Miss, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Can we get her out of here?”

“You don’t remember me?” I shouted. “You even told me I was your favorite whore. You had sex with me six times…five times while I was still a boy!”

“Security!  Get this girl out of here!” shouted the Congressman.

Reporters started to crowd around me, shouting questions at me. I shouted into the microphone I still clutched, “I begged you for help and you not only left me to stay a sex slave, you specifically requested to fuck me!”

“Get her out of here!” shouted the Congressman.

*          *          *

The Congressman’s political career ended. He got a talk show on MSNBC.

The CIA, working with the United Arab Emirates and Interpol, got the brothel that held me captive shut down. Most of the girls were returned home.  Some continued to be prostitutes as that was all they knew. I never learned the fate of the girls that were taken with me. Mr. Cabot lost his head as he had embarrassed the UAE as well as caused a slight drop in tourism during the investigations.  At least that’s what I was told.

*          *          *

“Will you hurry up in there?” shouted Ross through the bathroom door.  He rapped on the door with his knuckles a few times. “I have to go.”

Through the door, I said, “I’m putting on my make-up. I’ll be out in a minute.”

Ross said, “You don’t need make-up.”

Through the door, I laughed and said, “I don’t?”

There was a pause and then Ross said, “No. Because my sister is already beautiful.”

*          *          *

The End


Suicide Mission

“Sing Do Do Do.”

“You bet, big guy,” I said to my five year old son Brandon, as I knelt by his bed. He smiled at me with his big sleepy eyes.  And of course, he was asking for Brahms’ Lullaby. I had no idea what the words were, so I’d just sing “Do da Do, da Do Dooo…” so the kids called it the “Do Do Do” song.

I can’t really sing and I’m sure I was butchering the crap out of the song, but Brandon only smiled and snuggled more into his pillow. As I sang, I gently stroked his hair with my fingers.

When I finished, I was hoping he was fast asleep as my knees were starting to hurt.  When my voice finally faded away with the last note, Brandon propped open one eye and asked, “Is Mommy in Heaven?”

A lump locked my throat for a moment. I took a deep breath and smiled through my sudden sadness. I said, “Yes. Yes she is.”

Brandon closed his eyes and pulled his covers up a bit. In almost a whisper, he said, “Will we see her again?”

Trying to keep from crying and finding it hard to talk with my throat locking up, I said, “If we’re good.”

He smiled and mere moments later was asleep.  I allowed several tears to roll down my cheeks. Just last week, his mother - my wife Kristi and his three year old little brother Timmy were killed in a horrible, useless car accident.  Brandon was now my only reason to exist. When he smiled, I could see my beautiful wife’s smile.

I looked over at the now empty crib. The new bunk bed they were going to start sleeping in was still in its box in the garage. I stood up and walked over to the crib. I reached inside and picked up “Mr. Bear” and touched my lips against the stuffed bear’s head. I cried.

*          *          *

“Dad?” said Brandon.

I turned from a news program I was watching on TV and asked, “What’s up, Bran?” He was sitting at the kitchen table attempting to do some math homework.  My God, when did he get to be twelve?

“I’m just not getting Algebra.”  Brandon paused a moment and watched the TV for a few moments. He continued, “Wow. Why are all those cars on fire?”

“It’s that stupid domestic terrorist group, The New Utopians. They’ve torched several new car lots up there in Seattle,” I said, turning back to the TV.

“Why are they doing that?” asked Brandon tapping his pencil on his homework paper.

I shrugged and said, “Who knows?  To get attention most likely. They think they can create a utopia through violence.”

Brandon twisted his face and said, “That’s stupid. What’s a utopia anyway?”

I got up to look at Brandon’s math problem. I said, “It’s something that can’t exist because it denies human nature.”

Brandon looked up at me and asked, “But what if you could? What would a utopia be?”

I bent over and rested my arms on the kitchen table so I could get a better look at his Algebra problem. I said, “A world with no hunger, no crime and no wants.”

“Isn’t that a good thing?” asked Brandon.

I shrugged and said, “Sounds like a bland, soulless world to me. And how great can it be if you have to destroy property and kill people to get it?”

Brandon gave me a sly look and said, “Do they have Algebra in a utopia?”

I laughed and said, “Probably not.”

Grinning, Brandon said, “Sounds good to me!”

Ruffling his hair and laughing, I asked, “Okay. Which problem are you having trouble with?”

*          *          *

“John?”

I looked up from the computer screen in my office and said, “Hey, what’s up Jeff?”

“What school does your son go to?” asked Jeff with a look of concern on his face.

Feeling suddenly alarmed, I said, “Roy Hinkley Middle School. Why?” A wave of dread rolled over me.

Jeff looked at the floor then back to me and said, “I heard on the radio that a school bus that just loaded up with students at that school was… ah… was attacked by those domestic terrorists, The New Utopians.  There’s no word on …”

I didn’t hear the rest of what Jeff said as I was already running from my office.  As I ran towards my car, I was muttering, “Oh God Oh God oh God… Please dear God let Brandon be okay…”  Tears in my eyes made driving difficult.  Horns blared as I ran stop signs and red lights. In the distance, I could hear emergency vehicles.

Around the school was a zoo. Cars clogging traffic as worried and frightened parents were trying to rush to the school. I abandoned my car and ran. As I neared the school, my heart sank. Parked right in front of the school’s door was a school bus ablaze with one side ripped open.  Bodies of kids were scattered around the burning bus. Teachers were yelling to students to stay back and pulling injured or dead kids away from the fire.

A teacher tried to block me from getting closer. I shoved him hard to where he fell backwards and I shouted, “Fuck you! My kid’s in there!” I ran, almost blinded from tears. I ran from kid to kid trying to find Brandon. And there he was, lying on the curb near the bus. I saw him move as I rushed up to him.  I barely noticed the several explosions happening around the school.

I knelt next to Brandon and held him close to me. He was leaving a large pool of blood dripping down the curb.

“Brandon!” I screamed as I held him. His face was burned and he was bleeding badly from a gash in his side. My hands and shirt was covered in his blood. “Oh my God! Brandon, hold on! Help is on the way.”  That’s when I noticed there were no longer the sounds of emergency vehicles.

Someone to my side said was running past me talking on his phone. I heard him as he said, “Oh my God. They’ve attacked the ambulances too to block any help from getting here! Those fuckers!”

I held him close and said softly, “Hold on, Bran. Hold on.  Please Bran, hold on.”

In a soft voice that I could barely hear, Brandon said, “Dad?”

I lowered my head closer to him so I could hear above all the chaos around us. I said, “I’m here, son.”

He said, “Can you sing Do Do Do?”

I said, “Sure, if it will comfort you.”  Now that he was fourteen, he didn’t want bedtime songs anymore. It’d been a couple of years since I’d sang for him.

I held him close to me and sang softly into his ear, “Do da do, da do doo…” I was almost to the end when Brandon’s body went limp and became very still.

“No! Oh God no!” I cried out. I pulled his lifeless body close to me and cried harder than I’ve ever done in my life.

*          *          *

“John?”

“Yes, Major?” I said as I stood at stiff attention in Major Sanderson’s office.

“At ease, captain,” said Major Sanderson.  He was speaking strangely soft and quiet. “I… ah, I have a new assignment for you.”

I grinned at the Major and said, “I’m ready, sir.”

Major Sanderson came around his desk and sat on the edge of it.  He looked at me and then at the floor for a moment before looking back at me. He said, “I don’t think you are quite ready for this mission, captain.  But you are uniquely qualified for this assignment. This is a suicide mission, captain.”

I grinned and said, “Another one, sir?”

Forcing a humorless smile, the major said, “I don’t think you’ll be coming back from this one, John.”

Literally the day after I lost Brandon, I enlisted in the counter-insurgency forces. I was just six months under the age limit that they’d accept. Because of my degree and the fact that they desperately needed my skill sets, I was brought in as an officer.

For the last three years, our nation has been at war with an insurgency unlike anything we’ve ever encountered before. Almost all the whole west coast states were under the New Utopia’s control. Not through military occupation, though they do possess a military. They instead have taken over political parties where the governors of three states are New Utopians. Media outlets and schools are managed by New Utopians.

Their military doesn’t wear a uniform. It operates as street gangs, terrorizing citizens, disrupting communications, burning cars and killing people at random. They receive direct aid in the form of munitions, weapons, explosives and other supplies from places like Iran and Libya and financial support funneled through Canadian channels.

I’ve since made a name for myself with my brutality towards the enemy. All I wanted was to kill as many of the New Utopians as possible before dying myself. I was not afraid of death. My only reason to live died in my arms. Right then I decided I was no longer going to sit passively by. These people were pure evil and I was going to kill them.

I shrugged and said, “I’m ready to die.”

There was a long silence as Major Sanderson just sat on his desk and stared at me. Finally, in a quiet voice he said, “We have her, John.  We have Nicola Peterson.”

I suddenly felt weak in my knees. I couldn’t breathe for a moment. Finally I said in a whispered yell, “You what?  You have her?  And she’s still breathing?  With all due respect, sir, why isn’t that bitch dead?  She shouldn’t be sitting in some cell getting fed and watching TV. That fucking bitch needs to die! Slowly and painfully.”

Frowning, Major Sanderson said, “Calm down, John. Let me explain. What we’re…”

My anger out of control I screamed at Major Sanderson, “That worthless piece of shit killed my son! She was the one that planned and executed that attack!  She’s responsible for the death of thousands!”

Major Sanderson slid off his desk and got in my face and yelled, “You’re out of order captain! You stand there and you listen to me, soldier! She will die. This is where you come in.”

Major Sanderson stepped back a few paces from me. He said, “We have a plan. It’s insane, but it’s our best hope to end this insurgency. I truly believe only you have a chance at success. It would certainly fail with anyone else. You don’t give a shit if you die and that makes you scary. You have no mercy for the enemy. No remorse. And no hesitation. That’s what I’m counting on.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

Frowning, Major Sanderson said, “I’m not finished.  You’re going to think I’m crazy and you’ll probably reject the idea at first. But we have an opportunity coming up in a few weeks to decimate the New Utopians and end their terror. From Iran and transported through Canada, they have acquired long range missiles that we know are aimed at the southeast part of the country. In their own labs, they are making gallons of the nerve agent XJ-F4A to put in the warheads. When this stuff goes aerosol, that much of it can kill tens of millions in a matter of hours with no known anti-dote. We need you to deliver the devices that will prevent those missiles’ launch. We want those missiles to explode in their silos and flood the facility with the nerve agent.

“But this is the real mission for you. It’s a golden opportunity and it’s imperative that it doesn’t fail. That’s why I’m enlisting you for it. In a few weeks, all the heads of the New Utopians will be gathered in their underground headquarters, including Jonas Peterson.”

Jonas Peterson was the husband to Nicola Peterson. Their fanaticism formed this movement The New Utopians to subjugate everyone into their view of utopia. Jonas is an extremely charismatic speaker and easily influenced people, mostly teens and college students, to join his movement.

“So what? Nobody’s getting in there,” I said. “Believe me; I’d gladly walk into a death trap if I knew I could take out their entire leadership. But, with their security, it’s not like I’ll just be able to walk in there with a bomb.”

“You can’t.  But Nicola Peterson can,” said the major.

I looked at Major Sanderson with a puzzled expression. I said, “You don’t really think you can turn her, do you? That bitch is as hardcore as they come.”

The major looked away and stared at the floor and said, “We’re not going to try to turn her.  This is where you come in.”

I gave the major a sideling glance and said, “I’m not sure I follow you.”

The major cleared his throat and said, “We’ve just made a major medical advance. It’s our most closely guarded secret.  John, we can… we can put your brain inside her head which will allow you to infiltrate all the way to the very heart of the organization!”

I stood there, dumbfounded. I said, “Excuse me, sir? I thought I heard you say you want to put my brain in Nicola Peterson’s head.”

“Precisely, captain,” said Major Sanderson with a straight face. “She’s the number two in their organization. Completely trusted and able to pass any biometric security check.  And look at this…” The major held up a large, expensive looking purse that had been behind his desk. “We made a duplicate of Peterson’s purse out of a synthetic explosive cloth. It only weighs a pound more than her original purse.  It has the same lethal force as ten pounds of C-4.”

“This sounds like something from a bad science fiction movie, Major,” I said, trying to figure out who would come up with such a hare-brained scheme.

“Not really, John,” said Major Sanderson. “Once the last person is in the conference room inside the sealed bunker, you set off the bomb that your purse is made of. The concussion will kill everyone in the room.” He shrugged and continued, “Including you as well, I’m afraid.”

I picked up the purse and examined it more closely. I said, “Wasn’t something like this attempted to try to kill Hitler, but it failed?”

Major Sanderson said, “That’s because they set off the bomb in a wooden building with windows. That won’t happen this time.”

I raised my eyebrow and set the purse on Major Sanderson’s desk. I said, “Are you sure about that?”

The major shrugged and said, “No plan ever survives contact with the enemy. But it’s the best chance we have to take out their leadership.”

“How reliable is your intel?” I asked. “How would you even know this?”

The major sat back down in his chair and leaned back. He said, “We have a couple of people on the inside. Their situation is extremely delicate. They’re not invited to the meeting and there’s no way to deliver a bomb to them anyway.”

“And you really believe this grade B Sci-Fi movie plot of transferring brains is possible?” I asked.

Major Sanderson leaned forward and rested his arms on his desk. He said, “We’ve done it with test subjects.  TNU prisoners; males into females.  Highly successful and reliable operation.”

“And her brain?” I asked. “Are you just tossing it?”

The major shook his head and said, “No. We plan to put it into your body. At least for now.”

“And as Nicola, I just waltz into the facility the day of the meeting? Won’t that send up red flags to them?” I said.

“That would, yes,” said Major Sanderson. “We’re going to arrange a little escape for Nicola Peterson in a few days and she’ll be picked up by TNU forces. John, look. I’ll lay it all out for you. For two, maybe three weeks, you’re going to have to live the life of Nicola Peterson. That means being Jonas’ wife. That means intimacy with Jonas and whatever else they do together.  This mission will really put your resolve to destroy this threat to the acid test.”

I screwed up my face in disgust and said, “What? You mean I have to kiss Jonas and let him fuck me?” I stood up and rested my fists on the major’s desk as I leaned in towards his face and shouted, “Are you out of your fucking mind?”  I paused a moment and in a quieter voice, I said, “Sir.”

Major Sanderson narrowed his eyes and with a scowl quietly said, “At ease, captain!” Leaning back in his chair, he continued, “To answer your question, yes, I am out of my fucking mind. I’m sending one of my best into a living hell and then to his death.  But no one has bigger balls than you, John. Nobody hates the New Utopians more than you.”

Still leaning on my fists, I said, “When do we start?”

Major Sanderson smiled up at me and said, “Tonight.”

*          *         *

“It was a success major,” said a strange male voice. The voice sounded both distant and nearby. “See?  She’s trying to open her eyes.”

“At least her head works,” said a voice that sounded like Major Sanderson. “The rest has to work too.”

I tried to open my eyes, but it was hard and all I could see were blurry images. I tried to move my finger, but it felt like it weighed a ton. I was incredibly sleepy.

“Do you doubt my skills, major?” said the other male voice.

“No. But three of your test subjects died,” said the major.

“Fft!  Technicalities!” said who I had to guess was the surgeon.

They’re talking about me. I was alive in someone else’s body. That horrible woman’s body. That impossible pipe-dream of medical science had actually happened.

Major Sanderson said, “Let’s go check on the other one.”

I drifted back to sleep.

*          *          *

“How do you feel?” asked Major Sanderson as I lay on the hospital bed.

I frowned and said, “Like a billion spiders are under my skin trying to get out.”

Major Sanderson smiled and said, “At least it’s only a billion.”  He laughed at his very tiny joke.

Noticing the long hair lying on either side of my face on the pillow I said, “How did he keep the hair?  He had to open the head, right?”

The major said, “Well, Nicola couldn’t just show up with a shaved head.”

Another face came into view.  He said, “Yes. Instead of just shaving your head, I cut your scalp around the hair line.  At least on you. Your old body, I shaved for expediency. I also injected a long lasting anti-rejection agent so your body won’t try to reject your brain.”

I nodded and got an instant headache. I said, “Yeah, having my brain rejected would be bad.”

Major Sanderson came up closer and said, “We’ll let you get some rest. Doctor Fine says you need to get some bed rest for at least two days before he’ll let you get up…”

Interrupting, Dr. Fine said, “You really need a month of bed rest, but the major informs me we don’t have that kind of time.  What’s sad is that we won’t see the long term effects.”

Major Sanderson placed his hand on Dr. Fine’s shoulder and said, “Let’s go. Hey, at least you have your other test subjects to play with.”  They turned to walk away.

Before they left my room, I could barely hear that Dr. Fine said, “No I don’t. They both killed each other last night.  A murder/suicide…”

*          *          *

I sat up in the hospital bed. The weight of my breasts shifting bothered me as it was something that I naturally had never had to deal with before. I touched them and I have to admit that I enjoyed the sensation of being felt there. I knew what I’d find as I slid my hand down to my crotch. Sliding my fingers across my pussy felt incredibly weird. After a life-time of feeling your cock between your legs, finding a pussy that you can slip your fingers into is very disquieting to say the least.

As I moved to stand up from the bed, long strands of raven hair cascaded across my shoulders and tits. As I tried to stand, I felt disoriented for a few moments. My color perception was off and at first I couldn’t figure out why everything seemed to be viewed at the wrong angle. Then I realized that I was much shorter than I used to be.

I let my hospital gown drop to the floor, and I looked down at this new body I was in. Perky, round boobs projected from my chest. I felt my face and was surprised at how smooth it felt. A few unsteady steps led me to the bathroom. The IV stuck in my hand was on wheels and it followed along with me.

Inside the bathroom was a small wall mirror made of polished metal instead of glass. I looked at myself and saw the beautiful, but very evil face of Nicola Peterson. Looking at that face made my blood boil. It didn’t matter that I was now inside it. It was still her face. I screamed at it and pounded my fist against the mirror. I looked for anything I could lift to pound against the mirror as I continued to yell at the image in it. I began to cry uncontrollably as I kept hitting the mirror and screaming.

I was suddenly no longer alone in the bathroom. I heard someone say, “Calm down, ma’am. Please.”

I felt a stick in my arm and then nothing.

*          *          *

“Well, well, captain. Don’t you look spiffy,” said Major Sanderson.

“Thank you, sir,” I said as we walked down a seemingly endless corridor as I joined Major Sanderson. I was dressed in the uniform of a female officer. The somewhat tight, knee length skirt was restricting my stride, causing me to walk a bit faster to stay up with the major.

“How’s your training coming, captain?” asked the major.

I pointed at my face and said, “Take a gander. I did the make-up all by myself. The training on how to walk and speaking with female inflections went well too. The crash course on the mannerisms of Nicola was probably the hardest. Without the memory implants, I think this job would be impossible at such short notice.”

We stopped in front of a door with a guard standing on either side. Major Sanderson said, “Are you sure you want to go through with this? It might be difficult for you.”

I stared straight ahead at the door and said, “Open it.”

As we entered the room, I tried not to display any hint of a reaction though it was quite a shock to see myself lying on a hospital bed. They had my body wearing leg irons and handcuffed.  My face smiled at me when we entered the room.

It was eerie hearing my voice laugh and it wasn’t me laughing. From my body, Nicola Peterson said, “Well, isn’t this rich! I look rather sharp in a military uniform. I guess I’m wearing your body, whoever you are? I haven’t seen myself, but I knew something was different when I discovered I have a cock.”

I walked up to my body lying in bed. I just looked at my body. It was just plain eerie to see my own body seemingly self-animated. I really couldn’t accept the reality of seeing it moving because someone else’s brain was in my head.  There was a sense of detachment in seeing it from a few feet away.

Before I’d been released from the hospital bed, I’d come to terms with now being a woman. Yes, I had played with my tits and pussy. Honestly, what male wouldn’t play with these new found toys?  I really didn’t care for wearing a bra and I disliked wearing make-up.  But I had to for the mission, and even now, it was a required part of the female uniform which the brass insisted I wear before I went undercover.

My face smiled at me and my voice said, “Are you just going to stare?  Am I that handsome? Can someone get me a mirror?  I might want to try jerking off to myself. Hell, I’d even do you if I wasn’t all chained up.”

I shook my head and said, “Who I am isn’t important.  I know you don’t give a shit about such things, but there was a boy, a young man of fourteen with hopes and dreams and his biggest worry was if he had passed a big math test that day.  The day you murdered him three years ago. His name was Brandon. I just thought it was important you knew that.”

With mock concern, Nicola said, “Aww. Such a sweet story. Was Brandon your son? You’re right. I don’t give a shit. Little Brandon wasn’t the only imperialist brat I killed that day. I’ve killed many more since. And I’ll keep killing them until you people finally wake up and accept our vision of utopia.”

“No,” I said pointing a finger at Nicola. It was strange to see nail polish on my hand. “This ends! I’m seeing to it that you kill no more kids.”

“How? You think you can just walk in looking like me and poof! end it?  Jonas will know immediately it’s not me.” Nicola looked at me and laughed.

“I don’t think so,” I said with a confidence I wasn’t totally sure I felt. “While we had your brain out, we were able to extract the holographic memory overlays of the times you were intimate with Jonas, the way you talk to people as well as walk, sit and even take a shit. Those overlays have been implanted in my brain. I now know all those little things you like to do to your hubby in bed and more.” I smiled and said, “Jonas is my husband now.”

Nicola shook her restraints. It just felt so weird to see my body animated without me inside.  She screamed, “Fuck you! Whatever you have planned won’t work. We’re not stupid, you know.”

I backhanded her and said, “No. Fuck you. I’m going to fuck your husband, and then I’m going to fuck your organization.  It’s over.”

Then, before anyone could react, I pulled a small automatic pistol from my jacket pocket and pumped a round in each lung of my old male body and a round in each leg. I shouted, “That’s for Brandon, you sick bitch!”  The guards immediately moved in and pulled the pistol from my grasp.

Trying to gasp for air and with a shocked look on my old face, Nicola said in a raspy voice, “You shot your own body?”

“I’m not coming back so I have nothing to lose,” I said as guards grabbed each arm. “I have nothing to lose and now you’ll die slowly and painfully like my son.”

*          *          *

“You know we weren’t through interrogating her, right?” asked Major Sanderson.

“I just could not let her breathe one more time, major,” I said. “You wouldn’t have gotten anything out of her anyway. Besides, the holographic impressions are better than any interrogation.”

Major Sanderson frowned and said, “Still. You didn’t have to kill her. What if you come back?”

“You assured me I wouldn’t,” I said.

“I’ve been wrong before, captain. I hope I’m wrong this time too. Or I did. I don’t know what I want now,” said the major.  “Okay, look. In a few hours you make your dramatic jail break. The New Utopians have been watching this facility pretty closely. I imagine that you’ll be picked up within the hour.  Let’s go over the rest of it again, one more time.

“First, communications. Inside your head and the other operative, we have implanted a radio device. It’s currently in passive listening mode to make it harder to detect. Yours is the control unit. Just before you go into the meeting, say ‘active on’. You can just whisper it.  That will put the device in active mode. That way we can communicate with you and the other operative will know to go into action.

“Now, once you are inside their headquarters, play wifey with your hubby, of course and put his mind at ease. A few hours before the meeting, our operative inside will be standing next to a candy machine. Get candy out of the machine and drop this fake candy bar. Inside the wrapper are devices that will over-ride the functioning of the silos. He’s responsible for changing the devices as he already works in that part of the facility. He should be able to get these in place well before the meeting. He’s also going to lock the ventilation system to all be open to expose as much of the facility to the nerve agent as possible when the missiles explode inside the silos.”

“Does this guy have an escape route?” I asked. “Maybe I can help him get out.”

Major Sanderson shook his head and said, “If everything goes to plan, you’ll already be dead. When you set off your bomb, he’ll launch the missiles remotely from the auxiliary launch room, where they’ll explode inside the silos. He’ll have to manually over-ride the ventilation system. He can’t do this ahead of time as it will set off alarms. The nerve agent will flood most of the facility, but not where the meeting will be taking place.”

Frowning, I said, “So this is a one way trip for him as well.”

Running fingers through his thinning hair, Major Sanderson said, “Yes. This is a costly mission.  You two aren’t the only ones we’ll probably lose on this. It’s very critical we succeed. Those clowns in D.C. have finally realized there’s no political solution to this.  It’s up to you to end it, John.”

“Just have your counter offensive ready major,” I said. “I will get this done.”

*          *          *

“I thought we’d never see you again,” said the New Utopian officer sitting across from me in the helicopter. “We got wind of your pending execution, so we broke protocol and just attacked the detention facility. We were surprised how weak the defending forces were.”

“I appreciate you rescuing me, Captain Paulk,” I said. Thank God for these memory implants so I’d know who this joker was.  He was responsible for the Milwaukee Massacre. I really wanted very much to put a bullet in him.  I said, “The commander of that facility is starting to go rouge. He doesn’t have the support from the regular military any longer.  The winds are changing, captain. The wimpy politicians in Washington are wavering. After our demonstration, they’ll capitulate.” That’s our cover story anyway.

Captain Paulk smiled a wide, toothy grin. He leaned back against the side of the helicopter and said, “That demonstration will be a beautiful thing. Glorious!”

I smiled and said, “Glorious indeed.”

A couple of hours later, our helicopter set down at a small, civilian airport. Several SUVs were waiting at the landing site. Standing by the pad, waiting was Jonas Peterson. Mixed feelings ran through me as I looked at him as they killed power to the helicopter rotor.

I hated his guts. He was the reason for so many deaths and so much destruction. But, even if my purse had a pistol in it, I wouldn’t dare shoot him. Not yet.

But on the other hand, and I was warned about this by Dr. Fine, my heart jumped when I saw my husband. Yes, my husband. The doc warned that with my brain now living in an estrogen filled universe, some of my attitudes and emotions might shift. Add into the mix, the memory implants so I’d know exactly how I should react after being separated from him for an extended time. He was a gorgeous man and I loved him deeply. But despite this, I knew these feelings were only there to get me past the door. They would not over-ride my mission. The memory of holding Brandon was much stronger.

As I jumped from the helicopter, I ran towards my husband squealing, “Jonas my love! I’ve missed you so much!”  I threw my arms around his neck and we kissed deeply, despite being surrounded by subordinates.

“Oh Nicola!” said Jonas when he came up for air. “I was so afraid I’d lost you to those barbarians.”  He kissed me again.  He pulled away and held me at arm’s length. He looked over me and said, “Are you hurt?  Did they do anything to you?”

I ran my fingers through his hair and smiled sweetly to him. I said, “No my love. After many hours of questioning, which I refused to answer they gave up. They are weak. They wouldn’t torture a woman.”

Jonas smiled and said, “Yes. They are weak. You’ve heard that many in Washington are considering giving into our demands?  All they need is a little push.” He laughed heartily.

I kissed him again and said, “I missed you so much!”

Jonas smiled and said, “Me too my love. Let’s get in the truck and get back to the facility.”

We climbed into the back of the SUV and Jonas put his arm around my shoulder and said to the driver, “Home James.”  He then laughed.

Turning to me he said, “I was desperately worried about you, Nikki. I was seriously considering releasing the missiles early and on Washington if they had harmed you.”

I played my fingers on his cheek.  His several days of beard growth actually seemed to turn me on. Nuzzling his neck, I said, “Well, I’m back and that would have hurt our plans.”

“Plans don’t matter if you’re not here with me,” Jonas said as he looked out the SUV’s window.  He picked up my hand and kissed my knuckles.  Glancing over at me he smiled and said, “We’re going to do it, babe! We’re going to change the world!”

We drove for half an hour into a wooded area. The driver made a sudden right turn and the forest opened up and swallowed our three truck convoy. We were suddenly in a lighted tunnel heading downward into a mountain.

After a few minutes of driving through the tunnel, we emerged into a large room where other vehicles were parked and dozens of people walking about. This was a much larger operation than even our intel provided us.  I later learned that there was an aircraft hanger down here, and several in-house run stores for groceries and personal items. To control access to the outside world they even had their own internet and cable TV.

It was still over a week until the big conference that would bring everyone together. The assemblage was going to discuss how to finish dividing up the country and who would control those zones. Also, we were going to discuss how to intimidate the rest of the world into joining us.  The Russians and Chinese were going to be a problem even though China was a partner in all this, as was Iran and Iraq. The rest of Europe and Japan was already afraid of us.  Well, I say “us”, but I mean the New Utopians.

I was deathly afraid that during the intervening week, I’d be tasked with the slaughter of more children.  Killing kids was a Nicola Peterson specialty.  She delighted in it.  I felt no remorse in putting bullets into her.  I know I’m deep undercover, but even for the sake of the greater mission, could I follow through with commanding such deaths?

Waving and greeting various people along the way, Jonas led me by the hand to a row of elevators along the far wall. He went to the last one, inserted a key and pressed the button. The doors slid open and we went inside the elevator car.  There was only one button to press inside.  If you were up, it went down and vice versa.  It opened onto Jonas’ and my private suite.

As we exited the elevator, Jonas pulled off his shirt and said, “Ah, Nikki. I barely slept while you were away.” He took my hand by my fingers and led me to our bedroom. He kissed me and said, “We have much catching up to do.”  He smiled seductively and slowly started to undress me.

I stood before Jonas, naked, as his eyes devoured me.  His hand softly touched my cheek as his fingers slid down to my jaw.  He then gently touched my breasts, then kissed them and ran his tongue around my nipple and then he slid to his knees. From my implanted memories, I knew what was coming, but I still didn’t expect the sensation as his tongue slid into my pussy.  My legs weakened as he stayed there a few moments, his tongue working magic on me.

Finally, he stood, pulled the satin sheets back on the bed and pulled me gently onto the bed. He touched my face again and said, “You are so beautiful, my love.”  He kissed me and started kneading my breasts. I have never felt this way before and I was in ecstasy.

We kissed and fondled each other for what seemed an eternity. My breathing was labored and my pussy was very ready for him. I did not flinch when he mounted me. I know he’s my husband. I know I’ve been conditioned to love and desire him. But my God, Jonah is an artist when it comes to sex. I’ve never been so overcome with pleasure in my life.  When he made that final thrust, I couldn’t help but scream with pleasure.

*          *          *

“Are you sure you want to postpone the strike on that Catholic school in California?” asked Jonas sounding a bit disappointed.  “It’s one of the few remaining Catholic schools there. They need to be taught that there’s no room for religion in our utopia.”

I looked across the breakfast table at Jonas and said, “I know, sweetie. But I’m thinking maybe if we keep them guessing about our next strike, our demonstration will have a much greater impact.”

Jonas took a few bites of his scrambled eggs and began to nod. He said, “You may be right, my love. After our demonstration, I think more people will be willing to join us.”

I grinned and held up my orange juice glass and said, “We can always kill them later.”

Jonas smiled back at me and clinked his orange juice glass against mine.

*          *          *

The conference was just a few hours away!  I stood nervously in front of a snack machine, trying to figure out what to get.  All the snacks were from North Korea, another sponsor, and nothing looked appetizing. Well, it wasn’t like I was going to eat it anyway. A short guy stood behind me as I considered my selection. I plunked in some coins and pressed a button.

As I started to reach into the machine, I deftly pulled a different snack bar from my purse and dropped it along with the real bar.  I said, “Oops.”

The man behind me bent over quickly and said, “Here let me help you.” Before he took the bar, we had to exchange stupid pass codes. I’ll let Major Sanderson take full credit for them.

I said, “I have to hurry. The horn blows at midnight.”

The man looked over at me and said, “That’s what happens to the men who stare at goats.”

He looked at me and ever so slightly nodded. He handed me the real candy bar and he quickly pocketed the fake bar.

I said, “Thank you. I don’t think I can bend that far.”  Actually, from my experience the nights before, this body could bend into a pretzel.

He said, “You’re welcome, ma’am.” He then bought a different candy bar from the machine and walked away.

I tried not to obviously look around to see if anyone caught our little exchange.  Apparently no one had.  For one brief moment I looked into the eyes of my co-conspirator in suicide. The major never told me why he had volunteered for this one way trip. I was envious of him.  He’ll know if I was successful or not, and he’ll know if he was successful or not at least for a minute or two.  If I succeed, I won’t know anything.

As I walked down the hall, I tried to not look or act nervous.  I wasn’t nervous about dying. I settled that when Brandon died in my arms. I was worried about screwing up the most important mission of my life.

I checked the time and decided that I probably should be heading to the meeting. The only access was down an elevator shaft from the central control room.  The control room was kept mostly in subdued light and was automated with a minimum staff.  Two walls were covered with monitors showing most of the facility.

As I entered the control room, one of the staff there looked up and said, “Let me scan your palm, ma’am.”

I looked surprised and said, “You have to scan me?”

The staffer nodded and said, “Yes ma’am. Everyone. No exceptions.”

I held out my palm and he scanned it with something that resembled a bar-code reader.  I said, “Keep up the good work.”  He waved me through.

I rode down the elevator alone. The room was deep underground and its ventilation was a shaft that ran from the room to a hidden port on the surface. I kept thinking how these were my last few moments on Earth, what should I be thinking of? But I couldn’t think of anything.

The elevator door slid open and there before me were around thirty of the most notorious thugs and butchers the world has known in a long time.  Each alone was responsible for hundreds or even thousands of deaths. And here they all were gathered, in a radiation hardened room with giant flat screen monitors suspended from the walls.  The over-sized table around which all the chairs in the room were gathered sported data terminals dotting its other-wise smooth surface.

The men all stood when I entered. One of the women turned her chair to face me and said, “Nicola! How great for you to join us! Jonas will be here shortly.”

“Hello everyone!” I said pleasantly.  Enjoy these last minutes, I thought.  I sat down in one of the two empty chairs at the head of the table.  Everyone sat back down after I sat.

“We all heard about your narrow escape, Nicola,” said a man near the other end of the table.  Digging into my new memory, I pulled up the name Raphael.  “We’re very glad to have you back.”

I said, “Thank you, Raphael. I feel very fortunate to be here. Thanks to our gallant soldiers.”

The elevator doors slid open and out walked my handsome husband, Jonas.  Everyone stood, including me.  I smiled as he waved to everyone and walked towards me. I’m not afraid to admit I’m going to miss spending my nights with him. He walked up to me, gave me a quick kiss and turned to face those assembled in the room.

“Be seated,” Jonas said as he took his own seat. “I want to thank everyone for making time to be here. This is a very important meeting. I have some very promising news.” He paused for effect and then said, “My fellow Utopians, we are on the brink of winning the day. The political will in Washington is faltering. Many are tired of fighting our insurgency and are ready for an agreement. Any agreement. After our demonstration later this week, all of them will be begging for an agreement. The military is weakening by many of their youngest soldiers leaving and joining our cause.”

Jonas stood up and pounded the table as he shouted, “Victory will be ours!”

A cheer went up inside the sealed meeting room.

I whispered, “Active On.”

Sounding tiny and electronic, the voice of the operative who took the devices to cause the missiles to blow up on their launch pads said, “Roger that.”

Another tiny voice; that of Major Sanderson said, “Godspeed.”

I was just about to start the thirty second timer inside my purse when the other operative said, “Shit. The auxiliary launch room was supposed to be empty. I can’t launch the missiles or even lock the ventilation system now.”

Major Sanderson said, “How many are there?”

“Three.”

“You have to take them out,” said Major Sanderson.

There were a few moments of silence.  And suddenly the other operative shouted, “I’ve been spotted!”  There was a muffled sound of several shots being fired and the operative cried out.

Major Sanderson gravely said, “It’s up to you, John. There’s only seconds before the alarm sounds.”

I leaned over to Jonas and said into his ear, “I need to go to the little girls’ room.  I’ll be right back.”

Jonas looked annoyed, but said, “Sure babe.”  He kissed me before I could stand up. Oh God I’m going to miss these kisses.  I mentally slapped myself…focus!  I hit the timer switch and set my purse down on the chair next to Jonas and hurried to the elevator.

Mere seconds after the elevator doors closed and the car began to rise, than alarm klaxons began to sound. I said aloud, “I sure hope they can’t shut this elevator down.”  The seconds ticked by. This elevator suddenly seemed like the slowest elevator in captivity.  I started muttering, “Come on! Come on, dammit!”

Finally the doors slid open and I stepped out. I shouted at the guard next to the elevator door, “What the hell’s going on?”

The soldier stiffened and said, “I don’t know ma’am. The alarms just started!”

I stormed passed the guard and shouted at one of the control staff sitting at her console, “Lock the doors to this room now!”  I saw her frantically tapping keys on her console.

And then me, the guard, and the two control room operators were knocked to the floor by a huge explosion.  The elevator doors were blasted from the elevator shaft along with a billow of flame, smoke and debris. 

The guard was either dead or unconscious as he lay still on the floor. I pulled his sidearm from its holster. I whispered, “Phase One complete.”

A voice in my head said, “Good work, John! Can you fire the missiles?”

I said, “Working on it.”

The female control operator rushed to my side and said, “Are you alright, ma’am?”  She started to help me to my feet.

I said, “We’re under attack!  Where’s the vent control?  We may need to lock the ventilation system in case they try a gas attack.”

The woman looked at me curiously along with fear in her eyes. She said, “The ventilation system is on automatic, ma’am. It will close should any concentration of foreign matter enter the system.  But here is the manual over-ride.”

Through the control room windows, I could see mass hysteria as panicked people rush in seemingly random directions.  Some were trying to open the door and banging on the glass.

The woman looked at me hesitantly. I said, “Keep the doors locked. Those might be saboteurs.”

Panic was starting to set in on the two control room operators. I shouted, “This attack means a change of plans. Re-direct the missiles to hit Washington D.C. and launch them now!”

The male operator shook his head and said, “We need authorization from Jonas Peterson to launch!”

Angrily I shouted, “Jonas is dead. I’m his fucking wife!” I pointed the pistol I retrieved from the guard, at the man’s nose and shouted, “This is your authorization! Fire those fucking missiles now!”

“Yes ma’am,” said the man as he sat down at his console.

I pointed the gun at the woman and said, “Help him. Launch as soon as you change their vector.”

The woman sat down next to the man and said, “Yes ma’am.”

With both their backs to me, I pushed the manual over-ride on the ventilation system to ensure all the vents in the facility remained open to allow the nerve agent to flow unhindered.

After punching a bunch of buttons, the man said calmly, “Launch in T-minutes thirty seconds.”

I screamed, “Fuck the countdown! Launch!”

Looking frustrated and fearful, the man punched a button and said, “Launching…”

The woman shouted, “Abort! Abort! The silo doors are still closed!”

The man started to reach over to slap a big red button. I sent a bullet through his skull. Looking betrayed and shocked, the woman dived for the big red candy-like button. A bullet stopped her.

And suddenly, all the glass in the control room, including monitors shattered and the whole facility rocked from a massive explosion. People were screaming as the ceiling and walls started to collapse around them.  I was tossed against one of the consoles as the ceiling in the control room fell, pinning me by a large chunk of steel and concrete onto the console.

I yelled in pain. I was pinned tight and I think my legs were broken.

Barely able to speak, I croaked, “Mission accomplished.”

Major Sanderson shouted, “John! Thank God you’re still alive! You did it, captain! You broke the back of the insurgents and pretty much destroyed their headquarters.”

I said in a hoarse voice, “I’m glad I got to see it all the way through.” I coughed and tasted blood in my mouth.

Major Sanderson said, “Hang in there, captain. As soon as the nerve agent has dissipated we’ll be sending in troops. You gotta hang in there.”

I felt my skin starting to prickle and my breathing became harder. I said, “The nerve agent has made it into the control room, major. I don’t have long.” I coughed again, worse this time.

Major Sanderson said, “Dammit! Thank you for your service, captain and may God have mercy on you.”

I smiled though Major Sanderson couldn’t see it. I looked around the broken control room. Fires were everywhere. Smoke filled the room and outside hallways. People were choking and gasping.

I closed my eyes to rest. The screaming and shouts of the dying faded away. And then all was quiet.

*         *          *

“John?”

It seemed like hours had passed. My pain had mercifully left me.  I opened my eyes at the sound of someone approaching.

Walking toward me through the shattered control room was my beautiful wife Kristi. Behind her was Brandon holding Timmy’s hand and they were smiling at me. 

Kristi extended her hand toward me and said, “Come, John. Time to come home…”

*          *          *

The End


Long Way From Home

“Come on, honey,” said Mom as she tugged on my arm. “Just come with me. I’ll only be a minute.”

“That’s what you said last time!” I scowled. “I don’t like going into dress stores.”

Mom frowned, “Nobody is going to think we’re going to buy you a dress, Paul.  We’re here just so I can check their selections. You know I have that big meeting coming up next week.”

I pulled my arm away from Mom’s grasp, “That’s great, Mom. But you don’t need me.  I just want to hang out in the hall and watch the girls.”

“I don’t want you hanging out there by yourself,” said Mom seriously. “There’re just too many weirdoes around.”

I grunted a laugh.  “I’m seventeen, Mom. I’ll be fine. I really don’t want to go in that store. Sorry.”

Mom frowned again. “I know what this is about. Quit worrying that you’ll be mistaken for a girl… again.”  Mom just stared at me, with almost a pleading look in her eyes. “Please?  I hate shopping by myself.”

I heaved a heavy sigh, “Okay. You win. Let’s just don’t spend all day in there.  Please?”

Mom grinned, “We won’t.  I promise.” She reached out to take my hand.

Feeling embarrassed, I pulled my hand away. In a hushed voice I said, “Mom! I’m not a kid anymore!”

Mom just frowned and shook her head.  She turned to walk into the store. Feeling annoyed, I followed her inside.

About a half hour later, we had managed to avoid any sales people and Mom was carrying three skirts.  She turned to me, “See?  It’s not taking all day. I just need to get one blouse to go with this skirt and we’ll go.” She held up a skirt for me to look at like I cared.

As Mom turned to track down that one blouse, a sales lady walked up to her. “Can I help you find something, ma’am?”

Mom smiled and said, “I think I’m good. I just need to find a blouse.”

The sales lady nodded. “If you need any help, please let me know. Is there anything we can find for your lovely daughter?”

I shook my head and looked over at Mom.  “I’ll wait outside.”  And without another word, turned to leave the store.

This happens all too often. I’m cursed to look exactly like Mom when she was a teen. While my hair isn’t as short as a typical boy, it isn’t long like a typical girl. Sales people in stores are always telling me how pretty I am. Even girls at school say it and it bugs the living shit out of me.  The guys make fun of me too, and it doesn’t help that I’m also a runt.  I wanted to die last year when the girl’s coach mistakenly suggested in a crowded hall that I should try out for cheerleader.  Everyone laughed and I wanted to crawl under a rock.

I breathed in the relaxing cool air of the hallway of the mall, as I quickly exited the dress store.  Okay, the temperature of the air in the store was the same as in the hall, but it was certainly less stressful.

I walked a little ways down from the store. I didn’t want to get too far or Mom wouldn’t be able to find me.  I looked up and down the hall looking for a bench to sit on and watch the ebb and flow of the crowds.  I couldn’t help but notice just how many stores were now empty. I wondered how much longer the mall was even going to be around.  I’d read that the mall owners were hemorrhaging money.

I was standing in front of one of the empty stores.  It looked like it was being remodeled.  Probably going to be yet another clothes or shoe store.  I looked at the time on my phone wondering how much longer Mom would be. I felt a stick to my neck.

*          *          *

My head pounded. But I found I couldn’t rub it as my hands were tied. I was blind folded and there was a ball gag in my mouth. I felt slightly chilled and realized I was naked, and my hands and feet were tied and I became aware I was lying on the floor.

“You idiot!” said a voice just at the edge of my hearing. “You realize you picked up a boy?”

“I do now,” answered a different voice. “They actually pay more for boys.”

“Perverts! Hey, shhhhh.”  I felt another stick in my neck.

*          *          *

My head hurt. My ears were ringing. Every muscle in my body was stiff. I felt numb all over. I couldn’t open my eyes and my hearing was muffled.  What the fucking hell? I tried to move, but couldn’t.

From behind me, a muffled voice said, “The new recruit is starting to wake up. Pixie, it’s your job to make sure he’s ready in about three hours.”

“Yes sir,” said a muffled girlish voice beside me.  I heard a laugh and then a door closed.

I still couldn’t open my eyes, but I started feeling fingers gently massaging my arms and legs.  The numbness started to disappear.

“Just relax,” said the girlish voice again. “The effects will wear off quickly. You’ve had a long journey.”

Journey?  What is she talking about?  Feeling was starting to return to my fingers and legs.  After a moment, I finally stretched my legs out.  I realized I’d been curled up in a fetal position. I opened my eyes and saw a blurry girl looking at me as she continued to rub my muscles.

As she worked her fingers into my muscles, she sighed, “I’m not going to sugar coat it. You’re going to despise it here. We all do. But you need to be ready for your evaluation in a couple of hours.”

I tried to speak. My mouth was so dry, my tongue felt like a giant lump of rubber. My vision was clearing. I still couldn’t tell where I was other than lying on the floor. I looked at the girl. She was very pretty but she’d over done her make-up a bit. Her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders and she was only dressed in lingerie.

“Can you sit up?”

With a bit of effort, I discovered I could force myself to a sitting position. I also discovered that I was completely naked. Naked in front of this girl.

“Good!” She smiled at me.  “In a few minutes you’ll be functional enough to start getting ready.”

I stretched my arms forward and back and looked sideways at the girl. I thought that since she’s been seeing me all this time with no clothes on, it doesn’t matter. “Ready for what? And where the hell am I?”  I looked around the room I was in.  There were plastic chairs lining the walls.  There were two doors. Next to one door was a desk. The only thing on the desk was a computer terminal.

She held out a hand to help me get to my feet and stand steady. “You’re not going to like it, but there’s not a damned thing you can do about it. My name is Pixie by the way.”  She looked at me and sighed, “You’re on Mars.”

I just stared at her with what I was sure was a stupid expression. “Get out! What? You’re fucking me!”

Looking sad, Pixie said, “I wish it wasn’t so. You came with the latest batch of slaves. Sex slave in your case. At least you don’t have to work in the mines.”

I pulled my hand away from Pixie. “This is bullshit. NASA isn’t snatching kids for slaves on Mars. That was a joke.”

Pixie shook her head.  “No joke. I understand it all started back around 2013 by someone at NASA. There’s a small staff of foremen and administrators… maybe around 20 or 30? The rest are kids used as slave labor. And they drop like flies.”

“I’m not buying it!” I shouted angrily. “You’re lying! Where are we? I need to get back home.”

Pixie frowned deeply, “I’m not lying. You’re on Mars. Jump up. There’s less gravity here. And you’re never going home again.”  I saw tears well up in her eyes.

I just stared at her for a moment.  I didn’t seriously believe her.  But if I remembered correctly, I’d weigh less than half my normal weight on Mars.  I smirked at her and did jump. I hit my head on the ceiling. Holy shit!

“Now do you believe me?” asked Pixie.

I rubbed my head, “No. That’s a trick.”

Pixie looked at the clock on the wall, “We’re running out of time. It doesn’t matter what you believe. Come with me. I’ll show you your room.”

I folded my arms, “Nothing doing. I’m staying right here until I get some answers.”

Looking apprehensive, Pixie tugged on my arm. “Please! Come with me. If you’re not ready for your evaluation, they’ll punish me. And they might just decide you’re not worth the trouble and toss you into the mines. You’re pretty, soft and feminine. You won’t last long there.” Her eyes widened with pleading. “Please?”

I unfolded my arms, “Okay. Lead the way.”  I figured if they were just going to kill me, they would have done so when I was helpless.

We left the large room that I learned later was considered a lobby or a group area and entered a long stark hallway.  Pixie led me a few doors down and then stopped in front of one.

“This is your room. You will live, eat, sleep and do your job in this room. You’re not allowed to ever go beyond the room we just left. Are you clear on this?” I nodded and she opened the door.

We stepped into the room and I was shocked.  The room was decked out in what should be called “modern bordello”. There was a single large bed covered in satin sheets. Dresses and other clothes hung from a rack along one wall. There was a desk, the surface of which was covered with cosmetics and God knows what else.  Along another wall was a large dresser. On the walls were pictures of women with chains on the wrists and collars on their necks. There was a large screen TV showing porn videos. And emanating from somewhere in the room came that light, smooth jazz that’s the background music of those soft-core porn movies on Cinemax.

“My room?” I gasped.  “This looks more like a room for a hooker.”

“Bingo,” Pixie said without a smile.

“I don’t get it,” I said as I scanned around the room.

Sadness clouding her pretty face, “Don’t worry. You will. Now sit down at your vanity. I’ll teach you later, but to get you ready for your evaluation, I’ll do your make-up for you.”  She held up something skimpy, “And then you’ll get dressed.”

I waved her off. “This is stupid. I’m not wearing make-up and I’m definitely not wearing any of these clothes. Especially whatever that is.”

Suddenly angry, Pixie shouted, “Look you moron! I know you just got here and this is hard to take in, but look around. Whoever you were is over. You’re never seeing your mother again. You’re never going home.  You exist only at the pleasure of the men who run this station. There are twenty of us in this building. God knows if there are other facilities like this on Mars. All the girls here are under eighteen.  I think the youngest is ten. They all want to go home. And it’s just not the men who work here who use us.  There are no laws here. They bring in anyone who can afford it. It’s a playground for millionaire perverts.”

Also angry, I shouted back, “I’m not buying it! This is insane! If true, using you girls as sex slaves is horrible! But I have to say, why me?  I’m not a girl!”

Pixie just gave me a withering glare. After a moment or two, she said, “Neither am I.”

“What do you mean you’re not a girl?” I looked at her with disbelief.

“I’m a boy like you,” Pixie said as she folded her arms. “I know of at least one other boy in our situation. The rest, as far as I know, are genetic girls.”

“I don’t get it!” I cried. “And I can’t believe you’re a boy.”

Pixie grinned humorously and pulled her panty to one side. And there was her dick, tiny though it was. “Some men prefer something exotic. Now, we’re running out of time.”

I sank back into my chair, “You mean I’m to be a sex slave to… to men?  No. I refuse.”

Pixie shook her head, “No. Please don’t refuse. Like I said, you’re already pretty and feminine, which is why they grabbed you.  If you refuse, they’ll send you to the mines. You’ll be raped constantly by the other slaves and also the foremen.  You won’t last long.”

Feeling tears welling up, desperation sinking in I asked, “What’s the difference? Raped here, raped there. Sounds like death would be welcome.”  My head was in a spin. On Mars? Mines? Sex slaves? Sounded like the plot of some cheap and cheesy sci-fi porn movie.

Pixie smirked at me, “Brave words.  I refused too, at first. They put me in the mines for two days as punishment. I was happy to come back to even this. At least here, your um, activities are somewhat controlled. Please. Take my advice. Let me help you wear make-up and wear this teddy and stockings so you can be ready for your evaluation. If you want to keep breathing, do everything they demand and act grateful for their mercy. Remember… they don’t care about you as a human being. But they care about the cost of bringing you here. Please. Just do as they demand, please them and you’ll live.”

I breathed a heavy sigh. I had absolutely no desire to be a sex slave, but I didn’t want to be dead either. I looked at Pixie. It was impossible to see her as a boy. And yet she’s managing this.  She’s playing the game and not resisting. Could I really do that? Would I want to?

“Okay. I seem to be all out of options at the moment. So go ahead,” I said with another sigh.

She nodded, “Good decision. Going with the flow just makes your life easier.”

“But you’re still a sex slave,” I added.

She started applying foundation, “Yes. And I stay soft and relatively comfortable. The mines are a slow and agonizing death. The smelting plant is even worse.”

Trying to change the subject, I asked, “I doubt your real name is Pixie. Can I ask your real name?”

Pixie stopped fussing with my make-up for a moment and looked wistful for a moment, “I haven’t thought about who I used to be for months.  My name?  Um… it was… wow, hard to remember.  Ron.  That’s it.  My name was Ron.”

I smiled slightly as Pixie continued to work my face. “I’m Paul. From Dallas.”

Pixie grunted a laugh, “Sucks to meet you, Paul.  I sincerely wished we didn’t have to meet.  I’m from Roswell.  I was out riding my bicycle and suddenly woke up here.”  She paused a few moments before barking a laugh. “At first I thought I was brought to some strange prison because I’d hacked into a military data feed.”

Despite the situation I laughed, “You’re a hacker? What were you doing hacking the military?”

Pixie shrugged, “I wasn’t trying to. I was trying to tap into a satellite signal. I discovered a sub-carrier so I tapped into that thinking there might be something cool there.  I found a sub-carrier in the sub-carrier. It was using military grade encryption so I couldn’t get into it.  When I told my friend about it, he said I’d gotten into military communications.  I don’t know if I believed him or not, but I didn’t try again.  A week later I’m here.”

I shook my head.  “It all just might be a coincidence. Chances are you just broke into a phone or cable company communications.  More interesting story than mine for being here.”

As she smoothed out the make-up a little more, Pixie asked, “Oh?  Who did you piss off?”  She grinned.

I sighed, “Just my Mom.  She wanted me to help her look for dresses and I walked out of the store and wound up here.”

Pixie grinned, “Talk about irony. You escaped shopping for a dress and because of that, you wind up here wearing one.  Sort of.”

I sighed heavily, “What I wouldn’t give to not have been so stupid and stayed to help Mom.”

After a few moments of silence, Pixie leaned back to get a better view of me. “Wow. You’re gorgeous. They’re going to love you.  Now, put the teddy and stockings on. We’re almost out of time.”

As I fumbled with the unfamiliar garments I asked, “What exactly is this evaluation?”

Pixie looked sad again.  She sighed, “To see how good you are for sex. If you don’t please the evaluator, they might put you in the mines or for meanness just toss you outside in the environment.  I’ve seen them do it to unmanageable recruits.”

I cringed, “What a fucking hell hole.”

Pixie looked at me earnestly, “I know it repulses you. I know it’s against your nature. But if you want to live, you must pleasure that man as best you can. Do everything he tells you.  I can’t be more serious.”

The door to my room opened and a man stepped in. There was no knock. He just entered.  He was tall, well muscled and hadn’t shaved in a few days.  He looked at me and grinned broadly.

“I hope you’re as good as you look, baby,” said the man as he approached.  He looked over at Pixie and said simply, “Leave.”

Pixie lowered her eyes and quietly said, “Yes, sir.”

I looked up at the man who now stood next to me, “Hi. Can I ask some questions…?”

Suddenly scowling, the man shouted, “Shut up, slut! Women don’t speak without permission.  Now stand up.”

Humiliated beyond my imagination and fearing being hit, I slowly stood up.

The man walked around me, grinning.  “Now aren’t you just the prettiest little thing? I’d dare say you’re prettier than the whore that just left.  Let’s see what you got.”  He dropped his pants and just stood there grinning.

I just stood there, frozen.  I really really didn’t want to do what he was expecting.  His dick was rising up and expanding.  I was appalled that he was getting turned on by looking at me. I just stared at his growing member, not wanting to move.

The man continued grinning, “I know you want it, slut. I can see it in your eyes. I sure would hate to toss something as pretty as you out in the environment.”

I felt sick. I wanted to run. I wanted to cry. Remembering what Pixie just told me, I closed my eyes and slid to my knees.  He must have leaned forward because his penis touched my lips.  I clinched my eyes closed and opened my mouth and he slid inside. I wanted to throw up.

As I started to pleasure him with my lips and tongue, I thought to myself, “You have to sell this boy. You have to sell it. You have to make him believe you enjoy it, to make it to the next round. I have to believe there’s a tomorrow. I have to believe there’s a way home and this is how I get there.”

The man moaned and groaned a bit. I tried everything I remember seeing the girls do in the videos I watched with my old friend Matt at his house when his parents were out of town.  Suddenly, the man made a thrust forward and my mouth was filled with this horrible, nasty, salty snot-like crap. He pulled my head towards him held my mouth closed, forcing me to swallow and it just seemed to keep going.

His dick slipped from my mouth as he dropped into the chair behind him.  He was trying to catch his breath.  He looked down at me as I wiped some dribble from my chin. “Well yee haw!” he shouted. “Just look at you, you little sex kitten! I think I’ve found my new favorite girl.  Ho, you totally drained me.  I’ll have to finish the second half of my evaluation later.  I have no doubt you’ll pass though. Now clean me off.”  I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t see it and licked the semen from his penis. God I wanted to throw up. Grinning at me, the man said, “Stand up.”

I slowly stood up and flashed the man a very weak smile. I stood there shaking wondering what was next.

He suddenly kissed me hard, sticking his tongue in my mouth.  “I’ll see you later.” He laughed as he left my room.

I slid back to the floor, crying. I must have spit for half an hour.

*          *          *

I was still sitting on the floor, staring blankly at the wall when the door to my room slowly opened. Oh God, I thought.  More already?

“Paul?  You okay?” asked Pixie.

“I survived,” I said with a shallow breath.  “Down here.”

Pixie sat on the floor across from me. “I heard from one of the foremen that you exceeded expectations.  Good job, Paul. No, really.  It should make things easier on you.”

I didn’t look over at her. “Terrific. My mom would be so proud.”

“At least you’re alive,” Pixie said seriously, her eyes widened. “And if you do really well on the next part of your eval, which he told me is coming up in an hour, they might be moving you to the top tier earlier than normal.”

I frowned at Pixie, “High end prostitute.  I can finally check that off my bucket list.”

She started to stand. “Come on, girl. Let’s fix your make-up. You never want to look like you were just fucked.”

I started to stand up. I scowled at Pixie.  “Do you work for them or something? How do you know so much? And don’t call me girl.”

With a tinge of anger in her voice, Pixie said, “You’re a girl now.  Get used to it. And I’ve been here two months longer than you have. I know what’s going on both because I’m a bit of a trustee and act as madam because I don’t cause trouble and the foreman that just fucked me told me about it.”

I sat down in the chair at the vanity. “I’m sorry. We need to stick together.”

Pixie sat down across from me and started refreshing my make-up. “Yes. But I’m afraid to make close friends. People disappear here quickly.”

The door burst open and the man whose name I still didn’t know stepped briskly in. Pointing at Pixie he barked, “You.  Get lost.”

He grinned at me. “You know, gorgeous. I have a feeling I’m going to really enjoy this. Bend over the bed.”  He then dropped his pants once more and took a step towards me.

“This is my favorite part of the job; poppin’ cherries,” said the man with a laugh. “I’m really going to enjoy this!” He pushed his cock inside me.

Oh my God! The pain…

*          *          *

I was startled awake by the covers being jerked from my bed. A man’s voice bellowed, “Are you going to sleep all day?  Get up, you whore. You got some grub waiting here and you get a day with Pixie training you on how to get yourself ready for your day.”

I rolled over, wearing only a nightie and looked bleary-eyed at the man. I then looked at the clock by my bed. It showed five thirty. AM? PM? Or I don’t know what the fuck M.  No doors with a view of outside visible. No windows. No calendars hanging on the walls.

“Do you remember the name we gave you yesterday?” asked the man in an angry tone. I hadn’t seen this man before.

Name?  They gave me a name?  My head was splitting in pain and my butt was on fire.  I squinted at the man and said, “No.”

“No?” laughed the man. “That’s half right.  Your name is Nova, bitch. Maybe that’s the wrong name for you since you don’t seem too bright. Now pay attention. You’re expected to be awake by Oh six hundred. Your food arrives at oh six thirty. Your first client arrives at oh eight hundred. Be ready or suffer.”  He turned and quickly left the room.

Oh joy. My first full day at the five star accommodations on Mars.  I stretched, slung my legs over the side of my bed and walked to the food tray. I guess I was stupid to actually expect some type of real breakfast.  It was just a bowl of oatmeal and a cup of water.

I picked up a high heel shoe from the floor and hurled it at the door and shouted, “I ordered scrambled eggs and bacon!”  I then turned and collapsed back on the bed and cried.  This can’t be real! This can’t really be happening to me.  Despite the light gravity, I didn’t believe I was actually on Mars.

Pixie opened my door and peered in. “Are you okay, Nova?”

Scowling, I spat at Pixie, “No! My name’s not Nova and I’m not okay!”

“Girlfriend, don’t get mad at me!” shouted Pixie. “None of this is my idea.”

I angrily shouted back, “I’m not your girlfriend! I’m not a girl!”

Pixie suddenly pushed her face right into mine. “Look, stupid! This is your life now. It sucks, but that’s how it is. No one, and I mean no one will see you as a boy. You’re not going home. Play the game and things go smoother. Or don’t and be in pain and misery or dead. Now, sit down and let me show you how to do your make-up. I can’t do it for you every day.”

The next twenty minutes or so was very uncomfortable as I sat there and fumed at Pixie. I finally relaxed and let her instruct me. I swore to myself I’d find a way to get back home, but for now, I’d play the game.

*          *          *

“Girls, I’d like you all to meet Nova. She’s our newest entertainer,” said Pixie standing next to me.  She had gathered all the girls in our building into the foyer. I counted twenty others. The others would say their name and greet me to express their sadness that I was now a part of them.  I chaffed at Pixie referring to us as “entertainers”.

One girl with very long blonde hair, chewing gum and looking annoyed said, “Another femboi, huh. That makes three of you now.”  She was lounging in her chair, her arm propping up her head.

I frowned, “I’m not a femboi.”

The blonde laughed, “Girl, you wouldn’t be here otherwise!  I mean look at you!  You’re prettier than half the real girls here.”

Getting pissed, Pixie said, “Trixie, just leave her alone. Like all of us, she didn’t choose to come here.”

Trixie sat up straight and pointed at me, “Now listen girl. Don’t go getting any ideas. I’m the most popular. I’m the one all the men want to be with. Understand?”

I held up my hands defensively, “You can have them all. I don’t care.”

“I heard some of the men talking out here in the lobby,” Trixie continued to point at me. “They can’t wait to fuck you.  It’s like they have a new toy.”

Pixie sighed, “Knock it off, Trixie. Of course the new girl gets attention.  Happened to all of us. You know she has no choice in who picks her.  Okay, girls. Back to your rooms. Most of you, a client will be here in about ten minutes.”

I just sat there in silence and watched my fellow inmates exit the room. As soon as Trixie had left I turned to face Pixie.

“What’s her problem?” I asked. “You’d think she enjoys this.”

Pixie shrugged, “Everyone deals with this in their own way. She probably does take some pride in being the favorite.  It’s how she copes. You take enjoyment where you can. I know you don’t believe me right now, but you’ll find that you look forward to some of the men.”

“Well, I was serious about her taking all of mine,” I said shaking my head.

We spent the rest of the day with Pixie going over how to apply make-up several times. I swear if I hear her say one more time “You’ll get used to it”, I would beat her.  She taught me the proper way to walk in high heels. She went over the finer points in seducing a man.

I scowled at Pixie. “Why bother to seduce these assholes? We’re just stupid sex slaves to them. I’m already considered a bimbo.”

Pixie smiled knowingly. “If you seduce the asshole, I mean client, you gain some measure of control over them. You seduce them, make them think they’re special to you, they might treat you a bit better. They might be less likely to strike you if they become worried you might like them less.  I know it’s stupid, but they’re men. But when you do seduce them, always give them your best sex. Otherwise, yes it does become pointless. The better the sex, the more they’ll want to keep you happy as well. It doesn’t work with all of them, but it will with some. And if you’re making those happy, they’ll keep you busy so the real jerks won’t have much time with you.”

I just stared at her. “I want the hell out of here. I just want to go home.”

“Don’t we all,” said Pixie grimly. “Oh. Something else you need to know.  You can’t do anything about it. You can’t stop eating. But there’s something in the food that makes us effeminate. It’s already working on me. I never felt this way before, but now I just love being with men.  I can’t get enough. They’re turning us into nymphos. It works on the girls too.  Just look at Trixie.”

I started to cry again. “This is pure hell. Are you sure the mines are worse?”

Pixie just nodded sadly.

Later in the day, while Pixie was helping me with some lingerie, I asked, “What about that computer in the lobby?”

Pixie shrugged. “What about it?”

“Have you tried to use it?” I continued to ask as I picked up a bottle of nail polish.

Pixie nodded at the polish. “That’s pretty.  But the computer? That’s just a terminal. They don’t use it very often. It’s kept locked.  Trust me, I’ve tried to break into it. Their security is pretty good.”

The door suddenly flew open.  In stepped the man who had done my evaluation.  He pointed at Pixie. “You. Out!”

Pixie stammered, “B…but Nova’s first client isn’t until 8…”

His eyes flashing, the man angrily grabbed Pixie by the hair, picked her up from her seat and slammed her against the door. “Did I ask you? Out.”  He didn’t look to see if Pixie complied. Absolute obedience is demanded.  Holding her head and crying, Pixie left my room.

Horrified, I looked at the man and said, “I’m about to start my sleep cycle, sir. I…”

Scowling at me, the man shouted, “Did I give you permission to speak?  That’s better. I made a bet and won a bonus round with you.” He picked me up and slammed me down on the bed and pulled my panties to one side.

He moaned as he pushed his member slowly into me. I groaned in pain, tears running down my cheeks.  He slapped my butt as he started a rhythm. As he groaned again he said, “Oh yeah baby. Expect to see a lot of me.  You’re definitely my favorite.” 

I cried out.  I thought to myself, Oh God… what did I do to deserve this hell?

*          *          *

I heard the annoying buzzing of the alarm to wake me up. I was sore all over and my ass hurt like hell. Pixie kept assuring me I’d get used to it. It’s been over a week and I’ve yet to get used to it. The door opened. I guess knocking just isn’t done here.  I was surprised to see a young man pushing in the cart of so-called food.  He looked tired and haggard. I don’t think he was a sex slave, but I guess they have other kinds of servants here.  There were several carts lined up in the hall.

I stepped up to him and in a low voice said, “Hey. Who are you? Do you know anything from Earth?”

His eyes went wide and he looked at me in horror as he tightly shook his head. He quickly set the food tray down and hurried out of the room with his cart.  Pixie later told me servants like him are forbidden to speak with anyone as they actually get to see more of the complex than almost anyone else. The management on Mars doesn’t want anyone outside of management knowing how big their operation is.  And oddly, us sex slaves are higher up the food chain than the servants. All I think about is getting back home.

Cold oatmeal and water.  I looked at the bowl glumly.  I sighed deeply.  I needed to eat this and start getting ready for my first client of the day.  I closed my eyes and sighed. Aloud I said, “Please God. Let this next person be different.”  The previous seven day cycles (there’s no weekends off) had been nothing but one endless stream of sex. Some of it rough, some just wanted oral.

And following Pixie’s advice about putting everything into pleasing these men was starting to pay off with some perks. Usually some tidbit from their mess hall. A chocolate. A piece of steak. Even ice cream. One man brought me a soda, and one, somehow was able to get hold of a fresh flower and bring it to me. It was a yellow daffodil. I held that precious reminder of Earth in my hands for a long time and cried.

Around ten minutes after I’d gotten my make-up on and slipped into something sexy and taken a sexy pose on my bed, my door opened.  A man stepped through the door, looking unsure of himself.  He was dressed in the standard khaki coverall uniform. He was probably just an office worker.

I sat up on my bed, spreading my legs the way I’d been taught.  Smiling and though I almost choked on the words, I said, “Good morning, sir! How may I serve you?”

Hesitantly he said, “Sorry. I’ve never been to this place before.  I’ve only been here about three months.”

I smiled at him and stood up and slowly walked over to him.  In as sultry a voice as I could manage, I said, “No need to apologize sir. I’m here to take care of you.”  I started to unbutton his coverall.

He smiled nervously at me.  He said, “I’ve heard you give great head.”

I smiled and said, “I give the best.”  I had no idea if that was true or not. I really wouldn’t want that title. He seemed uncomfortable. It was probably his first time in a whorehouse. I was going to treat him as a king so maybe he’d ask for me again. He didn’t seem the type that would hurt me.

After I had finished with the man, I sent him on his way with a big smile on his face; I sat down to fix my make-up and made sure I still looked sexy. I had another client in about ten minutes.

I was in position on my bed when the door opened. I smiled and looked up at the man walking in. I said, “Good morning, sir. How…” I looked up at this guy. The drugs they’re putting in our food must be working over-time.  I stopped in mid-sentence and sucked in my breath.  He was the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen. I never used to pay any attention to men but wow. This guy looked like a movie star. I smiled at him and felt my face flush as I stared at him. I continued, “um… ah how may I serve you?” I stood up slowly and felt a tingle as I started to slowly unbutton his uniform.

He smiled at me. “It looks like the guys are right. You are very beautiful.”  He bent down and kissed me.  I was so shocked at being treated so gently, I stopped unbuttoning his uniform.  I know I blushed. He smiled at me again and then kissed me again. After his clothes fell to the floor, he led me by the hand to my bed where he pulled me down gently.

He ran his fingers through my hair as he shook his head, never taking his eyes off me. “Such beauty. A flower on this terrible desert of a planet.”  He ran his fingers down my cheek as he lowered his head and kissed my neck. I know they were chemically produced, but the emotions I was feeling were bouncing all over the place.  His touch. His voice. Even his scent sent my emotions skyrocketing. I wanted nothing more than to be in the arms of this man.

He gently rubbed the nipples on my newly budding breasts and then sucked them. I moaned loudly with intense pleasure.  He rolled me over and continued to cup my breasts. I felt him against me. Oh God. All I wanted was to feel him inside me. I wanted him so bad! And then, he was inside me. I cried out in pain, but not as much. The cry was also of a pleasure I’ve never experienced before.

When he pulled out, I lay on the bed, spent and exhausted and trying to catch my breath.  I couldn’t move. I just lay face down on my bed.  As I heard him dress, he said, “By the way, I’m Sam.  I’m looking forward to seeing you again little Nova.”  I was in love with Sam.

The next guy in my room slapped me before I was able to finish my greeting.

*          *          *

It had been three months by my best estimate of how long I’d been on Mars.  I had finally given up caring whether I was truly on Mars or not.  All I ever saw of the planet was my room, sometimes the rooms of my sister inmates and the lobby. The lobby was sometimes used for mass orgies that involved all of us and a couple dozen men.

Sam had continued to be a bright spot in my life of constant sex. And God help me. Like Pixie had said, I had come to actually enjoy being with men. Most of them weren’t sadistic assholes. Most, being men, needed that sexual release in their very stressful lives. It was rare when one of the men were sent back to Earth. There was a monthly launch of whatever they were mining and sometimes the ships took on a passenger or two. And incoming ships had supplies and dozens of replacement slaves and sometimes management personnel. Everyone arrived in cryo-containers.

We actually learned a great deal from the men we were forced to have sex with. Many times they were so drunk they could barely walk. Often it was easy to get them to talk when drunk. It was a nice break to get information instead of being beaten and or fucked. At least Pixie and I tried to get information. We kept hoping for something to exploit before our surrender was total.

One thing they were all tightlipped about, even drunk, was the reason we were even here on the Martian surface. Apparently there was a fake corporation that a couple top NASA executives had set up as a front to the operations.  And whatever it was they were mining and sending back to Earth had the potential of making literally trillions of dollars.  Keep your mouth shut and you get a percentage. 

And sadly, more often than any of us would like, Pixie would be training a new sex slave to replace one of us that either gave up wanting to live or was snuffed out in rough sex play. Usually the new arrivals were girls under seventeen, but sometimes they were boys like Pixie and me. One boy I met on his arrival day. He didn’t listen to Pixie’s pleas and he was hauled off to the mines.  We never saw him again.

And none of us will forget that night we all heard screams coming from Trixie’s room, along with sounds of something hitting the walls and her being slapped around followed by a couple minutes of a man yelling for her to get off the floor. Despite her always being a bitch, we all cried our hearts out when we saw her body removed from her room.  She had been a favorite among the men for five months. We realized no one was safe.  Nothing happened to the man that killed her.

After that incident, they did make a change.  Instead of waiting in our rooms for an assigned client, we were told to hang out in the lounge area which we were allowed to decorate.  As hard as it may be to believe, some of the girls complained they didn’t get enough attention, so we were told to beg any man that entered the building for sex and he’d pick who he wanted. Punching or throwing us was actually banned.  After all, it did cost quite a bit to bring us to Mars.

*          *          *

When you live in hell, you look for the tiniest fragments of heaven you can find. For me that fragment was a visit from Sam. Yes, he was one of the people responsible for me being here. Yes, I was still a slave. Yes, I was still being chemically conditioned to be attracted to men. Yes, I was still millions of miles from my home.  Yes, it all still sucked.

But what that visit from Sam brought me was an hour or more of peace. Soft caresses. No pain. No violence. No suffering. He treated me as if I was his lover, not a whore.  Maybe the difference was tiny, but I’d take it.

“Sam! It’s always so wonderful to see you!” I said as I slid my arms around his neck. He kissed me long and held me close.

“Sorry I haven’t been by in a while,” he said as he pulled the bows holding up my lingerie.  As it fell to the floor, exposing my now ample breasts, he continued, “Management has bumped up production levels.”

I kissed him again and massaged my fingers against his neck. “You’re muscles are so tight, honey.  You need to relax.”

As I helped him unbutton his uniform he smiled at me. “I’m hoping you can help with that.”  Still kissing me, we slid down onto the bed.

With Sam lying on the bed, I did massage his neck and shoulders until his muscles began to relax. I then performed oral sex on him until he was hard. He then rolled me over and slid his well endowed cock inside me.

After he was finished, we lay embracing each other, him holding me very close.

“You were great, Nova,” said Sam breathing heavy. “You’re the only thing I’m going to miss from this piss-hole of a planet.”

I sat up slightly and looked at him with surprise. “What do you mean?”

He shrugged. “I’m leaving. Taking the next ship back tomorrow evening. My year is up.”

I sat up straighter; shocked. “You’re leaving?! I’m never going to see you again?”

Sam nodded. “Yep. I can’t wait to get back to Earth.”

I was in full panic mode. “You can’t leave! I won’t see you anymore?  No! No, please don’t go!”

Sam looked away from me. “I’m sorry babe. But I have no choice. My service contract ends tomorrow.”

I reached out and touched his face. “Take me with you!  Please!  I won’t take up much room!  Let me go with you!”

Sam chuckled. “That would be nice, but I can’t. Believe me. You’re the best fuck on this dirt ball. But it’s out of my hands. The corporation owns you, not me.”

“I know!” I cried out. “Marry me! They’ll have to let me go with you then!”

Sam laughed. “I don’t think my wife would appreciate me bringing home a little whore.”

I collapsed on the bed. It was a stupid idea. I should never have said it.  I never thought about Sam having a wife and a family. I had come to feel that he loved me in some way.  But it hurt that he didn’t seem to care how I felt about him leaving.

“So you’re married?” I asked meekly.

Sam smiled at me. “Oh yeah. Three kids too. It was tough being away from my wife for not only the year here, but for the time it takes to get here and return.  But what they’re going to be paying me, for my work and keeping quiet, will more than cover the costs of sending all three kids to college with enough left over to keep Julie and me comfortable for a long time.  And I want to thank you, Nova, for helping me get through this.”

I smiled humorlessly at him. “What else is a whore for, huh?”

He checked the large watch/computer combo on his wrist. “Well, I need to finish getting ready to leave.  I will miss you, Nova.  Take care of yourself.”  And without so much as a good-bye kiss, he got up, put his uniform back on and left.

I just sat there on my bed staring at the door ashamed that I allowed myself to be such a chump.

*          *          *

The months went by in a monotonous blur of sex. I hate to say it, but I actually did find myself enjoying it.  Even looking forward to it. Whenever a man would enter the lobby area where we were all hanging out, I’d join the other girls in begging them for sex. And it wasn’t because we’d been told to do so. I allowed myself to drift further into full bimboism.

One day, about three men and one woman came into our building.  I couldn’t tell, but Pixie seemed to think they were Chinese. They were dressed in white lab coats. The scientists or whatever they were, were brought to my room along with Pixie.  They took blood samples and I heard one of them say something about stem cells. After poking and prodding us for a bit, they left. Neither of us had any idea of what they were doing to us.

It didn’t happen very often, but one evening a half dozen men came into the lobby bringing contraband drugs and booze.  All of us joined into a wild, drunken orgy. Well, I only joined in on the wild sex. Every time I tried to drink something, Pixie would knock it away.

“You need to keep your head, Nova,” Pixie admonished in hushed tones. “Stay alert.”

“Party pooper,” I muttered as I slid my naked body to the nearest man and kissed him.

It seemed as if I’d just drifted off to sleep when I was awoken by a shaking of my shoulder. An excited Pixie whispered, “Nova!  Wake up.  This is huge and we don’t have much time.”

I turned a pair of bleary eyes over to Pixie as she stood over a passed-out man. I vaguely recognized him as someone I’d done only a few times.  Pixie was carefully removing something that was around his neck.

Grinning and waving a card on a chain at me, Pixie again whispered, “Come on! This is the opportunity I’ve been waiting for and I doubt we’ll ever get another chance.”

I shook my head to clear it. I’m glad I didn’t partake of any of the contraband the men had brought.  I got up and followed Pixie over to the desk where a computer terminal silently sat. “What have you got?” I asked as we both took seats at the desk.

Waving the card again, Pixie could hardly contain herself. “This key logs into the computer system!  We’ll be able to find out what’s going on and maybe send a message out.”

There was actually a home page for this Martian operation on the local network. Pixie’s eyes went wide as we started to peruse the information. “Holy shit!  Look at this!”

The operation on Mars was basically for mining a particular mineral that so far is only known to exist on Mars.  Like the rare earth metals found in remote locations on Earth, this mineral could be used in electronics, steel production and cancer research just to name only a few uses. Only this mineral was like rare earth minerals on steroids. It could also be liquefied and use as a gasoline additive that boosted the amount of energy released and increased miles per gallon.  Over the past three years, this mine has produced several trillions of dollars. The value of this mine alone was estimated to be worth more than ten times the annual GDP of the United States.

I gave a low whistle. “No wonder they’re mining this stuff. But why keep it a secret? And why slave labor?  They could afford to employ a whole country to dig this stuff up.”

Pixie smirked.  “If they let the cat out of the bag, for one thing they’d all be arrested. Second, everyone and every nation that could start a space program would be heading here to stake a claim. No. If they stay quiet, they get to keep it all.”

“Oh my God!” gasped Pixie as she read the screen intently. “These people are horrible.”  She looked at me with sad eyes. “You’re not going to like this. You know how you begged Sam to let you go home with him?  Be thankful he couldn’t.  Look at this.” She pointed at the screen.

The transport ships were built on the cheap.  Only rudimentary navigation systems controlled completely by computers.  Ships with product loaded, were directed towards Earth. Ships will only personnel, were set on a trajectory to send them into the sun. Only the top people were actually rotated back to Earth. Everyone gets cryogenically frozen and boxed up. However, non-essential people were put on ships that would eventually be vaporized by the sun.

I started to cry. “Sam!  My Sam!  Oh my God! We have to do something.  He has a wife and kids. They think he’s coming home!”

Pixie sadly shook her head. “Even if we could contact the ship, Nova, it did a long burn to send it on its way. It has no fuel left.”

I fell back into a chair and cried. “This is terrible!”

Pixie had a look of slow-burning anger. Through gritted teeth she seethed, “Nobody gets off this rock. Unless you’re one of the guys running this operation.  We’re never going home, Nova.”

I held my head in my hands. “Is there nothing we can do?  At all?”

Pixie started working feverishly at the computer.  She started gathering documents, pictures, personnel rosters, product shipment dates. Everything she could find and zipped them into an archive file.

I sat up and watched her. “What are you doing?”

A look of determination clouded her face. “We might not be able to save ourselves, but sure as hell can try to save others. We’re blowing the lid off this place.”

There was a low groan and some movement from the man who had the computer key.

“Shit!” exclaimed Pixie. “That asshole is waking up. I need at least fifteen minutes to finish up.  Nova. Do what you do best and try to get him quiet and back to sleep.”

I stood up, feeling indignant. “And what exactly is it I do best?”

Pixie frowned at me. “Fuck him. Wear him out.”

I frowned back at her. “I resent that!”

“Will you just distract him?” Pixie hissed.

The man was starting to stir.  I knelt next to him where he was sprawled out on the couch.  I tilted my head back and forth as I looked at him for a moment. He was actually kind of cute. I looked down at his naked body.  And he was well endowed as well.  Grinning, I slid down between his legs and did what I do best.

A few minutes later, Pixie was shaking me awake again.  I looked sleepily up at her. “What did you do?”

Pixie bent over me and placed the computer card back around the man’s neck.  “Well, it’s a shot in the dark, but it’s still better than tossing a bottle into the ocean.  You remember that sub-carrier I told you about that the military uses?  They use the same equipment here as on Earth, so the sub-carrier is present. They just don’t use it. I encoded my document onto that sub-carrier and transmitted it to Earth.  It’ll reach them in about eighteen minutes or so.”

I sat up. “What if they detect the sub-carrier and turn off the transmitter?”

Pixie grinned as she settled into the arm of some random, passed out man. “Doesn’t matter. This signal has left the planet. The energy in that transmission is already on its way.  They can’t stop it. And if the sub-carrier works the way I suspect, the military will receive the data as soon as the signal hits the satellites.”

I bent over and kissed her long on her lips.  I pulled back and smiled. “For luck.”  We both fell back asleep.

*          *          *

For several days we tried to hide our nervousness, worried that any moment members of the Mars security would break into our rooms and haul us out to be dumped outside in the environment.  We thought for sure someone would notice the additional activity in the constant stream of data the Mars facility sent back to Earth. Or worse, that whoever captured the data would radio back asking for clarification despite Pixie saying such action would jeopardize our lives.  We’ll probably never know if our “message in a bottle” made it to friendly ears.

But nothing happened.  No late night knocks on our doors. No threats from management.  Our mission either succeeded or failed spectacularly.  Pixie was pretty glum about it, even if someone saw it and acted on it.  The best we could hope for would be a stop in the supply ships; no more fresh slaves and no more food shipments. The time involved in someone mounting a rescue mission, should they even bother, would most likely take years.  We’d both be dead before any help could arrive.

We’d already lost two more girls since Trixie had died.

After a week of expecting the worst, we finally fell back into the fog of constant sex. I forgot about Sam as I found a new favorite; one who treated me less harshly than the rest. I drifted back to being just a sex hungry bimbo. Even Pixie, after finally able to get a cry for help sent out, surrendered to her life as a sex slave and never mentioned the message again.

I lost all track of the passage of time. No hour was any different from any other. It actually made me happy to please the men who came to me. It had become my sole reason to exist.

One day, Pixie and I both were brought to a group of men dressed in white lab coats in the lobby.  My memory was completely fogged, but they reminded me of the scientists who had poked and prodded us many months or could it be years before?  We were once more examined before we were both surprised by receiving an injection. And that was the last thing I remembered.

I awoke in my own bed. I was in a lot of pain.  I felt down my body and felt bandages around my mid-section and groin area.  I tried to sit up, but found I was restrained. It was then I noticed the IV-lock on the back of my hand, with a tube leading to a couple of bags hanging on a rack next to me.  What the fucking hell?

A couple of the strange scientists came into my room, looked at me and commented to each other in what sounded like Chinese. One put an injection into the IV-lock and I blacked out again.

When I awoke again, I had no idea how much time had passed, but I was no longer bandaged or restrained.  The IV-lock was gone from my hand.  Four of the strange scientists were gathered around me.

“Good. You’re awake,” said one of them in a calm voice. “Your friend has also recovered. We have kept you sedated for several weeks to give you a chance to heal. Both of you were selected for a radical new procedure. Using your stem cells, we grew a vagina and a full reproductive system that is completely yours and won’t be rejected by your body. And you now have glands that will naturally produce the hormones you will require. You are now female for all intents and purposes.  The next phase that will conclude our test is for one or both of you to become pregnant.  Rest up. You’ll start on that next phase tomorrow.”   They all turned to leave my room.

I sat up and shouted, “Wait! What the fuck do you mean I’m female? What did you do to me?  And what do you mean I need to get pregnant?”

Without any expression, the one who spoke to me turned and said flatly, “I already told you what we did. One of you will have to become pregnant before we can declare the surgery as a success.”  He turned and all four left my room.

I sat there, stunned. I felt my crotch and instead of the little nub of what was left of my penis, I felt an opening. A vagina! I touched what must have been my clitoris. I squealed at the sudden sensation I felt.  Oh my God! I’m a girl. I’m not just looking like one anymore. I am one. How could they do this?

Without knocking, Pixie walked slowly into my room and sat down next to me on my bed. She was naked and I saw the incision scar on her mid-section and noticed the slit of her vagina. Her eyes were dead.

She leaned over and hugged me and then she kissed me. Looking sadly at the wall, Pixie said in a quiet voice, “Other than death, there’re no more indignities they can do to us.”  We just stared at each other for several minutes before she stood up and left my room.

She was wrong.  There was one more harm they could do to us. Pixie became pregnant. All the scientists and high level management celebrated with champagne in our lobby at the success of their experiment.  The next day, a member of the Mars station’s medical staff came in and terminated her pregnancy. It was one of the few times I’ve ever seen Pixie cry.

We were put on the same contraceptives the rest of the girls were.

At first, I hated my vagina because of what it represented. The complete and total loss of any masculinity, not that there was much left. But it didn’t take long for me to come to love it. If I hadn’t been sex-crazed before, now I was a total nymphomaniac. I just couldn’t get enough sex.

*          *          *

I woke up from a pleasant sleep when I heard my door open.  I thought oh no! Did I oversleep? I’m not ready yet. I still have to do my make-up.  Rubbing my eyes, I looked up to see a large black guy wearing an environment suit, his pressure helmet clipped to his belt.  He was absolutely gorgeous. I smiled at him as I sat up.

“Miss?” said the man in the environment suit. “Miss. I need you to get dressed. We’re leaving.”

Instead, I spread my legs wide. “Fuck me! Take that suit off and fuck me!”  I gently rubbed my pussy.

Looking frustrated, the man said, “Miss! Please. Put something on. This is a rescue.”

Rescue?  What is he talking about?  I pouted. “You’re not going to fuck me? Do I displease you?”

Losing patience, he gently took my arm and pulled me up. “Okay, don’t get dressed. Let’s go.”

He led me from my room to the lobby. It was complete chaos. There were other men in pressure suits, some holding weapons. The other girls had been brought to the lobby as well. Some were crying, some flirting with the newcomers, most were naked like me.

From across the room, Pixie saw me and raced over to me, almost knocking me down as she hugged me tightly. She kissed me and shouted, “We’re going home, sister! Our message was received!”

I blinked around the room, still somewhat confused. “Home? These guys are from Earth?”

Grinning at me, Pixie said, “Of course they’re from Earth, silly. But they’re Marines! They got the fucking message!”

Over a suit radio of a nearby Marine whose environment suit pegged him as an officer, I heard, “Barsoom One has completed loading the captives from the mine. Barsoom Two is standing by.”

The Marine with the radio then shouted, “Girls! Girls! I need your attention, please. We’re going to start loading you onto our ship to return you to Earth. You’re going home. But we can only load you ten at a time. We have a shuttle connected to this building’s air lock but we can only carry ten of you at a time.  We’ll have you off Mars as soon as we can.”

The girls immediately started chatting loudly or crying or both as a Marine rounded up ten girls to take through the airlock.

I turned to the officer. “Sir. May I ask a question?”

Looking annoyed, but smiling at me anyway, “Be brief, miss. I’m trying to coordinate this rescue.”

“There were small ships sent from here that are heading towards the sun. There are people on them,” I said in a small voice. Despite his pleasant demeanor, this officer was intimidating as hell.

Only glancing at me for a second, he said, “Yes miss. I read the reports.”

Feeling myself on the verge of crying, I said softly, “Can you rescue them too?  I mean, all you have to do is fly up to them and remove the cryo-containers.”

The officer looked at me sadly. “Real space flight doesn’t work like it does in the movies, miss. Even if we could locate objects that small in transit to the sun, we’d have to calculate a trajectory to each one and it would take months, perhaps years to reach them, and by then, it would be too late. The batteries on those cryo-containers will only last twenty-four months tops.  I’m very sorry, miss.”

I nodded as I turned away from the officer, not bothering to fight back tears. While you can say that Sam was no better than any of the other men who forced themselves on us, I had still come to love him.  And in the middle of my own rescue, there was no way to save him.

It finally came my time to step through the airlock. It was the first time since coming to Mars that I stepped outside the building that housed our brothel. And I still couldn’t see anything. No windows in the airlock and no windows on the shuttle.

They had to check each one of us in. It took me more than a minute to remember my real name.  We’d get a full health check on the main ship.  It turns out I was abducted four years ago. I had been declared dead.

We were told it was pandemonium back on Earth when the story broke.  It seems two NASA engineers had set up a shadow corporation to run their operation. Through spectral analysis of one section of the Martian surface, they had discovered these metals. They had been running their operation a few years before I had been abducted. Several senior NASA managers were being arrested.  The managers on Mars had already been arrested and forced into a cryo-container.  Actually, most of us were going into cryo-containers as it was an eighteen month trip back to Earth.

I sat next to Pixie on the shuttle. I held her hand as the shuttle lifted off the surface. I turned to her and quietly said, “We’re finally going home. Thanks to you, it’s happening.”

She squeezed my hand and smiled.

*          *          *

The landing of our Marine space craft was at White Sands, New Mexico. All our families had been brought here as well and were waiting in a hangar. I felt deep sadness for those parents whose children were never coming home.

And I thought of my own parents. How they must have gone out of their mind wondering what my fate had been. They had no idea I had been whisked away to Mars. To go through me being declared dead, and then learning I’m alive and will be returning to them, I can’t imagine the mental torture they’ve been though.  They were also told of my new status – that I am now a woman.

On the flight in, a friendly female Marine handed out little make-up packs to any girl that wanted it.  While I was happy to not be wearing that heavy hooker make-up, I was also happy to not have to face the world without mascara and maybe some foundation.

The shuttle doors opened and we were instructed where to exit. We were stepping outside. I hadn’t seen the sun or the Earth for now over five years.  My legs grew weak and I started to shake as we stepped on the tarmac.  Pixie and I were holding hands and she wasn’t fairing any better than I was.  At least we weren’t naked.  The Marines had issued us all olive drab jump suits and a flight bag with extra underwear and toiletries.

As we filed through the hangar door, I said to Pixie, “I don’t know if I can handle this! How can I meet my parents as a girl? And so much time has passed.”

Pixie smiled at me. “You’ll figure it out, girl. Hopefully we can stay in touch.”

After learning who we were, a Marine led us off to our respective families. Pixie had become like a sister to me and I really wished we could have met our families together.

There was a sudden jerk on my gut when I saw them. Mom, Dad and my now not-so-little brother sitting in a close circle. I dropped my flight bag and shouted, “Mom! Dad! Oh my God!  It’s really you!”  I ran up to them and then stopped and stared at their faces. “I’ve missed you so much!”

Dad looked at me funny. “Paul?  Is that really you? They told us what to expect, but holy crap!  What did they do to you?”

I frowned. “It’s me, Dad. And you really don’t want to know what all has happened to me.”

Crying, Mom hugged me. “I’m just glad you’re home and safe.”

“That goes for me too,” chimed in Dad as he joined the hug.

I looked over at my brother, who was now a teenager. “I missed you Bobby.”

Bobby seemed frightened of me.  “My name is Robert. And you’re a girl.”

I tried to hug Bobby, but he backed away. “Yes. I am a woman now.”  I looked over to Mom. “I’m a fully functioning woman, now Mom.  They did some experimental surgery on me and a friend.”

Dad looked shocked, “Why would they do such a thing? That doesn’t make sense.”

Scowling I said, “Because they’re sick bastards; that’s why. But at least I got to come back. So many others didn’t.”

Mom tried to smile. “The important thing is that you are back. Girl or boy, I love you just the same.”

Dad patted my hair. “It’s a long drive back to Texas. We should get started.”

Mom took my hand and I held onto her arm tightly.  “I wish I’d stayed shopping with you on that long ago day.”

She laughed for the first time. “Well, we’ll have to make up for lost time, won’t we?”  She hugged me tight.

I was home.  I was finally home.  I cried.

*          *          *

“Be seated.”

Marilyn Stephens, formally known on Mars as Pixie sat nervously down at a long, heavy table with her attorney. Across from her sat a row of unfriendly looking men, all senators, at a large semi-circular table. Next to them sat four smug looking men all dressed nicely in three piece suits. Marilyn wore simply a black dress, black hose and heels, her hair beautifully cascading about her shoulders.

An older man, with his graying hair slicked back, leaned in towards his microphone. “For the record, this is not a trial. This is a hearing.” The man pointed at the four men to one side. “Now Miss Stephens, for the record please state your name. All of them. Remember that you are under oath.”

Marilyn cleared her throat and looked at the row of senators facing her. “My name is Marilyn Stephens, formally Pixie and formally before that, Ron Stephens.”

Sounding smug, the senator said, “Now Miss Stephens, you have brought some very serious charges to these four NASA executives that the members of this panel find very hard to believe. You’re claiming that you were kidnapped, brought to the planet Mars against your will and forced into sex slavery by these four men.  Is that how you would state it?”

Marilyn cleared her throat again. “Maybe not exactly like that, but that is essentially what happened.”  She pulled a thick stack of documents from a folder. “I am prepared to make a lengthy statement concerning my abduction and time on Mars.”

The members of the panel all laughed and chuckled.  The senator spoke again. “Do you mean to seriously…” He glanced about the room. “… and I mean seriously expect this panel to believe you spent over five years on the surface of Mars? A place that is inhospitable to human life?”

Looking surprised, Marilyn said flatly, “Yes. That is what happened. There were a number of pressurized buildings that formed the compound.  We were brought to Mars in cryo-containers that…”

“Miss Stephens,” interrupted another senator. “You are aware that we do not yet possess the technology to create a … a… um what did you call it? Cryo-container.  I asked several scientists at NASA about such a device and they assured me we are still years away from developing a working prototype, much less creating these devices in mass quantities.”

Sounding flustered, Marilyn stated, “Senator.  Sir. I can assure you I was transported in one and …”

“Excuse me, Miss Stephens…” prompted the senator. “How can you assure me? Did you actually see one of these containers?  And… Miss Stephens, how do you know there were any building making up a compound. You said yourself you only saw the inside of your own room and a lobby of some sort. You stated for the record that you never saw outside of your own building.  Is it not also possible that instead of being on Mars you were just down the street in a warehouse?  Or a garage or some such?”

Marilyn stood up and almost shouted, “I was on Mars! I was raped at least once a week for three years by that man on the end.  He lost interest when I was no longer a boy.”

“Miss Stephens!” growled the senator. “Please sit down! And please control yourself. This is a senate sub-committee hearing, not some brothel.”

Marilyn sat down and glanced at her attorney.  He just looked at her and shrugged.  She whispered to him in a harsh tone, “Why am I even paying you?”

The first senator that spoke, said, “Now Miss Stephens the medical examination of you revealed that you have been a heavy drug user for the past five or six years. And you’ve had at least one abortion.”

Interrupting, Marilyn raised her voice. “Yes! They had me on a mind-numbing, feminizing cocktail the whole time on Mars! I was forced to have sex for the men who worked at the facility.” She started to cry.

The senator continued, “Miss Stephens, let’s be reasonable.  You know and I know and certainly the staff of NASA would know, that there was no mining facility on Mars that was harvesting a rare mineral.  Mr. Jason here admits that he made a mistake and picked you up from the street where he paid you for oral sex.  And that’s all. He has sworn under oath that he did not rape you or any other prostitute.”

Marilyn stood up and shouted, “I’m not a prostitute!  I was a sex slave. I was raped!” She pointed at one of the men, “Raped by that asshole!”

“One more outburst Miss Stephens and I’ll have you removed!” shouted an angry senator as he banged is gavel. “This panel does not have time for your science fiction non-sense. Mr. Jason is an honorable and hard working executive of NASA. He told us how you grew angry when he refused to pay you for your full services. We should have you arrested for attempted extortion!”

Marilyn was sobbing. “But I was there!  The Marines rescued us!”

Another senator laughed. “Space Marines, Miss Stephens?  Did they shoot any little green men while on Mars?”

“I was there!” cried Marilyn. “For the love of God! I was there. I was a sex slave!”

Another senator said, “Is it not true, Ms. Stephens that you’re just a prostitute with a drug addiction? Is it not true that you just fabricated this wild story of being abducted to Mars as a sex slave? This ridiculous story that you were once a boy and they changed you into a girl when by your own admission and from a medical exam, you have been pregnant. Do you take us for fools Ms. Stephens?”

“I’m not lying!” cried Marilyn. “It’s all true!  Ask the others who were also rescued!”  She turned to the NASA executives. “Tell them the truth, dammit!”

The first senator that spoke put his glasses down and looked over at the four men from NASA.  “I think we’re done here. Thank you for your time. Our apologies for having to put you through this.”

Mr. Jason said, “It’s quite alright senator.  I’m just glad to clear the air.”

The senator rapped his gavel several times. “This panel is adjourned.”

Seething with anger, Marilyn said through clenched teeth, “I’ve just been raped again.”

Scowling, the senator said with a tinge of anger, “This panel is adjoured.”

*          *          *

No one would see it as that face of the planet Mars was turned away from the Earth.  The sudden flash of a nuclear explosion vaporized what remained of several rows of buildings and a mine entrance on the surface of Mars.

*          *          *

The End
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