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THE UNMAKING

OF ABIGAIL

by Philippa Peters

I�d managed to stop crying by the time I got to thetransport landing pad in Duncansford.
�Lady Abigail Brel,� announced the pilot to theyoung men who swarmed forward to assist me withthe luggage Jessica had packed. My husband hadn�ttold the pilot, evidently, that I�d be traveling onJessica�s papers.
I stood on my high heels; the breeze, kicked up bythe slow rotation of the stubby, ornithopter blades,made my light skirt swirl about my legs, caressingmy stockings and making me feel just like the personeveryone thought they saw when they looked at me.They all thought I was a girl. I felt like one.
But I wasn�t. Even my husband knew that now. Heknew I was Jeffrey Dowerson, who I�d always been,even when he made love to me. I just couldn�t help re-ciprocating, participating in loving him as a womanshould. Most of the time.
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On this world of Carmichael, nanotech transfor-mation was widespread. Changing men into womenwas commonplace, well, not rare, anyway. The ordi-nary citizenry didn�t know much about it as most�girls� were psyche-conditioned after their transfor-mations to accept their new roles. Some were danc-ers and actresses; others wives and mothers. Yes,mothers, by processes the �women� seemed to accept,the �natural way,� not just decanting the child fromits uterine replicator, as almost all women did thesedays, even on the backward world of Foreman. Well,backward by Nebula Kingdom standards.
�She�s married,� I heard one of the boys, gently lay-ing my packages onto a robo-hauler, whisper to hiscompanion.
The other boy, the good-looking one�yes, I wasbecoming more adept as a woman at ratingmen�grinned at me, knowing I�d heard his friend.
�The pretty ones always are,� said the good-lookingboy, programming the robo-hauler to take myclothes, my female clothing, to the St. Duncan Hotel.
�No,� I said to the boy, taking his recorder andchanging that. �My maid will be following me. Most ofthis is hers. It will be better to send these to theUpabove Hotel, as I�m leaving on a trip to Prime to-morrow.�
�Yes, myLady,� said the good-looker, winking atme. �Would you like me to process that foryourLadyship?�
�I�ve already done it,� I said to him. He shrugged,alerted by my tone, I think. I wasn�t in need of mascu-line companionship for the night.
�Terly!� someone called and my admirer left. Asense of relief swept over me. I re-programmed therobo-hauler to go to a cheaper, smaller, sleep-inn, allI wanted before I headed out to Foreman, my homeplanet.
I was at the Travel Cottage within minutes. Therobo-hauler, headed right to the room, along the out-
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side passage, already assigned to me, �JessicaRainford�. A housemaid appeared right away, youngand bouncy, to help me with my dresses.
�We know you�re traveling on right away, MistressRainford,� this girl no older than me said. She mademe squirm. I realized why as she assisted me in putt-ing my feminine undies in the proper drawers,makeup on the makeup table, and making my gownshang as they should in the closet. I squirmed as shedid feminine things for me, delighting in her tasks.Yes, Rosanne was a real girl, not a fake like me.
Rosanne explained in a most lively way why her fa-ther and mother insisted on maids being available toassist with this service, both on my arrival and de-parture. I had that to look forward to, another longvisit from a real girl who loved clothes and adored ev-ery piece of underwear that I possessed. She didn�tsay but I�d guess she longed to try it on for herself.She should, I thought, quivering. She was the onlywoman in the room.
I couldn�t stay there, in that room, as there was noflight I was actually booked onto. I�d have to enquire.It would delay anyone tracking me. My husband hadwarned me there�d be people like that, wanting to im-prison a freak like me, back in Lannan. I wasn�t afreak because I�d been changed into a woman. No, Iwas a freak because I wanted to be changed back intothe man I really was.
The director of Lannan Laboratories wanted meback to find out what had gone wrong with my pro-gramming, my husband had intimated to me. Then,of course, she�d correct the flaw. I�d be like other�girls�. I�d be conditioned to love being a woman, atemptress, a wife, desiring a man to make love to me.I�d be a woman, happy to be called that.
The night would be too long to waste doing noth-ing. I don�t think, except for when I was asleep, I�dbeen out of someone�s company, since I was capturedon Lennox. I missed Cory, my husband, and Jessica,who�d have been a good friend, I was sure, if I�dwanted another girl as a friend. She was a geecee,gender-corrected, girl like me. Yes, that�s what we
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girls called ourselves but never in front of those whoweren�t from Lannan Labs where we�d been changed.That was built into us.
Where else could I go but the Drum Theater, theinfamous entertainment center of Duncansford,where Barbara, a converted soldier like me, had toldme Colette had gone, to be a dancer> I couldn�t imag-ine it. Well, I could. I�d seen Colette dancing andlaughing with men provided to us as partners in our�training�, as newly-created women. No one but meever said that was what we were. We were just girls,being readied for whatever female �professions� suitedus.
Somehow, I�d been assessed as a man�s perfectcompanion. I was marked as a wife and, in time, amother. But I couldn�t keep to that, even though I�donly allowed one man to share my body and bed, myhusband Cory, Sir Cornal Brel of Grampton. I could-n�t imagine what it must be like for Sergeant Tobert,my military adviser, macho, (�old and grizzled�) I�dcalled him, trooper in the Foreman Civil War. He wasColette? He was a dancing girl who partied with men,more than one, night after night?
I couldn�t believe it; but I did believe Tobert mightbe holding out, sending messages by girls likeBarbara, rallying members of our squad, includingme, the lieutenant, the only officer, to resist and finda way out of the predicament we were all in.
I took an autocar to the Drum, stopping a distanceaway as we approached. I shuddered as I looked atthe crowd of soldiers and marines, space workers,and ship�s personnel, milling about in the street, girlsin pretty dresses swinging about on their arms, pull-ing them towards the massive Drum icon in front ofthe sexiest entertainment club, by reputation, in theGiant�s Rift region of space.
�Hi, darling,� said a boozy voice. Suddenly, I hadan arm wrapped around my slim waist. My reddishdress flared about me as this tall, muscular spacer, Iguessed, swung me around on the street in my redhigh heels, telling me I was his. He was going tospend every credit mark he had left on the prettiest
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girl on the Strip, me. He�d remember having me �for-ever�, on his next trip across the Rift.
�No,� I hissed fearfully at him, trying to break free.I�d no male strength any more. I tried to avoid thekiss he aimed at my lips and partly succeeded, wrig-gling partly free as the big man kept hold of me.
�Hey!� yelled a voice from across the street. I wasswung around, my long hair flying around my mostlybare shoulders, only the small straps across themkeeping me in the flirty, evening dress we girls wore.Some were wearing a lot less, and showing a lot more.I�d felt so embarrassed, as it was, to be out, in thecity, dressed as a �party girl�.
From across the street, a tall, powerful man wasmoving quickly towards us. �She�s not a Drum girl!�the man yelled at the other, trying to squeeze mytush tight against him.
�Then what�s she doing down here?� the drunkrasped, catching my breast and pinching it as Ifought to break his embrace.
The drunk�s arm was suddenly removed from mywaist. I tottered unexpectedly away from him, myhigh heels feeling about to give way. The booze-influ-enced guy grabbed at me, before screeching as myrescuer jabbed him, hard, in his stomach with somekind of probe.
I stared, fascinated, as the drunk slowly sank tothe sidewalk, his legs and body, even his arms, relax-ing, ceasing to function. Two more men hustled upthe street. Several, on the fringes of the big crowd,were turning to look at me. I saw the girls begin tosmile, grab their men�s arms and tug them again to-wards the Drum. No one came out of the crowd to aidthe big man.
�Need help?� asked one of the approaching men.
�No,� laughed my rescuer. �I�ve signaled thescruffs. They�ll be here in minutes to take him in. Allhe needs is to sleep it off.�
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The big man was muttering incoherently as a bluevehicle, its green lights flashing, approached.
�I�m Rongey, crowd control here at the Drum,� saidmy rescuer, gently taking my arm and leading meaway from the robo-attendants, scooping up thedrunk. �I�m right, aren�t I? You�re not a Drum girl or agirl who brings customers into the club.�
Rongey seemed amused. I clung to his arm as se-curity directed the taking away of the spacer, shak-ing their heads at him, telling him he couldn�t grabwomen like that, not on this planet, not on any planetof the Rift, for that matter. And I knew why. Womenwere rare out here, and precious. It was whyCarmichael was making women in its �hospitals� andlabs. I was living proof of that.
�I, I came down to see a friend, a girl,� I said, add-ing the last as he lifted an eyebrow as if to tell me Icould find any kind of male friend I wanted outsidethe Drum. �This, this is a bad time, isn�t it? I, I shouldhead back to my sleep-inn, shouldn�t I, and get out ofyour way.�
�I see you�re not from Duncansford,� laughedRongey as he led me across the street, away from themilling crowds, many people now watching securityand the drunken spacer. �No time�s a good time tovisit the Drum unless you want to party. I take ityou�re not here to party?�
�N-No,� I gasped as he dropped his arm to take myhand in his, squeezing it. For a moment I was scared,thinking I�d jumped from the asteroid into planetarygravity.
�Pity,� said Rongey, using a computer key to passme through the opening door and into a long pas-sageway that clearly led to offices. �Who�d you cometo see? A girlfriend, you said?�
�Y-Yes,� I agreed nervously. �Her, her name,� Ishivered to use such a feminine pronoun for the ser-geant, �is, is Colette.�
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�Colette?� asked Rongey in surprise. �Well, thatmay be a something of a problem, whoever-you-are. Itake it you didn�t look up at the displays goingaround the Drum?�
�No,� I said nervously. He led me down to whereseveral office workers pored over screens, frowning atthem as they did something I couldn�t comprehend.
�If you�d looked up,� said Rongey, pointing to a re-volving drum on a large screen over one of thewomen�s heads, �you�d have seen Colette.�
I couldn�t help an involuntary shriek. There wasthis nude, blonde woman in a huge wine glass, bath-ing herself in some bubbly drink. Another busty girl�swam� around her, obscuring their most privateparts. The girls entwined their bodies before poutingat the camera trained on them.
Colette leaned forward, her gorgeous breasts ex-posed, and beckoned with a finger to whoever waslooking at her. �Come on in,� she purred. I could hearas Rongey did something at a console, lifting thesound. Several people turned to look at us. �I reallyneed a man, a real man, tonight, maybe two, orthree!�
Colette�s eyes, so exquisitely made-up, were laugh-ing as I�d never seen her, as a sergeant, ever do. �Sodo I,� said the red-haired girl, so perfectly femininefrom her naked rear to her long hair.
�Colette and Melinda, ready to party, all the waygirls,� said another sultry voice as both girls began togiggle and splash whoever was filming them.
The sound died as some technician took over.�Want the three-dimensional or holo version,Ronge?� the girl asked. She smiled at me. She wasdark-haired, as pretty as the naked girls on thescreen. But she wore a long-sleeved top and a short,dark skirt, with black hose that covered her legs asfar as I could see.
�You�ll love them,� the woman said to me, herbright smile, showing perfect, white teeth to contrast
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with her red, glossy lipstick. �They�ll make you feelyou�re actually touching Colette or Melinda. Let meshow you!�
It was true. The holographic view of Colette slidingaround and over Melinda was frankly erotic. I couldfeel my phantom penis starting to rise as I looked atthe girls. Shame and embarrassment swept over meas I realized I was lusting after a man, years olderthan myself, trapped there on the screen as if he wasa pretty, teenaged girl begging a man to make love to�her�.
�Is Colette engaged now?� asked Rongey. The girllooked across the office at us and snorted.
�Do avians fly?� she asked with a smile. �Of course,that girl�s engaged, Ronge! She�s got two guys doingher at the moment. She�s a real big help to the as-signment office, taking on doubles or triples all thetime. She loves it!�
Tobert couldn�t be that woman, Colette, I thought,a tremor running through my feminized body. Mysergeant taking other men, and not just one at a timebut in groups! He was the busty woman! I couldn�tbelieve it. Barbara, who�d been a corporal withTobert, must be wrong! Tobert couldn�t be the ador-able little sexpot, Colette!
�I�m Nicole,� the dark-haired girl said, turningdown the display of Melinda and Colette kissing oneanother�s breasts as they swam in the �cocktail glass�.�Colette will need a break after she�s been withjuiced-up marines half the night. I�ll see your girl-friend meets the star of our show, Ronge. You canleave her here and go back on the street!�
�Come on, Nicole,� said the man who�d escorted meinto these offices. �You can�t leave me like this, allhorny and unrequited!�
To my utter astonishment, the girl behind thecounter danced away from her desk and console, andthrew her arms around Rongey. They ignored mecompletely as they kissed passionately, as Melindaand Colette were doing in the vid. Then, Nicole�s legs
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were lifted about his waist. His hands were on herpretty, rounded tush, her short dress moving up overher garter belt. Her panties were coming down.
I gasped and stood back, unable to believe what Iwas seeing. Nicole had a penis! Rongey seemed toknow it. He stepped back to a chair and drew hertush over his own enlarging penis. Then the two ofthem went at it in front of me, leaving me not know-ing where to look.
�Oh yes, darling, darling!� Nicole was squealing be-tween kisses, her breasts over the top of her bra andopened blouse, exposed to the attentions of Rongey�smouth and hands. �Deeper! Deeper!� she was de-manding, her whole body bouncing again and againagainst Rongey�s as she sought some kind of orgasm,her own manhood pressed against Rongey�s abdo-men. �Do me, my darling! Do me! Drive it into me.You know how I like it! Come on, Ronge! Fuck me, oh,fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!�
And that�s what Rongey did. It was amazing howhe lifted her up and drove her down on his manhood.How she giggled in delight, encouraging him to have�her� in such a ferocious manner. It didn�t take long.Rongey was grunting as he came inside her. She wassquealing as she climaxed as well, Rongey�s handsassisting in the process.
�Oh sugar,� said Nicole, swaying and refusing tolift from Rongey�s pole, �Colette�s girlfriend must bestraight from Lannan! You are, aren�t you, whoeveryou are? You don�t know about blue girls and pinkgirls, do you? Rongey, you�ve got to get back on duty.I�ll take this girl down to the pool where I can clean upand we can get to know one another.�
Nicole had to embrace Rongey several more timesbefore she actually did lift herself from the man, theone who dressed like a man that is. She took myhand in one of hers, her panties in the other, andwiggled down the hallway in her high heels, her hairand makeup showing the ravages of her tryst.
�Gwennie!� Nicole called to one of the other girlsworking a different console. Those girls had ignored
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the sexual congress going on. A blonde looked overand shook her head in mock sorrow at the brunette�girl�, her short dress still showing off the manhoodthat had erupted on Rongey while he�d been empty-ing himself inside �her�.
�Gwennie, look after the lists, will you?� Nicolesaid, wiggling on her high heels as if she was a girl,her tush swaying. �Melinda is to party with theDanforth captain and Natalie has the admiral. Wrenis from the Liffey Heights and wants a blue girl. See ifSally�s finished with her regular. If she isn�t, call mein the pool. I�ll take Wren myself.�
�Is that a new girl?� asked Gwennie, shaking herlong, flowing blonde hair in my direction. �Can I puther on the schedule?�
�Not yet,� laughed Nicole, tugging my hand. I shiv-ered at what I might be offered. �She�s just a visitor,for now.�
�Where�?� I began as we went further into thebuilding, away from Rongey and the only way out Iknew of.
�Shh,� whispered Nicole, opening a door. We wentinto the back of a darkened room. At the front, therewas a brightly-lit stage from which deafening musicemanated. On the stage was a chorus line of dancersin the skimpiest of costumes and high, featheredheaddresses, who were doing an intricate productionnumber.
Suddenly, they all joined up and began to highkick to the music, the crowd at the tables between usand them standing up and cheering. Perhaps the factthat none of the girls were wearing any panties wasthe reason for the male voices cheering and whis-tling.
�Come on!� hissed Nicole to me. We slipped alongthe back wall. Several men who saw us shouted,though I couldn�t hear a word they said, and indi-cated to us to join them.
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We went through another door into a red-lit, dimpassage. The door behind us closed so securely thatwe didn�t hear music any more as we swished downthe passage in our high heels, through the doorsmarked �Leisure Room�. Almost immediately, thesound of girlish voices, laughing and giggling,reached me. There, in the pool stretched across awide room, were girls of all sizes and shapes, somenaked, and some in bikinis, relaxing in and besidethe pool.
�Nikki!� called one girl, a brunette, her eyes violetand darkly fringed. �What happened to you?�
�Rongey!� said another girl, a blonde in a red bi-kini. �She�s got a thing for that guy! She shouldmarry him!�
I couldn�t believe my eyes as Nicole began to takeoff all of her clothes, exposing herself to anyone whowanted to look at male genitals.
�What�s your name?� Nicole asked me as shekicked off her shoes and peeled off her stockings.
�J-Jessica,� I managed to say, although �Abigail�had been on the tip of my tongue.
�Jessica�s new, from Lannan, a friend of Colette�s!�called Nicole to the girls who immediately began tocall out welcomes to me.
Nicole tossed her female clothing into a basket, herpanties and dress quite soiled with essences fromRongey and probably from �herself�. �You can putyour dress and bra and stuff in the change cubicle,�said Nicole, �and join us in the warm water.�
�But I don�t have�� I started to say.
�Bikinis in the top drawer,� said Nicole, turningand diving into the water. I was left to stagger in myhigh heels. A tall, naked brunette, with quite a darkbush about her vagina, pointed where to go.
It wasn�t really a bikini, but a thong I found for my-self. There was no top.
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�Oh, don�t bother about that,� called Nicole. �Comeon in. It�s so warm. Colette will be here in five min-utes. She always relaxes in the nude!�
I shivered again but the warm water drove awaythe nervousness I felt.
�Jessica hasn�t seen a blue girl before,� announcedNicole. I felt very strange as I tried to swim across toNicole from the steps. It was so odd, swimming withbreasts.
�You�re new,� said a red-haired girl with a grin.�They don�t teach you that in Lannan, do they?�
�What�s a blue girl?� I asked of the sea of smiling,feminine faces around me.
�The Northern Continent coined the phrase,� theblonde, Andrea, told me. �They had no women thereat all. It was forbidden. But you know men. Theyneed sex with someone. So the youngest and weakestwere forced to be housewives, maids, comfort girls.The men could make believe they were making love towomen. Blue girls had everything a man has but theygrew their hair�the men made them�and worewomen�s clothing, makeup, jewelry, everything awoman does.�
�We�re given girl�s names as well,� said Nicole witha grin. �And we do for men, as I did with Rongey, ev-erything a man wants from a girl.�
�But when Lannan began to do transformationsfor Lord John McDonald,� said Andrea, �there wereall these girls to be given away to the rulers, the pow-ers, of Northern. Some of the blue girls were so prettythey looked like us geecee girls from Lannan. That�swhen the terms blue girl and pink girl came into use.We�re all pink girls from Lannan��
�Not every one,� said one of the girls, a girl withchestnut brown hair and large, rounded breasts.
�� but some Northerners liked the girls they�dmade,� Andrea went on with a grin. �They let some ofus go into Coldhaven and have our breasts aug-
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mented or our tushes rounded. But they liked us tobe girls with a little extra, like Nicole and me.�
I gulped as I stared at the very pretty Andrea. Hermaleness, if she had such, was concealed by her bi-kini bottom.
�Here, we don�t take any notice of the difference,�said another girl, the redhead, Marcia. �Besides, theblue girls often become pink after they�ve been here awhile. You�re going to do it, Nikki, aren�t you?�
�Yes,� said Nicole with a grimace. �And I�m going tobe a bride as well. You can when you�re a pink girl.�
�You can when you�re a blue girl as well,� saidAndrea with smile. �Lady Liffey, Lady Rosemary,she�s a blue girl. She even has five kids, I think.�
�Ooo, that�s got to hurt,� said another girl, floatingout on the water.
�Blue girls have caesareans,� said Andrea, whoseemed to be the expert on this strange phenome-non. It sent shivers up and down my spine as thegirls spoke so earnestly. �It really isn�t very differentfrom the way pink girls have their kids��
And how is that? I wanted to scream.
�Here�s Colette,� interrupted Nicole. �Hey, Colette,over here! Jessica�s here from Lannan to visit you!�
Colette�s dress was stained, her stockings weretorn and her blonde hair was half pinned, half loose,as she smiled faintly. She dumped all her clothing,bra and panties, into the basket that Nicole hadused, and dove into the warm water. She came upwith hair all over her face.
�Twelve men I wrecked tonight,� Colette said with afeminine giggle. �I need some food, fuel, before I goback again!�
�Twelve isn�t the record,� laughed Nicole to the na-ked woman drifting beside her.
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�I can�t do twenty-five,� protested Colette. �Thema-rines off that Kingdom ship are animals, animals I tellyou!�
This led to all kinds of laughter around the group.The arrival of a group of girls, led by Gwennie, orga-nizing food and drinks for everyone, finally led toNicole pointing me out to Colette, who turned andsmiled at me.
�Do I know you, Jessica?� she askedme, a smile onher pretty face as she stood from the water and took awhite robe to cover her fantastic female figure.Colette had a pretty, upturned nose, delicate featuresand didn�t appear to be a day over eighteen. Quiteunselfconsciously, she was taking the pink lotionthat Gwen passed to her and was languidly, femi-ninely, creaming her hairless legs.
�I, I wasn�t Jess-Jessica in Lannan,� I half-whis-pered to this beautiful, lithe girl who stretched andsmiled in pleasure as she applied the lotion to herfirm, perky breasts. �Th-there, they c-called me Abi-gail.�
�Ah,� said Colette, stepping over to a shower andletting warm water caress her athletic body. She wasa picture of feminine perfection as she eased her wet,blonde hair back from her face, showing off thegolden flowers at her ear lobes. There was somethinglike them as well at her navel, as well as a thin,golden chain at her ankle and bracelets at her wrists.
�Abigail?� asked Colette with a frown. She glancedaround at the other girls, several of them flushed andshrieking in delight and laughter about the partythey�d been in and what various men had tried to do,had done, to them. �You�re from Foreman, then?� Shestudied me intensely. �Cal?� she asked with a curveof a smile on her full, pink lips.
Colette couldn�t be Sergeant Tobert, I thought witha shudder. He was thin-lipped, scarred, where herlong, lovely neck was marked only by some otherman�s attention to kissing her. Tobert did have dark,grey-green eyes as she did.
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�Not Morshin,� she mused. �Not Parres. Herrick?�
�D-Dowerson,� I said, my voice shaking as I turnedwith her, she so naked, a little muff of blonde hair be-tween her legs and nothing else. In the mirror tile,there I was beside her spectacular femininity. Only Iwas a woman as well, in a red bikini, a young girl, myhips as rounded and my legs as shapely as hers.
�Lieutenant?� gasped Colette, taking my arm andmaking me face her. �What, how, how did you, howdid you find me here?�
�B-Barbara said,� I began, the words tumbling out.�You were organizing, f-finding a-a w-way out ofh-here ��
�Shush,� murmured Colette, taking a white robefrom a trolley and wrapping it about her nakedness.She took a soft white towel, bending to dry her long,blonde hair as she handed me another and a robe aswell.
�Toss your bikini in there,� Colette said, indicatingthe basket of clothing, as I dried myself. �I have a per-formance to give in about an hour but we can talkuntil then. Is it Abigail or Abbie or Gail?�
I shuddered. But I could see, with all the girlsaround, that I couldn�t really call her �Sergeant� or ex-pect her to call me �Lieutenant�.
�None of those?� asked Colette. �Oh, Jessica!That�s what Nikki called you. Is that a new nameyou�ve taken? A husband or a lover?� She took myhand and caressed my ring finger. �You�ve still gotthe marks. Mmm, a big ring, wasn�t it? Cost a lot ofmoney, I�ll bet. So, Mistress Abigail, why are youhere, coming after me? Surely, Barbara told you whatI told her.�
�She, she said,� I said quietly, hating to speak ofCorporal Parres that way. He wasn�t a �she�, as I was-n�t, nor was Colette, not really. �Barbara said youwanted to get us all together again. I, I tried to recruitPriscilla but she was too scared to even tell me who,who she really was.�
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�But you told her about me,� said Colette, leadingme to the table Gwen had prepared for us all. Shehanded me a long, cool drink of juice which was all Iwanted.
�I, I thought it would make a difference,� I said, fi-nally controlling some of the shakes I�d been feeling.
�It won�t,� said Colette in the tiniest of whispers.�Come. Let�s go to my room before we get the makeupcall.�
As soon as we stepped through the Leisure Roomdoors, we were accosted by two men, their peckersrampant. �No, no, no, darling,� said Colette, kissingthe man with his arms pinning hers to her sides.�We�re getting ready to perform in the champagneglass! When that�s over, you can have me!�
A dressed, laughing Gwen came out of the LeisureRoom, with two other girls, scantily dressed, behindher. �Here they are, Jenny, Denise!� she exclaimed,releasing the hand caressing my naked breast andputting it on a redhead�s bra instead. �I said therewere dates for you both out here. Now leave that guyalone, Colette.� Colette was mauling the man�s lipswith hers, a hand behind his head to draw him downto her as her tongue flickered over his mouth. �He�sJenny�s.�
A laughing Gwen disentangled us from the soldiersor marines. I was shuddering as I followed a grinningColette into a fairly luxurious suite, one side domi-nated by a huge, canopied bed. She bounced up ontoit like a young girl, again making me stare at her andwonder where the Sergeant I knew had gone.
�You haven�t heard anything about your home?�asked Colette. I shook my long hair, shivering at thetouch of the pony tail Nicole, the blue girl, had madefor me as I�d waited to see my Sergeant again.
�All the time as a wife and you never thought to ac-cess news from Foreman?� Colette asked, openingand sweeping away the dressing gown she wore. Sothere I was, in a room, with a naked, eigh-teen-year-old woman. I couldn�t do anything I�d

Page - 16

THE UNMAKING OF ABIGAIL BY PHILIPPA PETERS



sworn I�d do if I ever got the chance. No, I couldn�t be-cause I was an eighteen-year-old girl in looks andbody, as well.
�We, or more specifically you, Jeffrey,� said Colettesoftly as she pirouetted over to me in a girlish dancemove, helping me out of the robe I had on, �were be-trayed. All of us were, home boys and mercenariesalike. Your father called it �avoiding a blood bath.� Hispresent sycophants call it �acting the responsiblestatesman.� That�s a quote from your eldest brother.Branford has a mountain holding, doesn�t he? It was-n�t touched in the fighting. He�s your father�s chief ofsecurity in the new coalition government your fatherformed.�
�He said he�d never�� I protested hotly. �He said Iwas his heir!�
�Your brother heard him. That�s why you�re here,Abigail,� said Colette, putting her thin arms aboutme as if I, a naked woman in looks, wanted anothernaked woman to take me in her arms.
I pushed her away as she looked surprised. �Youcould ask your father about it, Abigail,� Colette said,her eyes gleaming as she called me that. �He�s com-ing in with a party later tonight. Branford might bewith him. There�s only six of them but they want adozen girls, all long-haired blondes, all pink girls. Wecould slip you in. Yes?�
My look of horror surely showed her what I wasfeeling.
�And don�t ask me to revenge myself on your fatheror your brother,� Colette went on easily, moving overto a large table where makeup and women�s lotionshad been laid out in orderly fashion. �I�m not in thatbusiness any more. Even if I tried, I wouldn�t be ableto do anything without a blaster in my hand, and I�venowhere to conceal that.
�No, if Daddy picks me, I�ll just try to get him tooverdose on his meds and alcohol, the usual stuff.Get him so excited he could pop off, having a girl likeme. It�ll be fun for me, even if nothing comes of it. The
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medtechs here are too good. They can revive anyonewho overdoses it or who crashes. They�ve seen justabout everything it�s possible to see round here.�
�You, you wouldn�t make love to my father!� I ex-claimed in horror, looking at the blonde girl brushingout her long hair. �Not with whom you once were�!�
Colette turned her head and smiled coyly over hershoulder at me. �Why not?� she asked. �He�ll be thebiggest present-giver here tonight. I�m not who youthink I am, Abigail. I�m not who I was. I�ve moved on.I�m Colette now. That�s what Barbara should havetold you. She was just being mischievous. She lovesbeing a dancer in the touring burlesque show she�sin. She fucks as many men as we do here in theDrum, though she doesn�t have as manyoff-worlders.�
�You�d let my father make love to�� one of his vet-eran soldiers, a man older than he was, I wanted todeclaim.
�Of course,� Colette pouted at me. �Why don�t youcome with me tonight? You�ll know the ministers he�sbringing with him. We could have him to ourselves, athreesome, us and Daddy. We could probably blowhis mind right off this planet, two girls like us.�
I struggled to speak as Colette�s eyes went up anddown over me. She changed her brush for more lo-tions that she eased into her soft, smooth girlskin.
�It�s the best I can offer you, Lieutenant,� she saidgently, �for old times� sake.�
Make love to my own father as a woman!? Kill himby bringing him to a point of sexual excess?What sortof woman did Colette think I was?
I reeled back as she began to tell me where I couldfind women�s clothing to fit me. I�d barely got mynumb fingers onto a pair of panties when there was achime at the door. Colette let in a pretty, olderwoman.

Page - 18

THE UNMAKING OF ABIGAIL BY PHILIPPA PETERS



�Makeup,� said the woman in an amused,high-pitched voice. �Melinda only just got out of HisLordship�s clutches, she says, but we�ve all heardthat before, haven�t we?�
Colette introduced me as �Jessica� to Alanna, whoassisted all of the performers with their makeup,Colette said. And Melinda, I gathered, routinely wentoverboard with her �dates,� getting so worked up thatshe never got to rest before she was on stage again.She was due to perform with Colette, as I�d seen themdo in the promo vids.
�And costumes, I do those as well as cosmetics,�agreed Alanna, making me blush as she looked meover critically. �You�re not performing today, are you,Jessica? I don�t have you on my list!�
�She�s a visitor,� said Colette, opening her eyeswide as she began to darken her eyelids and applycurled, thick eyelashes to those she already had. �Weknew one another in Lannan.�
�Oh, that�s where I�ve seen you!� exclaimedAlanna. �You must have been a dancer with a figurelike that!�
�No,� I said, quivering yet again at the appraisal ofmy �female� body. I hastily put on the bra Colette hadtold me to use, wondering if I could get my own fe-male clothing back from the poolside cubicle whereI�d left it.
But Alanna and Colette laughed when I tentativelymentioned that. �It�ll be in the wash by now,� saidAlanna, her giggle infectious. She sprayed Colettewith some new scent, from the Yost Abergris perfum-ery, whatever that was.
�Here, Jessica,� Alanna said to me. �Try this. Isn�tit marvelous? Drives my husband wild! It�ll makeyour date tonight unable to keep his mouth off yourbody!� She lifted her own dress, sprayed over her tinyblack panties and then inside them. She attacked asmiling Colette in the same way.
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�Men have tongues,� said Alanna, making me won-der about her. Was she really a former man likeColette and me? �But they really don�t know whatthey�re for, do they? It�s taken me nearly all this yearto train my husband to loving me the way a womanwants to be loved!�
�And are you doing what he wants you to do aswell?� asked Colette archly, standing and arranging athong about her vagina and tush. Alanna began toattach tassels to Colette�s breasts. That was her en-tire costume for whatever �number� she was about toperform.
�Of course,� laughed Alanna. �I�m not immune tothis crazy Perverse perfume, either. I promised TeddyI�ll go up to Lannan for him at the end of the year.�
Colette squealed then like a little girl. She jumpedup and down and flung her arms about the womanopposite her, quite spoiling her lipstick as she kissedher. �You�re going to be a mummy,� shrieked Colette.�Does everyone else know?"
�I just told Gwen and Nicole,� said asqueaky-voiced Alanna, hugging Colette in her turn.�I�m sure the word is on its way �round the Theater.�
�It will be so thrilling!� squealed Colette, astound-ing me as she sounded so girlish and excited that thisother woman was to become a mother. �Are you hop-ing for a boy or a girl? They can do that, can�t they?Impregnate you with the sex you want!�
�Teddy says �no� and I wouldn�t want to know any-way,� said Alanna, smiling at me. �Oh, I do know you,don�t I? You were on all the vids! At the last bridalauction at St. Duncan�s. It�s you, isn�t it? Lady AbigailBrel! Your husband paid ten millions for you!�
Colette stared at me open-mouthed, tossing herbrushed, waved blonde hair about her thin shoul-ders. �Lady Abigail Brel!� she gasped. �Of course youare! What an idiot I am!�
�Sit down here, Abigail,� said Alanna. After a fewwhimpers and protests, I sat in Colette�s makeup
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chair. Alanna turned me into a painted showgirl likeColette. They wouldn�t hear of me wearing a dresslike my old one. No, I had to wear a tiny skirt, a tinytop and impossibly high heels, all to show off all myfemale, feminine attributes.
My hair was re-done. It was swept up and arrayedover my head with strings of beads, matching theheavy, dangling earrings I wore at my ears. My stock-ings were dark-topped and almost came to the hem ofmy skirt, where the black, garter belt held them inplace.
I stared at the woman they �d made me into soquickly. I�d have been called a tart or strumpet orfloozy by my father who loved such old-fashionedwords. If he saw me like this walking through theDrum Theater, I�d no doubt he�d claimme for the eve-ning. I didn�t doubt Colette was planning that for me.
�Go do your thing!� Alanna said to Colette for atenth time. A rap on the door and Colette went danc-ing to it, to meet another girl whose tassels wereswinging just like hers.
�Melinda,� said Alanna but I�d already guessedthat. �If you�re going to work here, Lady Abigail, I�dguess Colette wants you to replace Miranda. You andColette would be really hot, I�d think, in the cham-pagne glass routine!�
I thought about what we were as I tottered afterAlanna. A naked, grizzled, veteran soldier and hisnude, murderous lieutenant, would be weavingabout one another in a bubbling, �wine� filled glass,entertaining a shrieking group of Drum devotees aswe touched and stroked one another. Who�d pay tosee that?
I followed Alanna as she went down a chorus lineof girls, adjusting clothing and makeup, perking upbreasts and making all the girls smile as they readiedthemselves to follow Colette and Melinda in quite adifferent act.
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�Your panties have to drop at exactly the sametime,� I heard Alanna saying. �No being late, Brigitte,this time!�
A dark-haired girl down at my end smiled and dida sexy pose for the rest of the group as they razzedher, laughing as they did so.
I could see the girls in the champagne glass overmy head. Colette and Melinda slid about one an-other, kissing and caressing, faking ecstasy (or so Iwas told by Brigitte, the girl on the end of the line). Itwas she who pointed out an exit that avoided groupscoming in. I slipped away as the �chorus� moved for-ward and went through doors that only opened oneway.
I was on the street outside the Drum, the breezestill blowing, making me quiver in my skimpy cloth-ing. A huge limo pulled up at the main Drum en-trance. My father was dressed up like a general. Thewoman judge who�d sentenced me to exile was on hisarm, looking up in interest at Colette and Melinda,cavorting in the champagne glass. Then, the line ofgirls appeared across the drum symbol. She, thejudge, clapped her hands and pushed my father for-ward to join other distinguished men, entering theDrum.
Oh yes, we�d been betrayed. There was my brother,as Colette said. There were Squid River leaders,arm-in-arm with ranchers, more than six of them to-gether, as far as I could see. I should have stayed andassisted Colette, I thought bleakly. But what if my fa-ther had chosen me to be his party girl? Gods, evenworse, imagine what it would have been like if I, as ashowgirl, had to entertain that old wrinkled womanjudge! Or my brother, Branford! Well, maybe I�d havegotten one of them to listen to me.
�Hey, honey girl,� said a voice beside me. A cal-lused hand caressed my tush. �How�s about a partywith me and my friend!�
I squealed loudly. Security came running as thedrunk�s �friend� was splashing all over my legs as I
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tried to get away from the man who said he loved meso.

*****
Where else could I go but back to the Travel Cot-tage? I was accosted several times by different menon my wobbly return to the place I�d rented. Inside, Iwas seething with terrible emotions. I�d been be-trayed and not just by my father.
The person I�d counted on, to be like me, to try tofind a way out of the mess men like us, nanotechtransformations into women, were in. I�d believedSergeant Tobert would never give in. But he wasn�t aman any more!
Tobert was this simpering doll of a girl, willing tosell his new body to any and all comers. He was en-thralled and delighted to be the woman he was. Hewas being sexually fulfilled, it appeared to me, as awoman. �She� wanted nothing more out of life than tobe sexed, in myriads of ways, by perverted men. Yes,Colette was the queen of the Drum Theater, I ragedinside. She was definitely, most definitely, a queen.
The mirror in my room showed me a girl whowouldn�t have been out of place at the Drum. I shouldhave stayed there, I thought miserably, as I wiggledout of the sexy outfit I�d worn through the streets ofDuncansford. No wonder men had thronged aboutme, no wonder they�d touched my tush, and wantedme to party with them. I looked like a girl who wasflaunting herself!
I trembled all over as I removed the garish makeupfrom my face, got out of the sexy lingerie and tinyskirt I�d been wearing. I shuddered at what Alannaand Colette had done to my hair. I was crying as, fi-nally, an hour later, I got the last strands of pearlsand the last barrette out of my hair. Then I had to en-dure long, feminine hair falling about my face, neck,and shoulders as I got ready for bed.
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I was so restless as I lay in my lovely nightdress,looked up to the ceiling mirror. A beautiful, restlessgirl stared back at me. I must cut off �her� hair, I de-cided. Enough, I wasn�t a woman. I didn�t have tolook like one. But, naked, my figure was so curvy. Itwouldn�t matter if I shaved my head, I�d look like awoman anyway.
I hadn�t thought what it would be like to be in aplace like the Travel Cottage. I was restless and afraidof my own thoughts. I was so depressed at what I�dlearned in just one silly trip into the city ofDuncansford. How could I return to what I�d been?The Cottage had no answers. All I could hear waslaughter and giggles of pretty girls who seemed to sa-shay past my window all night long. Beds creakedloudly in the rooms above me, first on one side of myroom, then the other.
Every girl must be wearing high heels and giving afashion show, with all the clicking that echoed andre-echoed in my room. Then, as I dozed, some girlwould flit by the window, on the balcony walk out-side. I shivered as some would stop, a second shadowwould join them, and the two would become one.
If I didn�t get sleep soon, I thought in bewilder-ment, how could I ever make a plan to get away, orcarry it out? Cory had said I�d have a day before thisplanet�s security would be hunting me. Perhaps Ishould just get up, take a pack, and go, but exhaus-tion took over in the end. I half-slept, trembling as Idreamed of Cory, his arms around me, in our mar-riage bed.
�If you can�t beat them, join them,� Jodie, my sup-posed �trainer� in how to be a girl, had whispered tome in exasperation. She, a boy as much as I was, hadthought I wasn�t making a proper effort to be a girl.She�d been genuinely concerned about the effect psy-che drugs would have on me. I�d certainly be givenhuge doses of Euphoria, �E�, if I didn�t �shape up�.
But I�m not a girl and neither are you, I�d wanted totell her. Join me and stop this insanity, I wanted toscream. But all Jodie ever wanted was to have herboyfriend screw her, to put it crudely. Once her doc-
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tor boyfriend had made love to her, she was an en-tirely different girl, much kinder and more friendly,more feminine, even loving, to me and other �girls�created at the same time as me.
But no, I wouldn�t join them, I remember thinkingas I finally drifted off to sleep.

*****
A shadow across the curtained window must havemade me sense I wasn�t alone any more. I felt thepresence of dark, uniformed people in my room andwoke, squealing like a little girl, for my nightmarewas true. The planet of Carmichael�s security forcehad found me. Several members of that establish-ment were in my room, pawing through my clothes,exchanging silent signals, expressing surprise I hadsuch a feminine wardrobe to wear.
�Get dressed, Lady Abigail,� said a woman withvivid blue eyes, her hair hidden in the helmet shewore. �We�re taking you for a ride. You can guesswhere.�
I clutched the blankets around my upper chest infright, a terribly revealing feminine gesture thatsomeone like me shouldn�t have made, I knew. Thewoman smiled and motioned to another womanwho�d been watching me from the doorway.
My bedsheets didn�t stay against me for a second. Iwas exposed immediately to the people in the roomas a woman in a short, red nightdress. The silent girlfrom the doorway pulled me across the bed andpushed me towards the bathroom. She stood in thedoorway as I washed and did what I had to in themorning, hearing only quiet sounds as my clothingwas packed in the other room.
�Here,� was the only thing the girl said as shetossed me panties and waited, hand out. for mynightdress which she passed off to someone else.Other clothing, a bra, a slip, a dark blue blouse, ap-
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peared in order and then stockings, a garter belt anda straight skirt, grey in color.
There were few items of makeup from my purse, infront of the mirror. I shivered as I did what I alwaysdid, as a woman, in the mornings. I shaped my eye-brows with a pencil, lined my eyes and thickened mylashes with mascara. I creamed my face as I�d beentaught and put on lipstick and perfume, shaking alittle as I realized that everything on my dressing ta-ble had been laid out exactly as I�d have done it.There was the makeup I�d have used, even the up-land flowers perfume I wore during the day. Cory, Ithought, for no reason, liked that scent so much.
Rosanne, the girl who�d assisted me before, stoodat the entrance to the Travel Cottage, her mouthopen in surprise at the little procession of women inuniform, escorting me to ground transport.
�Just taking our newest recruit to the training es-tablishment,� said the woman who�d spoken first tome. Her cheerful voice satisfied Rosanne. She smiledand waved to me, even when I was in the car, be-tween two other �women,� if they were indeed. Whatcould I do? I smiled and waved back to someonewho�d judged me a pretty woman in the short time I�dbeen in Duncansford.
A thopter awaited me and my procession. Unlikethe one Cory had let me use, this one was all darkwith no markings at all.
�On the way,� said the chatty woman, taking offher helmet, showing braided, blonde hair to me. Shesmiled. �Yes, I have our friend with me. No trouble atall. Thank Vincent for his vids from the Drum. Shedidn�t make any attempt to hide from us. No, she isno security risk, I�m sure of that. No, I won�t refer toher as �the package�. We�re inbound for the next twohours.�
I shivered as the thopter rose straight up, as theyalways do, the speed alarming, also as always.
�Men,� said the woman beside me. �I�m Celia, bythe way. The glum one beside you is Maggie. She was
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hoping for some action today, a little tussle,girl-on-girl stuff, but I saw you in that bouffant hairand the costume you wore out of the Drum. I told heryou were far too much of a girl to do anything stupid.You are a girl, aren�t you?�
�No,� I whispered to her. Celia had crossed her legsas I had. Our stockings made them appear very simi-lar. Her heels weren�t as high as mine.
�No, you�re not stupid?� asked Celia while Maggiewatched me in intense silence.
�No,� I said, agreeing with her, although I�d meantto say, again, I wasn�t a girl.
�Hold on, girls,� the pilot called from in front of us.The rest of our party, save for the female co-pilot andtracker, were behind us. I could hear several low,baritone voices talking about some fight the night be-fore. �I�m going for the jet stream! Be in Lannan thirtyminutes early!�
�She didn�t mean she wasn�t stupid,� said Maggiesuddenly, across me, to her partner. She still had herhelmet in place. I wished I did as the thopter rockedwildly as the pilot made a spectacularly fast climb.
�She meant,� said Maggie, watching me as Iglanced fearfully at her, so feminine and composed inher security uniform, �she wasn�t too much of a girl todo stupid things. She meant that she was too muchof a boy.�
�Oh, now, Maggie,� said Celia, taking my hand inhers, as soft and womanly as my own. �Let�s not startmaking problems for ourselves, shall we? We all havebad dreams some days, don�t we?�
�Ask her yourself,� said Maggie in her emotionlessvoice. �This girl isn�t a bad dream. She knows she is-n�t a girl.�
I could feel Celia�s heavily outlined eyes on me,studying me. �You know where we�re going, don�tyou, Lady Abigail? And what�s going to happen whenwe get there?�
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�Yes,� I said apprehensively.
There was a long silence as the thopter rocked vio-lently, before settling to a fairly even speed, theclouds passing below us, no ground in sight.
�It isn�t so bad,� whispered Celia after the longestwhile. There was sympathy in her voice. �It isn�t badbeing a girl, really.�
�It is,� I said, with a shudder, which seemed to sur-prise her, this Lannan woman. I�d no doubts aboutwhat she�d been before she was nano-transformedinto �Celia�.
There was silence between my �female� captors andme then. I tuned in to other conversations going onaround me. There was another female in the backseat, arguing with men, who seemed really amusedand condescending to me, over her choice of blasterto carry.
�But my hands aren�t as big as yours,� she wassaying to one of them. �That�s why you can carry thatblunderbuss. I�m too, too��
�Feminine,� laughed one of the condescendingmen. �You just like the look of the white, pearly trig-ger��
�Just like yours, Ben,� I heard someone else say.�It�s why she likes you as well.�
�Men,� I heard the girl say in exasperation to sub-dued chuckles behind us. �All you think about is get-ting laid, isn�t it?�
�Not all the time, not while we�re being laid,� some-one else whispered. There was more subdued laugh-ter.
�Lannan approach has us now,� the pilot an-nounced as the thopter ended its swaying; the effectof a tractor beam, I was sure.
The banter ceased as we descended into Lannanwhere more tall, handsome guys - could there be any
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other kind in this facility that worked with nanotechtransformations almost exclusively? � awaited uswith smaller, attractive women in straight skirts andblouses that emphasized their femininity.
Celia and Maggie passed me to other women whoasked how Duncansford was and if everyone hadbeen co-operative.
�Yes,� laughed Celia. She glanced back in amuse-ment at the rest of her squad, the men so muscularwhile the women looked so willowy and blonde out oftheir armor. �Just the usual comments about girls inuniform. Men like to be little boys, don�t they? Youknow how they are!�
�I�m sure you showed Maggie and the new girls theropes,� said one of the women, her dark hair pinnedso neatly to her head, a long pony tail bouncing asshe walked beside me.
�Oh, I did,� said Celia, taking the gun belt from herslender waist. �They all had a really nice time. I madesure of that.� Her mischievous grin made me thinkshe was referring to something different than search-ing for me.
I was ushered up to a level in Lannan I�d neverbeen in before. Clearly, this was the security center.Aides, male and female, were working intently onwhatever problems had been set them. But I wentpast all of that with barely a glance or a lifted head inmy direction. Eloise, the red-haired woman, openedthe door marked �Director Ivany�. A tall, willowy,blonde rose to meet me.
�Lady Abigail Brel,� said the smiling woman, LadyIvany, as much a woman as me - was it Jodie who�dsaid that? - her long hair arranged in a chignon. �It�sa pleasure to meet you.�
I doubted that it was. My husband, yes, I must stillbe married to him on this planet, I thought with ashiver, must have talked to her about where I was.
�Jacqueline Ivany,� the attractive woman intro-duced herself, her lipstick perfect on perfectly
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shaped lips. On the desk beside her, a screen dis-played pictures of a dark-haired man, two very prettyteenaged girls and a young boy, a toddler still.
�My family,� said Lady Ivany, who was really theBaroness of Lannan, I�d been told. �Tarlan is my hus-band, also my security chief, and my daughters andmy son. And yes, Abigail, I�m just like you, a geeceewoman.�
The security, if that�s what the women who�d ac-companied me were, withdrew quietly. The red-dish-haired one indicated she�d stay but Lady Ivanyshook her lovely head. I was left all by myself to con-front one of the most powerful women on the planetof Carmichael, probably the most powerful.
�Did the men who took you into custody tease youvery much?� asked Lady Jacqueline, smiling, tryingto put me at my ease. She didn�t know how difficultthat was for me, Jeffrey Dowerson, changed, yes, butstill me, shuddering inside. We were meeting andgreeting, two men, just as if we were women. I reallyfelt it then, that I was a man just as she, this Lady ofthe Land, had once been.
�It�s still such an anomaly out here,� Lady Ivanywent on easily, dialing on a console for some kind ofrefreshment for us, �women in security uniforms,armed with guns. Some of the men with you are quiteaged and don�t think it right that women should beallowed to do men�s jobs. Carmichael is still a back-woods planet in many respects. But there are com-pensations.� She paused and waved me to a comfort-able chair in the seating area of her office. �Aren�t yougoing to ask me what the compensations are, LadyAbigail?�
I gulped nervously as I sat and looked across at thelovely woman, so perfectly made up. Her legs werecrossed, as shapely and feminine as mine. I shookmy head, feeling my hair swish across my back,wishing I�d put it into some kind of braid to keep itfrom flowing over my shoulders and stirring the skinaround my bra straps.
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�The compensations are that all the men on thisplanet treat us women as if we were goddesses,� saidLady Jacqueline with a smile. �It doesn�t matter thatI�m married to a powerful, dangerous man. Everyman here treats me as if I am a blushing maidenwho�s never known a man. It�s so exhilarating! Don�tyou find it so?
�Didn�t you find it thrilling when you were here anddoing waitress duty in the dining halls? All the menyou met and served must have paid you complimentson your prettiness, your figure, your clothes and soon. Don�t tell me that you didn�t notice. It�s supposedto be one of the most important ways, the psycheswould have us believe, that we condition girls likeyou, to their new roles as women in a new society.�
�They, the men, all do it. It just becomes whitenoise,� I said to her, not knowing when or why I�dcrossed my legs, when I had pulled in my elbows orwhen I�d started sitting as femininely as the personopposite me. She�d admitted to me she�d been a manlike me.
�Ah,� Lady Jacqueline said. �You don�t know,Abbie, yes, I�m going to call you that, you must callme Jackie, that I�ve just got off thecommconsole withyour husband. He�s very, very angry with me. Heseemed to think that, with a day�s start on Eloise andmy girls, you�d be off-planet by now. Of course, I did-n�t believe him at all when he said he wanted a day toconvince you to carry on as his wife. He didn�t try atall, did he?�
The last words were said very softly. This time,Jackie watched me until I finally shook my head.
�We did talk,� I managed to say nervously, feelingmy breasts rising up perkily in front of me. �I had totell him��
�That you want to be a man again,� said JackieIvany gently. �Well, I told Cory it would be no problemmaking you into a girl who loved him. We have anynumber of psyche and drug programs here thatwould make you the perfect, loving wife for him.That�s when he called me a horrible bitch.� She
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seemed very amused by what she was saying. �Youdidn�t tell him anything about your trainers, did you,Abbie? You didn�t tell him we�re all geecee girls, herein Lannan. All of us, that is, except our daughters.�
Jackie smiled at the laughing girl in the vid on herdesk. A young soldier came up behind the girl, havinghis arms about her waist, as the two laughed at who-ever was making the vid of them.
�Melanie, my daughter, and her latest boyfriend,one of the Lord Protector�s aides at Shannondale,�Jackie went on. �Unlike us, she�ll never worry aboutwhether she made the wrong decision about her gen-der.� She turned back to me. �Yes, I�m one of the rareones, Abbie, who chose to be what I am. I hid my in-terests for so long when I began here in nanotech re-search. Then, I worked with Brannon Lannan on hisfirst experiments in replacement identities.
�I worked on prisoners and wrote the procedureswe used on turning men into woman. Yes, that wasme. I never told anyone that the reason I worked sohard and so long on that was because I knew that,some time, I�d want to have the same proceduresused on myself.�
�So, you�re really a man,� I said, a nervous shakein my voice that I couldn�t control.
�Oh, Abigail, look at me,� said Jackie crossly.�Look at my husband who loves me dearly and mademe the mother of our three children! I�m a woman,Abigail! I love it and wouldn�t be anything else.�
�I want to be me, Jeffrey, again,� I said, feeling sosilly as I sat there like a woman, staring at the lovely,manicured hands of the woman opposite. Shepoured me a glass of white wine, smiling, the bangleson her arms whirling as she passed it to me.
�I can�t be Edward again,� she said, sipping on herwine, leaving a red stain of lipstick on the glass. �Theprocedure I pioneered calls for the removal of themale genitals completely before we begin transforma-tion.�
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I think all the air left my body then. My hand shookas I set the glass of wine beside me. �But thatmeans�� I mumbled.
�I could never be a man even if I tried,� said Jackie,�and I don�t want to be.�
�All the men you�ve mutilated,� I began hotly.Jackie winced at that.
�They were prisoners, sentenced to death,� shesaid, waving me to silence. �I, we, gave them a newlife. Twenty thousand rebels, mutineers, what wouldyou have done with them? Make them slaves, so theycould plot more rebellion against the men who heldthem in pits and irons? You�d have made them workfor a hundred years, if they�d been unfortunateenough to take age-lengthening drugs, before theyrebelled. I couldn�t be that cruel!�
�Cruel!� I gasped, wriggling on the seat, feeling mypanties about me, my stockings pulling on the garterbelt, my breasts heaving against the constraint of thebra I had to wear. �This, what youmake me do, this iscruelty!�
�I only experimented on a few,� said Jackie as if Ihadn�t interrupted her. �I was doing it for myself aswell as for the project McDonald, the man in chargeof Carmichael�s security and intelligence organs,wanted. He suggested the mass transformations ofthe rebels he�d defeated. It was that or kill them all,as far as he was concerned. So I gave those dead, piti-ful men a new life.
�I gave you a new life, Abigail. You and the mendumped on Lennox would all be dead, carrion forbirds or whatever flies or crawls on that planet. ButI�ve made this massive program. It saved you all and,along the way, brings pleasure and relief to themen-only camps of Northern.
�You could have been a comfort woman, a whore,in one of those camps, Abigail, but Lady Pamela saidyou�d caught the eye of Cornal Brel. You were readyto move on. Jodie and Lucy, your trainers, agreed.We�re in a hurry this year to get all the new girls we
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make through the training facilities. So Pamela, LadyCameron, passed you for the bridal auction. Now, Irealize when I look through your files, Abbie, that younever made love with any young man in your train-ing, did you?
�Pamela�s angry at herself for missing that. But thepressure�s on us, on her, to keep the intake moving. Afewmistakes are inevitable. Now, the easiest thing wecan do is put you, Abigail, back in training. As I wastelling your husband, you�ll have to go to bed with adozen men, a dozen times or more. We�ll load youwith E and a few other mood changers we�ve learnedabout here. I guaranteed him that you, his wife,would be in love with him with the psyche programswe�ll run� and that�s when he exploded!�
Cory had thrown things at the screen he was usingto talk to Jackie, I heard dully. No, it didn�t matterany more. All I had heard was that I couldn�t go backto being Jeffrey. That was all I had heard in whatJackie was telling me. She, Lady Ivany, was amusedat the temper tantrum my �husband� had thrown.
I suppose it was funny, to her. Cory, one of the fewlords who knew what had been done to make him awife, knowing he�d married another man, wasscreaming horrible epithets at her, someone hethought was a real woman, for threatening to makeme more of a woman for him.
Of course, he�d had enough of me, I thought miser-ably. I couldn�t say �I love you� when we made lovethough he�d said it to me, many times. He�d read myresponses to him correctly and knew I responded likea woman when he made love to me. But there was al-ways that part of me that said I was Jeffrey and notAbigail. I sensed the tears welling up inside me as Iknew I�d never be either one again.
Cory wanted me gone. He didn�t want me back atGrampton. Lady Jacqueline didn�t seem to under-stand his tirade. He wanted me back on Foreman,out of his house, out of his sight, never to return. No,I�d soon become a mindless comfort woman, Ithought, with another surge of despair runningthrough me.
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�Barbara was a member of your squad, wasn�tshe?� Jackie asked me. Why she was still talkingeluded me completely. �I checked her out and terri-fied her, I think, when she knew who was asking herquestions about herself and Corporal Parres.
�Barbara�s with a touring dance troupe, youshould know. She told me, and I believe her, thatshe�s a girl now and is really having a lot of female funas a dancer and actress. Simon, one of Lord Waters�sons, owns part of the Drum, among many other en-tertainment companies. He is promising Barbarahe�s going to make her a vid star, once her tour ofNorthern is complete.
�She seems enthralled at the idea of seeing herselfin holo presentations. I had a private word with Si-mon Waters after that. I told him I expect to seeBarbara in one of his productions very soon. Thatshocked him, as much as my visit shocked Barbara.He hummed and hah-ed about what he�d said. Menwill say anything, won�t they, to get a beautiful girllike Barbara to take off her panties for them? I hadseveral like that before Tarlan, wooing me when I wasfinally confident enough to go out of this room as awoman.
�I didn�t know men lie all the time,� laughedJackie. �Thank goodness, Tarlan straightened outthat part of my life. When he tells me he loves me,�she actually seemed to be misting up, I saw in amaze-ment, �I know it�s true and how lucky I am to havemet such a wonderful man.�
There was a silence between us as she seemed tobe daydreaming about her husband. Whatever itwas, was making her smile, her eyes bright all thesame.
�What you plan to do with me �� I began, a shud-der running through me, activating all my femaleparts again.
�You had a wonderful man as your husband,� LadyJacqueline said, sighing and releasing her lovingdream, I thought.
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�He wants me gone, away from his house, off thisplanet,� I told her as she opened her lovely, thicklylashed eyes in surprise. �He doesn�t want me psychedor drugged into being any kind of woman for him. Hewants me gone and, and, I want that as well.�
�Where were you intending to go?� asked Jackie,after another long look at me, her head shaking indisbelief, as if she couldn�t believe I was turningdown the opportunity to be a woman like her. I�d be amother too, I thought, with intense distress.
�Shalimar Station,� I said as her lovely eyesopened even wider. �They do reconstructionsthere��
�Nothing like what you want,� said Jackie slowly.
�Once I�m me again,� I went on with a shiver at thelook on her face. She was shaking her lovely hair inabsolute denigration of the suggested destination I�dproposed, �I�ve the money to pay for it all. Cory,� yes,he was paying to get rid of me. He�d made no effort tohold back the money he�d paid for me at the bridalauction. �Cory�s let me have my share of the brideprice. I�ll go back to Foreman, confront my fatherabout, about��
��the state of affairs on Foreman for the ranch-ers,� said Jackie as I faltered, my grand plan notcomplete at all.
�Yes,� I mumbled, feeling entirely like Jeffrey in adress then, talking to Sergeant Tobert. He�d have lis-tened and then cogently filled in all the details tomake my plans into possibilities.
�No,� said Jackie, decisively shaking her lovelyhair. �Shalimar will take your money and give younothing that will satisfy you, as a man or as awoman. No, you�ll have to be treated here, darling Ab-igail.�
She sounded so much like my husband. He alwayscalled me �darling Abigail�. Hearing the words on herlips made me openly tremble. I began to stand up,tottering a little on my high, high heels. The girls
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must have made me wear them so that I couldn�t runaway.
�I told you about the procedures we set up fortransformations we make here,� said Jacqueline,waving at me to sit down again. �They apply yo meand anyone transformed on Lennox or in Coldhavenor Liffey where we have outposts on this planet.
�But here at Lannan, we�re using a new technique,one perfected at the Royal Hospital in the NebulaKingdom. Yes, one of their agents wasnanotech-transformed by a different procedure sincethey wished him to return to his original status whenhe finished the job of infiltrating John McDonald�sorganization and destroying the programs that werereplacing crown ministers with replicates.�
I didn�t understand and said so. Jackie againpointed to my seat. I sat, crossed my legs with a raspfrom my stockings, which made her smile.
�This agent didn�t know that McDonald had foundout about his mission,� Jackie went on. �The agentwas amazed, as you must have been, when he wokeup on some space station as a woman. Well, he car-ried out his tasks and returned to masculinity. That�sthe story in short. But since then, once we heard hisstory, we�ve experimented with the techniques thegreat doctors at Royal perfected.�
A gleam of hope flickered through me. And then itdied. �But you said all your male appendages wereremoved�� I said. �You can�t grow them back, canyou?� Jackie had quite a smile as she shook herhead. �Or do a transplant?� I asked, my throat dry,my voice croaking, as I stared at �her�.
Lady Jacqueline Ivany frowned and shook herhead. �No,� she said. �Not yet, at any rate. But, inyour case, or in the case of anyone we�ve transformedcurrently at Lannan, you don�t need to worry. I toldyou we�ve changed our procedures to match thoseRoyal did for just one person, using a crew of over ahundred people all told. You, Abigail, you still haveyour male attributes inside you, albeit in an atro-phied form ��
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�You can change me back into myself!� I shriekedgirlishly at her.
Jackie sighed and nodded her head. �Yes, darlingAbigail,� she said. �If that�s what you really want. Idid make promises about girls unwilling to be girls.You�re the first, so I suppose��
I was shivering, my earrings dancing on my neck.�Oh, I want to be me again,� I proclaimed, letting go ofall the dreams of strong arms about me, holding me,a firmmouth possessing mine and the surge of enjoy-ment that flooded through me when my husband be-gan to make love to me. �Please, make me JeffreyDowerson again!�

*****
I hated getting back into the medshell, having allthe leads attached to me, to my female parts. Jackiewalked me to it and watched me disrobe, me perfectlyfemale, blushing and naked, before her. She directedme to the padded bed inside the shell and strappedme in.
�You�ll wake up off Foreman,� Lady JacquelineIvany said to me with a smile of sympathy. �I�d love tosee you awaken, Abigail, but I have work on thisplanet. Anya,� she nodded at the female medtechfrom somewhere in the Nebula Kingdom, �has super-vised this kind of transformation several times withthe agent I told you about. She won�t talk to youabout that. She will see you through to your finaldestination. Sleep well, Jeffrey. When you nextawaken, that�s who you�ll be, Jeffrey Dowerson him-self!�
I glimpsed the surprised look on the medtech�sface as the shell closed. There was a hiss as anesthe-tizing gases filled the space I was in. Blackness over-came me. I didn�t dream at all. Suddenly, I heardsome woman saying, �Wake up, Jeffrey!�
I�d forgotten the blinding headaches, the flashes oflight and dark, that effectively made me blind. I tot-
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tered, naked, from the medshell. I did, however,manage to feel myself. The medtech, Anya, I guessed,laughed at me.
�Yes, it�s all there,� she teased from out of the fog ofsome sort of shower I was escorted into. �Looks likemy little baby brother�s,� she added. �Maybe you�llsoon be old enough to grow a pubic hair or two.�
I shuddered. It had been the same when I wasgrowing up. My father had insisted I attend therough-and-tumble academy in Jumble Falls. It was-n�t much of a school for teaching academics, despitethe name, but I did learn the rules of a dozen old-timephysical games. We also had wrestling, archery andsharp-shooting lessons.
�Help make a man of you,� Papa had grunted whenI complained I wasn�t learning anything properly,save how to be battered and bruised in a dozen differ-ent parts of my body.
Of course, I wasn�t at the academy long before theSquid River �jiggers� came down the Jumble on horse-back. The shooting lessons paid off. I killed my firstman that day though Piggy Hornerson claimed thekill. He was older than me. His nose flared as helooked at me, daring me to contradict him. I didn�t.
I was his lieutenant, my father insisted on rank forme, directing Piggy and three others, on the advice ofSergeant Tobert, the mercenary who really ran thesquad, to outflank the Squiddies when they cameagain by truck. They tried to encircle the academy, arefuge and hospital by then for our wounded. Piggynever came back from that one. We never found himeven when we rolled up the light forces they�dbrought against us. I think he deserted. A lot did inthe first days of the fighting.
I let the hot shower surround me with a comfortingmist. I thought of Sergeant Tober with a shiver. I re-called Colette tossing her pretty blonde hair, smilingas she and Melinda snaked their lovely, female bod-ies around one another, kissing and amusing menthat they�d have sex with after their show.
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�It�s growing!� Anya said, her hand pulling me fromthe warm flood of water. �You might make it with areal woman after all!�
I still couldn�t see. I lashed out with my arm andconnected with a woman, across her uniform, butdefinitely on her breasts.
I must have been blushing, for Anya cursed me, astring of words I�d heard before from soldiersthwarted about something. She slapped me acrossthe back of my head for my impertinence and threwme forward. I screamed, not knowing where I was go-ing to land but a bed seemed to rise up and receiveme, even though my knees were banged harshly as Ilanded.
�Should just put you in a dress and have done withit, pretty boy,� growled the woman supposed toawaken me to manhood. �If I hadn�t promised JackieIvany to see you off this bucket as a Jeffrey, that�swhat I�d do to you, pansy cake.�
�I, I�m not a pansy!� I gasped. Anya laughed fromsomewhere over me, covering me with a towel to drymyself. I felt her hands on my chest which had noboobs, so weird! I felt her drying between my legs andhad to push her away as she laughed at me.
�I saw you, girlie boy,� Anya laughed at me. �I sawyou and the mark of the marriage ring you wore. Ihear you earned it really from your loving husband.�
�It wasn�t a long time!� I told her. �I didn�t��
�Can�t you talk like a man?� asked Anya, hermockery shocking me to the core as I�d thought I wastalking as I always had. She put on a deep voice her-self. �I sound more like a man than you do, girlie boy.You want me to put you in a nightdress for the littlesleep you�re about to have? Yes, I�ll dress you prop-erly and teach you how to behave like a real man?Oops, I should have said, dress and act like a realgirl, shouldn�t I? Good night, dearie!�
Anya pricked my arm. In seconds, I was under.When I woke next, I could see. The grey interior of a
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cabin swam into view, along with the image of awoman, her dark hair short and wavy, a smile on herface.
�Ready to start again, Jeffrey?� she asked.
I sat bolt upright and looked at the dark sheetsover the top of me. Yes, my chest was Jeffrey�s. I hadno breasts and was hairless. I felt beneath the coversin trepidation but it was all right. I had male equip-ment.
�I�d like to get dressed,� I croaked at the woman op-posite me.
Anya frowned and picked up a bottle with a straw,which she held in front of me. I grabbed it. I guess itwas a test to see if I could see well enough. Oh, thepearapple juice was so cold and refreshing. It was themost delicious drink I ever remember drinking. Isucked on the straw thirstily until Anya decided I�dhad enough and took the drink away.
�You�re going to be unsteady,� Anya told me and Iwas. �Don�t slap me again or I�ll do one of the things Ipromised you earlier. You�d look prettier than me,anyway, in any dress I brought with me. A littlemakeup and perfume, and the sex-starved idiots onthis bucket would be fighting over you. Tell me ifyou�d like a little bit of action.�
�I�m a boy!� I protested, shuddering at the sneer inher voice. �I, I really am. You�re not supposed to treatme like you are!�
Medtech Anya Torsett grinned at me. �We�re a longway from Carmichael, little girlie,� she said, her voicetaking on female, seductive tones. �Be nice to me,Jeffrey, and maybe I won�t tell the crew they�ve a newplaymate, Jacqueline Dowerson.�
I know I flushed. Anya reached out, put her handon my head as if checking if I had a temperature orwas overheated.
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�First thing, Jeffrey,� she said, �is to make you looklike a boy. That means you sit in this chair, with thatsheet around you, and I cut your hair.�
I got to look at myself then, the boy I was, JeffreyDowerson. But it wasn�t me. It was me as I�d beenthree, four years ago, at the Jumble Falls Academy,sort of, but my hair had never been so long or so femi-ninely styled. No wonder Anya taunted me aboutwanting to be a woman.
I shivered as I watched Anya cut away long, curlinglocks frommy head. She had some kind of hairdress-ers� electric razor which she ran right over my head. Ihad a groove right down the middle of my hair.
�Want me to leave it like that?� Anya asked, teas-ing me, standing back and pretending to put the in-strument away.
�No, please go on, Anya, please,� I asked her nicely.
She frowned and began to plough through thethick tresses on the sides of my head. �You know,kid,� Anya said. �You really have to practice talkinglike a boy. This haircut isn�t going to do you muchgood if you talk like that. The flashers on this bucketare going to think you�re a girl who�s lost her hair inmedics. We do a lot of recoveries on long-time flights.The guys will hear you talk and jump your boneswhenever they can if you sound femmy, the way youdo.�
�I sound femmy?� I gasped.
�You do,� said Anya with a frown. She sighed.�We�ll find a program on the console.� She indicated acomp in the corner of the room. �So, don�t come outuntil I say so. Got it, Jeffrey, my girl? We�re a tendayfrom the picket line but you stay here. I�ll bring in aworkout machine. You can try to get some musclesback. Goddesses, but you do look like a girl, evenwith the mop I�ve taken off your head!�
The sheet draped over the floor was covered withblonde hair strands. I glanced at the mirror andshuddered. I think Anya was right. Even with my hair
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gone, somehow I looked very feminine as I stared atmy kid self. I didn�t ever think that when I looked atmyself when I was a few years younger.
It wasn�t just my voice, an exasperated Anya toldme, a couple of shift-times later. �You cross your legswhen you sit,� she said to me. I was doing that then. Iuncrossed hurriedly. �You even did that like a girl,�she went on. �Honestly, Jeffrey, I could make youinto a girl much more easily than make you into aboy!�
�But I�m not a girl,� I whispered to her, trying todeepen the voice I used. �I�m Lieutenant JeffreyDowerson of the Ranchers� Alliance. I won�t cross mylegs again, Medtech Torsett. Are there other things Ishouldn�t do, that make me appear to be who I�mnot?�
�Look how you sit,� laughed Anya, making mecringe again. �You�ve got your elbows in and yourknees together like a prim, little debutante! Guysspread out! Their legs are five meters apart! Oh whyam I telling you this? You were a guy, weren�t you?Surely, you know how to stand, sit and walk!�
�Of course,� I said, lifting my chin. Anya collapsedin fits of laughter.
�You�d be a perfect, youngLady on Carmichael,�she said. �What did they do, condition you to thepart? Look, kid, I don�t know how to say this, but thisgoing back isn�t going to work, I promise you. You�renot going to convince anyone you�re who you say youare, not by the way you talk or by the way you swingyour pretty tush when you walk!�
I�d already endured a frightful morning. I�d dressedin pants for the first time in an age, feeling so fantas-tic. Yes, at last, I was getting back to being a man.But Anya had hooted at me not to walk like a tenmark hooker. I didn�t know what a mark was. I didn�tknow if I was being complimented or not.
The answer to that was �not�, of course. Oh, it washard to walk as if I really had something between mylegs, as Anya described the way I had to walk. She
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put a big pad in my underpants and that helped. I en-dured insult after insult, however, as Anya said I hadto stop acting like a model sashaying down the run-way, and walk like a man.
That brought back memories of all the things I�ddone in training to be a woman. I wouldn�t havethought they�d have become so ingrained in me but,clearly, they had. I was muchmore of a woman than Ihad ever realized I�d become.
I hardly dared to move or talk to Anya the last fewdays of our run-in to the picket surrounding theplanet of Foreman. The circle of starships hadn�tbeen there when I�d been fighting but there was onenow. The Shelter Republics, enemies of the NebulaKingdom, had now joined with the Kingdom to pre-vent any further interference on the surface of theplanet.
�Doesn�t the Kingdom know that Congreve,� thechief of the Shelter Republics, �was supplying thesquatters with weapons to use against us?� I askedAnya, who frowned and didn�t say that my voice wasstill too high-pitched and girlie to be real.
�Course they do,� Anya agreed. �So now the blackstripes keep the Cloudies from arming your father�smen; and the Rainclouds keep the scruffs from doingthe same for the dirt jiggers. You ain�t been keepingup on your home world, have you?�
I�d looked at the programs on the console. Therewasn�t much there, really, about a backwater likeForeman. There were twenty programs on new fash-ions for women, on Carmichael and Nebula Prime, foreach mention of Foreman in a news program.
�Uh, no,� I grunted as Anya nodded. It wasn�t justthe lack of news about Foreman that was botheringme, of course. It was the way I felt as I tried to getused to male clothing again. It seemed baggy andill-fitting in comparison to the clothing I�d become soused to.
I wanted to talk to Anya, as well, about the way shewore her hair and the earth-toned makeup she wore.
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Did she really wear them so she wouldn�t be attrac-tive to men? She could have been really pretty if shetried, if she let me help her. But, of course, I couldn�tdo that. I shouldn�t even think that. I could see by thelook on her face that she was laughing at me.
Anya saw the way I was looking at her in herstraight skirt. I didn�t doubt she�d monitored whatvids I was watching and had seen how long I�d lin-gered on Pauline Santara�s new collection. Jessicaand Colette had both talked about it. As Colette hadsaid, the stylish, swirling dresses would make awoman look so feminine and free. I had to stopwatching such shows now that I was a man again, Ithought with a shudder.
�Better,� Anya said as I tried to frown and slouch inthe chair. �Sullen, quiet and morose, those are thecharacteristics that�ll get you by. Try shuffling in-stead of striding out. That�s the way some guys do it.It�ll keep you alive at least till we�re out the system.�
�But that�s�� I began.
�In three shifts time,� agreed Anya. �Lower yourvoice and practice that again, Jeffrey. Yeah, that�s allthe time the picket gives us. You�re upabove nextshift and booked on a shuttle to some portdownbelow on the Jumble River. Good luck, kid!You�re going to need it if you think you�re going tomake a difference in what they�re doing down there toone another.�

*****
I shuffled and grunted, ignoring the sneers of theCongreve uniformed guards on the downbelow shut-tles, despite all the shakes running through me. Iwas out in the world, even if it was only on a relay sta-tion, in orbit above a planet. There were real people toconverse with, not just a medtech who knew allabout me and my �medical condition�.
I curled my lip at a couple of passengers staring atme and giving one another sly grins. They, probably
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station workers, laughed at me too. I handed in thevoucher Anya had given me and slouched into thechair assigned to me. I just wanted to be forgotten byeverybody before we landed at the new spaceportacross from Jumble Falls, the town. I�d only be a cou-ple of hours from Dowerson House. There were rides Icould purchase in the Falls, as I�d done when I was atschool.
I grabbed the pack Anya had given me upaboveand was halfway across the wide-open departurearea - the whole place so new I had to stop and lookup at the vids and info they gave, weird promos forproducts I�d never seen on Foreman. Just then, anarmed posse came bursting in through the maindoors.
Instinctively, I half-stepped behind a pillar andsaw, through transparent doors, guardsmen werejumping off a transporter, shaking their heads. Asthey burst through the main doors after their lead-ers, I slid out, past them, expecting at any moment tohear someone yelling after me.
��Sup,� I said as throatily as I could to the driver ofthe transporter. He was shepherding people, me in-cluded, back onto the people carrier.
�Looking for a Dowerson,� said the driver, shakinghis head. �As if one of those would ever land herethese days. Should have left that pack in the over-head rack, angel. Didn�t have to get off with it. Let�sget going, people,� he called out, �before the PAthinks up some reason to keep us here all day.�
Welcome to Foreman, I thought, the shakes re-turning as the transporter left the port. We headedacross the Jumble River bridge into the little town.An academy transport would drive us there on ourrare days off work at the Academy.
It was strange to stand on the main street, think ofhow the soldier had seen me, what he�d called me,and look around. Angel? Even long pants didn�t makeme a regular guy.
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The townmeeting hall opposite me was now a heapof rubble. I saw the merchants I�d visited and boughtfrom as a teenager, requisitioned from as an officer,in the shops, on the streets. No one, thankfully,looked at me twice.
Suddenly a siren blared from the top of the hotel.The street blurred as a mass of humanity hurtled outand began to run to shelters I hadn�t seen before, oneopening beside the rubble of the town hall. Peoplefrom the hotel began to disappear into it.
�C�mon, sister!� called a man in shirt sleeves.�Move! The Rangers�ll be dropping ordnance all overthe street.�
�I, I�m not� � I gasped, not knowing whether to say�a girl� or �registered in your hotel�.
�Catch you later, girlie,� said the man, stoppingand looking at me, really looking at me, smiling in away that didn�t make me feel comfortable at all. �Juststick close to me. We�ll make it through.�
�What, what�s going on?� I gasped as he chivviedme along to the opened shelter where another manwas shoving people down a sloping passage, manysliding in their haste to get underground.
�Rangers, Dowerson�s mercs from the mountains,�said the shirt-sleeved man, still holding onto my armas my feet were kicked from under me. We went slid-ing down, into a dimly-lit tunnel where another manwas hauling �travelers� to their feet, urging us furtherdown the tunnel.
�You�re not from round here?� asked my savior asmore people, hotel staff, mostly women, came pilingin after us.
�Working upabove,� I gasped, trying to rememberthe lessons I�d learned on how to talk like a man. HowI was talking didn�t seem to bother the guy holdingmy arm.
�Got yourself a soft lay, Nev?� a girl sneered as sheforced her way past the man holding me back, as the
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tunnel shook lightly. Dust fell from the ceiling. Moregirls pushed past us, real girls, girls in dark,maid-like uniforms, curling their lips at me as theypushed ahead to open space. I finally saw a great fanpumping air into the tunnel.
�Not so bad,� said a big man, tallying us on hishandheld. �And who are you, honey?�
I was about to say �Jeff Dowerson� when a bigstrike up above made the whole cavern reverberate.
�Damn that Branford Dowerson,� snarled the bigman. �Gods save us if he takes down the shuttle. Cutour business in half. Who�d you say you was,sweetie?�
�R-Rainford,� I whispered, coughing as if the dustwas getting to me. �Jessica Rainford." I�d meant tosay �Jesse� but the guy accepted me as �Jessica�. �Did-n�t get to check in yet.�
�Neither did half the people in front of you,� saidthe big man. �Let Jessica go, Nev. I got a job for you.�
Nev swore, taking the helmet and light from the bigman. A blonde girl beside the tallier laughed at him.�Don�t worry, Nev,� she sneered. �We�ll see Biggerdon�t make time with your softie gal while you�reaway!�
The look Bigger, the name suited him, gave methen, mademe flush and shiver all throughmy body.
�I�m no�� I began. The girl laughed openly at me.
�Can it, Stella,� said the big man. �She�s fromupabove and talks funny. They all do up there. If shedidn�t want Nev�s attentions, I daresay she knowshow to keep him at bay. Wouldn�t be down here if shedidn�t.�
Bigger moved back, calling to the men who�d bun-dled us into this living grave.
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�Hey, Jessica,� said the blonde girl opposite me.�You going to be all sweet to Nev like a good littlegirlie?�
�No!� I squealed. I flushed even more as I heard myvoice rising to girlish levels. I backed away from thelaughing girl, following Bigger and the path that ledto the surface of this planet.
�Hey, Jessica, don�t go that way!� said the girl. Thetunnel trembled again but it seemed as if the tremorshad an epicenter a long way off. �They won�t open thegates till All Clear sounds. Likely have to dig our wayout. Don�t want to be digging, do you, not in yourlovely top and pants?�
The blue tee and black pants had seemed normalboys� wear to me upabove. I�d forgotten how scruffythe ordinary squatter was. I�d have to get some dusty,thick cords as pants and some old woolen sweater.That was normal for the squats, who worked mostlyin the fields they�d stolen from the great estates, likethat of my family.
�Is,� I began and saw the smile starting on theblonde�s face again. �Is,� I began in as gruff a voice asI knew how to use, her eyebrows rising in surprise.�Is this planet always like this?�
�The raid, you mean?� asked the girl, frowning atme. �No,� she said, brushing the dust from her flared,black skirt, turning,. �Would you just brush methere? I got some dirt fleck in there. Could you�? Oh,that�s great! Would you like me to brush out yourbra? Oh, don�t go all strong on me, Puss-ica!
�J-J-,� Jeffrey I was going to say.
�Gigi,� laughed the girl. �You know what that isdown here, don�t you? It�s any animal you can ride.�She rolled her eyes at me. �Is that you, Jessica? Areyou an animal when you�re ridden? Or do you like be-ing ridden? I do!�
�Hey! Stella!� shouted Bigger from down the tun-nel. �Pass the word. Everyone comes up!� He was in-terrupted by the soft gong noise ricocheting down the
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tunnel. �The Shelters and Cloudies are dropping in.The Rangers have high-tailed it.� Bigger kept yelling.�Everyone up!�
I wasn�t the first in line. Other people had come inafter me, many of them in sort of uniforms, hotelstaff, I supposed. It was a relief to climb the ladderand be out in relatively fresh air.
Stella was younger and prettier in the light thanshe�d been in the dark. �Mmm,� she said, leaningagainst me, tucking her arm through mine. �It�s youwho smells so nice. I thought it someone else in theshelter. Are men as adorable upabove as you are,Gigi darling?�
�It�s Jess,� I said feebly, coloring at the way sheheld my arm, just as I�d been instructed to hold aman by Miss Delia. It really brought on a sick feelingin my stomach as I glanced at the amused girl�sbrown eyes. I think she was catching on to me.
�Hey!� yelled one of the guys, from the shuttle I wason. �I thought you said all the Rangers were gone!� Hewas pointing down the street.
�Oh, fu-for crying out loud,� said the girl besideme, urging me to run towards the hotel. �Those areSquid River Boys! They�re looking for whatever it wasthat the Rangers wanted! Come on, Gigi! Let�s get offthe street.�
My heart was in my mouth as the girl bounded upthe hotel steps. I had to do as she did. I could hearrunning feet behind me.
�What room are you in?� gasped Stella, her breastsheaving as mine had whenever I�d exerted myself.
�I don�t have a room yet,� I gasped at Stella. �I did-n�t get time to check in.�
Stella cursed again and rolled her eyes at the ceil-ing. There was the whoosh of a blaster weapon beingused and a scream from the street, followed by whatseemed like a hundred cries of protest. Two guysburst through the front door after us, another
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whoosh following them, blowing a huge hole in thedoorpost. That brought more yelling and screamingfrom outside while the two men who�d scrambled in-side were off, running like high prairie herderhounds, down an interior passage.
�My room!� Stella yelled at me as I stood there, pet-rified, unmoving, staring after the running men. Shegrabbed my hand as I tumbled after her, down stairsand round a corner to a door that opened to the handcomplock.
She ordered the comp to emergency lock, endingall room transmissions. The windows faded fromsight along with the vista of the river. We were in abare, white room as all adornments disappeared savefor grey chairs and table.
�In here!� said Stella, pushing me into a long cup-board that one person could stand in before it waslocked. I stood there in complete blackness, notknowing what was going on. I heard all kinds ofthumps and bangs around the building. I half-ex-pected to be killed and not know exactly who�d killedme or why. I was bracing myself for that as noisesreached the walls around me.
I�m sure someone entered the rooms in which I washidden. I was quivering as I heard Stella�s voice yell-ing and screaming at whoever it was that they wereruining her systems and would they leave it alone.�He,� I heard her shouting, �isn�t in here.�
He? That was me, I guessed. I stood, shivering infright, afraid to step out, knowing that, as a man, Ishould. I shouldn�t hide behind a woman�s skirts.But all I could think of was the finality of beingseared by a blaster. I stood quietly, wishing I wasanywhere but here, on my home world. Finally, Iheard a noise, the bathroom door opening. I bracedfor a blast that didn�t come. I blinked at Stella andthe man called Bigger standing there, staring at me.
�She cain�t be him,� said Bigger gruffly, frowning atme. �She�s too young. Her, a lieutenant in the Rang-ers in disguise? Don�t make me laugh!�
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�You got ID, girl?� Stella asked, staring at me in thesame way Bigger had. I was so thin, Anya had saidupabove. It was to be expected, she said. Anyonecoming out of what I�d supposedly been through,Anya said, would look younger than the last timethey�d seen themselves. I should be happy, Anya hadtold me angrily. There were many people who�d die forwhat I was experiencing for free.
�I think I lost it,� I muttered. That lie lasted onlyuntil Bigger pulled the pack off my shoulder, almostbreaking it in the process. I tried but I couldn�t keephim from dumping the contents on Stella�s table.Several data cubes rolled over the table from a pocketI hadn�t even known was there.
�Lady Abigail Brel?� Bigger asked, a huge smilespreading over his face as the datacube in Stella�s re-corder proclaimed me to be �her� with my husband.Gods, I can�t think of Cory like that. I mustn�t, Iscreamed inwardly. But there I was, my husband�sarms about me, my dress and veil gorgeous, my eyesso darkly made-up, so striking, my lips pink and girl-ish, on my wedding day, as a bride.
I�d hoped never to see such scenes again, but thereI was, the data feed naming me as Lady Abigail Brel.My stomach lurched as I was pictured so femininely,kissing my husband. Stella grimaced at me as mybreasts, the ones I�d had, bounced as I was pressedto Sir Cornal Brel. She looked at my thin, skinnyframe then and wrinkled her nose at me.
�M-my s-sister,� I gasped, wondering why such anidentity cube would be in my possession. Why wouldAnya, ever have put it in my pack? Did she think I�dwant to look at it or use it again? Oh, how I shud-dered at such a thought.
�There�s more than one cube,� said Stella.
�But I like looking at this one,� laughed Bigger,watching me, as a pretty girl swirl and swirl in Cory�sarms, my hair so long and so golden. I could feel thatlovely dress again and the tightness with which I�dbeen held by my figure-forming corset. If only I couldbe there, came the thought, unbidden, away from
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this nightmare I didn�t understand at all. It wasn�tsupposed to be like this when I returned home!
Stella snapped out Lady Abigail�s ID cube, my ID ina way, I thought in panic, wondering if it was the onlyone I had. Stella played another cube, however.There I was, slouching across the station deck to-wards the down shuttle, handing over some other IDcube to the soldier on duty at the gate. Oh, I did lookreally girlish, I saw with a quiver.
Worse, the program was read, displaying all thedata necessary, on me. There I was, revealed asJeffrey Dowerson. The name shocked both peoplewith me. For a fleeting moment, I hoped that the im-port of my name would make them treat me withsome kindness and sympathy but it didn�t.
Bigger swore as he looked at the data on displayand then at me.
�They�re killing good men up there, looking foryou,� he snarled at me, �And you�re down here, in afrill�s room, hiding behind her skirts.�
I couldn�t look at him as I felt the same way. Thiswas a cowardly way to start my return to my homeplanet, trying to be a man again.
�Careful, Rook,� said Stella thoughtfully, staring atme. �Can�t you see the fortune staring at you in theface, right now?�
I listened, first in fury and then in rising fright, asStella told us the Squiddies were really in alliancewith my brother, Branford. They were going frombuilding to building, down into the shelters, too,rooting out all strangers in Jumble Falls, looking forme, Jeffrey Dowerson.
Any man who looked old enough to be me was be-ing brought onto the street and blasted on the spot. Itdidn�t matter whether the strangers had IDs or not.The Squiddies claimed IDs could be faked. They werejust blasting away at anyone who was a man in theright age range.
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�Now, you don�t want that to happen, do you, LadyAbigail?� sneered Stella. I shivered and glared at her,as she taunted me with that name.
�We turn her, him, over to the Squiddies,� growledBigger. �For a price. Right?�
�No,� said Stella, a touch of exasperation in hervoice. Bigger stared at her, but not in the same grate-ful manner I did. The smirk on her face drove awaythe burst of relief I�d felt. I was all collywobbles again.�We hide her for a while and ask the other brotherhow much he wants to pay for his co-heir. I bet PapaDowerson will want this boy back alive, unlike hisbrother.�
I couldn�t believe the look on Stella�s face as shetook my chin in her hard hands, turning my headthis way and that, as she looked me over.
�I bet the Squiddies,� she went on, �would like tohave Jessica for public execution, wouldn�t they? Wecan offer him to the Congreves and Cloudies, too. Ibet one or both of them would like to play politics fora while with us poor, dirt farmers. But we got his ID,don�t we, to prove we got him!�
�They�ll come after us and kill us, Stella,� said thebig man she�d called Rook earlier. �They got patrolsout. They�ll be in here, pulling every room in thisplace apart! No one�ll help us, even if we pay �em big.You heard the boss of those jiggers out there! Hewants to burn the whole town and kill everything thatmoves in Jumble Falls!�
�So, we�ll move her out and hide her in your squat,�the girl said with a laugh at the big man.
�But we�d have to take him through�� Rook ar-gued, his eyes still on me, the hatred pretty clearthere. He did seem to believe now, though, at theworst possible time, that I was Jeffrey Dowerson, aman, the arch-enemy of the squatters.
�We take Lady Abigail Brel through,� said Stella,making my short hair almost stand on end in fright.Her sneer enveloped me in horror. �He looks like her,
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don�t he? He said she�s his sister. I can do his faceandmake him look like her!� I squawked in protest asRook began to look at me, grinning evilly as he putthe ID of Lady Abigail back in the console.
�See,� said Stella as Rook stared at the image ofAbigail and then at me. A little relief stirred as he be-gan to shake his head. �We borrow one of Lona�s wigsand pad him up!� Stella went on as I struggled to getfree from Bigger�s iron grip, but I couldn�t.
�I thought she was a girl,� said Rook, leering at me.
�I can�t do it,� I gasped at Rook. I should never haveopened my mouth because they both smiled then. Iknew it was because I�d sounded just like a girl.
�Yes, he can,� Stella said to Rook. �See the ID therein our comp. No one�ll tell the difference �tween himand Lady Abigail when I�ve finished with her. Andhe�s not going to call out.�
It had been on my lips to declare that to thescheming pair right then. I�d find some way, I sworefeverishly to myself, to destroy this plan of dressingme as a woman again.
�You won�t betray what we�re doing with you, dar-ling Jessica, �cos all that means is a blast from here,�Stella smiled wickedly, sending me into a spasm ofterror, which amused the pair. She touched my rightshoulder, �down to here,� she touched my left hip.�They�ll want your ID and pretty head to prove to yourbrother you are dead.�

*****
It was absolutely, excruciatingly, awful to walkwith Stella out of the Falls Overlook Hotel in a dressand high heels, in front of a huge crowd who whistledafter Stella, Lona and me. The other two girls thoughtit was fantastic. The Squid River Boys had noticedthem. Stella lifted one of my hands and Lona did thesame, forcing me to dance down the roadway to the
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runabout that someone from Bigger�s clan hadbrought down for �the girls�.
I was one of �the girls�. Terrified, horrified, I mightbe but it took the bloody bodies in front of the hotelsthat served Jumble Falls and the new spaceport,those sliced-apart bodies to convince me Stella wasright. There was no way I�d get out of Jumble Falls asa man.
Lona�s wig was adhered to my head with glue. Aheadband let much of it flow freely in the wind, nev-ertheless. I sashayed as the other girls did, sexily,femininely, as we clicked past the mounds of deadbodies to the transport sent for us.
A Squiddie leaned on the runabout and leered atus. �Where you girls going?� he asked. � �Taint likethere�s a shortage of men with coin in their pockets,for pretty girls, like you three.�
I swallowed hard, at being included in such an as-sessment, as a girl. Stella swirled and made me dothe same, my dress swishing about my stockingedlegs. I smiled brightly as I was twirled by the girl whowanted to sell me for a profit.
�We�ll be back after the men of Scudree,� Stellawarbled, naming the village where Rook�s clan squat-ted, �have had there ways with us. Any of you boysfrom Scudree? Scudree men make the best lovers.They have such enormous� well, you know. Theyain�t puny like Squiddie boys!�
I flushed as that set up a furore. Several men nearto us began to show off their dongs, as they calledthem, the like of which, they said, we girls had neverseen!
�Cross your legs like a girl,� Stella whispered whileLona beamed and waved to the yelling men.
�We�ll be back soon,� Lona called. �Don�t spend allyour marks on the girls of the Ranchman�s Paradise!They�re unclean!�
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That was the last hotel we�d passed. Several girlswere outside in the arms of various soldiers and oldermen, men who couldn�t have been me, JeffreyDowerson, in age.
�We made it,� breathed Stella as we eased down arutted road out of town, past the prisoner squad, dig-ging the burial pit for those executed by the SquidRiver Boys, looking for me.
�Oh, my hair looks so much prettier on you,Jessica,� cooed Lona, taking my hand and lookingcritically at my painted but short nails. �I can dosomething about this when we come back. I�ve gotsome lovely acrylics. And you�ll have marks in yourpurse, won�t you, pretty Jessica, after we�ve been toScudree!�
One of Bigger�s friends claimed Lona immediatelywe arrived, at the only store of any significance inScudree. Bigger, Rook that is, took the pair of us,Stella and me, into his room at the back. He�d madesome attempt to tidy up but it was still very much aman�s room.
�You did it,� exulted Rook to Stella. �I was sure oneof the Squiddies would have put you girls down onthe roadway and raped you good and proper.�
I stared at him. He flushed as if, only then, didRook realize I wasn�t the girl he�d taken me for.
�She looks good,� said Rook, taking me, lifting upthe light, airy dress about my petticoat and bare legs.�Where,� he began as he lifted my dress, �Where�s shekeeping it hidden?�
I slapped Rook�s hand away, knowing I was visiblyflushing in shame and embarrassment. His handhad stroked my thighs, aiming for my panties, Iknew.
�She�s well tucked and bound,� said Stella with asmirk. �Now, I can trust you with him, can�t I, Rook?�She stressed the �him� as I saw Rook start. I squirmedand moved away from him.
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�If I�m gonna be alone with him,� said Rook, stress-ing the �him� as well, �I�m going to mess him up a lit-tle, Stella. I got a reputation to keep like you do, mygirl.�
�And what a rep it is,� said Stella, turning on herhigh heels and sashaying out of the room, leaving mewith a man holding me, about my waist. Even thoughI pried at his fingers, I couldn�t get free.
Rook grabbed my phony breasts. �Pity these ain�treal,� he growled. His huge lips pressed down on myglossy, red lipstick. I tried to slide away from him buthe pinched my tush, hurting me. He did it constantlyuntil I knew to openmymouth and let him kiss me asif I was a girl.
I swore Rook was a dead man to myself all throughthe mauling I was put through and the awful thing Ihad to do with my hands and fingers for anotherman. He laughed, telling me that, if all Rangers wereas sweet and lovely as me, he, Rook, would be chang-ing his sexual orientation.
I made an oath to myself as a man, and not Jessicaas Lona�s wig made me appear, that, once I was out ofthis place and was me again, the first person I�d pickoff with the new sharpshooter rifle I�d buy, would bethis grinning pervert. Rook made me sit in his lapwhile he kissed the makeup frommy face, all of it, hishands in my panties, caressing me, proving to him Iwas Jeffrey Dowerson.
I didn�t know, for quite a while, between bouts ofpleasuring Rook (yes, what he wanted was more andmore �female� loving, each time, my tush a mess withhis emissions against me) that there were severalparties bidding on me with Rook�s squatter clan.Stella was delighted to tell me, finally, that the pricewould be over a hundred thousand for me.
Branford, my brother, hated me. He told me he�dkill me when I was a child. He�d made a huge bid, ahundred and twenty thousand Nebula Kingdommarks, while the Squiddies were asking for a delay tomatch it. My father was �thinking it over�, Stella saidto me in disgust.
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I was back with her in the Overlook Hotel, beingprimped for nightly appearance as Jessica �thedancer� for the locals. It was a role I�d played inLannan and did again. The evidence of the tumult inthe streets had been removed. No more shuttlescame down, not to Jumble Falls, I learned. The onlything wrong was that I didn�t have breasts to bounceover the eager mouths of the men clamoring to fuckme.
After a couple of days and nights, I felt, despite allthe padding and tucking, like Abigail again. Stellawas just like my teachers in Lannan, insisting that Ido everything female and feminine. I primped myselfconstantly and joined her in enticing customers,men, in the bar to drink and drink, in exchange for allthe kisses I gave them and the fondling I allowed andsmiled at.
I was pretty angry with myself for falling so easilyinto my role as a woman. At times I didn�t even thinkabout who I was. I just stroked Rook as he wanted meto and swirled my skirts at other men, showing off mypanties and garters in the dances I did with Stellaand Lona. I drugged the men I took to the back room,like the other girls.
I didn�t have to act out the fear I felt whenever thesoldiers from Congreve, supposedly peacekeepers,came into the hotel I �worked� at. I�d been Jessica longenough. The Congreves accepted me as that, as Ipurred in my lovely, feminine voice at them.
Oh, I entertained those men as well, hands andfingers only, for minimal prices, with me oftenpressed against doorways and walls until Stella res-cued me and restored my makeup. I lied when I wasinterrogated about the arrival of Jeffrey Dowerson onForeman, just as everyone else did.
�Why don�t they know Lady Abigail hasn�t traveleddown yet?� I asked Stella, as we changed into differ-ent, more revealing dresses. My chest was taped toshow female cleavage for the dances we were doing asgirls on the Overlook stage. I was still trying to stickwith the fiction that I had a sister by that name onthe upabove station.
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Stella smirked at me. �Her husband confirmedshe�s here,� she laughed at me. �Says she came downon a private shuttle and is visiting relatives of one ofher maids, trying to get them off-planet with her. Ifwe don�t get the money we want for you, might be agood way for us to leave this hellhole.�
I was appalled at what I heard. �My, my sister�shusband is here?� I asked her, trembling and watch-ing my long earrings shudder as I applied powder tomy heavily rouged and made-up face. �He, he�ll knowme!�
�We�re not that stupid, Jessica,� said my tempera-mental jailer, that�s what Stella really was, I knew.�We aren�t letting him anywhere near you, I promise.�
I didn�t know how I felt. Cory was here, somewhereabout this planet. He knew all about me, I thoughtbitterly, guessing he was probably checking up to seeif I was succeeding in what I�d set out to do, join myfather in defending the Rangers of Foreman. Andhere I was, doing things for men I wouldn�t do forhim. I was dancing, suggestively and sexily, as if I re-ally was a woman, letting men touch me and putmoney in my tight, shapely corset, with my chesttaped to make it look as if I had real breasts.
Oh yes, men were always getting their hands onme when we girls taunted themwith our fans and ourlong shapely legs. I hated it at first but hadn�t realizedhow much the lessons taught me at Lannan had be-come a part of me. Stella was complimenting me allthe time on what a woman I made. She was sure Iwas a blue girl, I thought, though she never used thatword to me.
�If you get the money for me,� I said to Stella with ashiver, �I�ll be dead, won�t I?� I mustn�t think aboutmyself as the powdered, painted beauty that I sawwiggling as she adjusted her bra in the main mirror.She looked so awfully sexy. No wonder Rook was al-ways pawing me, especially my legs. He seemed tothink that he owned my lips as well, holding meagainst him so I�d feel how aroused he was each timewe met.
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Rook wouldn�t be doing it long, now, would he? Notif I was handed over to my brother to be killed. That�swhat it came down to, after all. Cory wasn�t allowedto find me.
�Not if the judge, or your father, pays the price,�said Stella, staring at me, at the image of a lovely girl,looking so much like Abigail. I could scarcely tear myeyes away from her, me, in the mirror.
�You won�t be dead then but you won�t be a womaneither so don�t pray for that, Pussy darling,� Stellateased me as she did when she was annoyed. Orwhen I looked prettier than her in one of her dresses.�Of course, we could sell you to Branford as a comfortgirl, couldn�t we? He and his men would like that,wouldn�t they? For a while, they would, anyway. Butthere�s always some spoilsport who�d tell on you, isn�tthere? We wouldn�t, though. Now, girlie, pick up yourfan and let�s entertain our regular Squiddie men.�
I might as well have stayed in the Drum withColette, I thought nervously. Tension rose in me as Iswished after my captor. I joined her, Lona, and othergirls I barely knew. The dance routine involved a lotof twirling and smiling, high kicks with ourstockinged legs, showing off our frilly panties. Welooked out on the avid faces of men who knew they�dbe having all of us chorus girls as bed partners withina few days.
�You�re the comfort girl,� I said haughtily to Stellawho leered at me.
�Maybe it�s time you went all the way with some ofour customers,� she said.
Rook came behind the curtain and stared,wild-eyed, at Stella. Fear struck through the phonybreasts I had. �Five hundred thousand,� Rook whis-pered to Stella, while he kept his eyes on me. �TheRainclouds want him, alive. Gods know why.�
�Going to organize a new revolution with a newleader,� smirked Stella. �Or maybe, she�s just goingto disappear. Easy for the Interior Ministry, isn�t it?�
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I really quivered then. The Interior Ministry of theNebula Kingdom was celebrated for the war of assas-sins it carried on with the Shelter Republics. I would-n�t want my worst enemy to be in the hands of the In-terior Ministry. Well, Branford, I wouldn�t mind ifthey got him. They could if they put their collectivemind to it.
�You�re selling me then?� I asked, croaking, mythroat dry, wiggling in agitation as I tried to sit on thestool at the back of the stage. The other girls, dressedas skimpily as me, smiled as they listened to men ap-plauding and encouraging Lona in her solostrip-tease act.
�No one down here can match this price,� saidRook to his partner in crime.
�Let�s go with it then,� said Stella with a smirk.�You sit in that Squiddie officer�s lap tonight, Pussy.Coax him to come on you and we�ll do it. Otherwise,it�s Branford�s last offer!�
I didn�t believe her. I vowed to myself I wouldn�t dothat for her. Not a man like me. No, I wasn�t doingthat with another man. Never! I took my feathery fansfrom the grinning Stella as Rook slapped my exposedbuttocks. I wiggled girlishly by him as a womanshould.
�I�m going to have you, sweetie,� Rook whispered inmy ear as I put my hands on my padded hips. I fixedthe smile to my face that all showgirls must wear.�My last chance to have you all the way is tonight, is-n�t it? I�m taking you out of here, back to my place,sweet cheeks. You�re going to be so nice to me, Pussy,Jessica, Gigi, my girl. I�m going to make you into awoman before I send you off, for all that lovely money,with the Rainclouds!�
My mind reeled. I lurched forward. Stella pulled onmy hand, as Lona, naked, danced off the stage,hopped after me, pulling on panties and a bra, seiz-ing the fans Stella and I held for her. I didn�t have amoment to tell Stella she was being double-crossed.We were out in the bright lights. The men were cheer-ing and egging us wriggling, lovely women on.
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We did our high kicks to turn them on. I wiggledmy tush. Men bounded up to push money into mygarter, caressing my legs as I flushed beneath mymakeup. I wondered what Sergeant Tobert wouldhave thought of me. But I did know. He�d have beendelighted. He�d have backed into the men and wig-gled his pretty tush into their hands, faces, and theircrotches, I didn�t doubt. Yes, I�d seen Colette doingthat, frightened I�d have to do what she did so easily,smiling with genuine pleasure as she did, kissed menwho stuffed her bra or g-string with �tips�.
I tried. I smiled at men looming over me. I did kisssome as they stroked my tush. They thought it agreat game to hold me, as I couldn�t move with thegreat fans I had to dance with.
Sheila and Renee began to gyrate around a pole asthe music from the console slowed and became sug-gestive. Stella took my hand, our fans left on thestage, and presented to the officer in charge of thesquatter soldiers.
The young kid looked like me when I was in chargeof a squad. He was grinning as I leant over him asStella had taught me. I planted a sticky kiss on hislips. He accepted it as his due, twisting me so that Iwas draped over him. I was sort of sitting in his lap,wriggling there for him, thinking that I�d arouse themanhood in his pants and, after a little while, draghim off to the room we girls used where I�d feed him adrugged drink.
It�d worked well enough. Several men I�d druggedwere bragging to others, according to Lona andRenee, that they�d never had a sweeter girl than me.�In their dreams,� I�d muttered, which had madethem laugh and hug me. They�d welcomed me to thesisterhood all girls working in hotels seemed to be-long to. I�d felt absurd at the pleasured feelings run-ning throughme. I liked hugging and kissing the girlsbut I had to be careful. I didn�t want them to get theidea I was a strange sort of �girl�, who liked kissingthem more than I liked kissing my �dates�.
So I sat on my lieutenant�s lap and leaned back,kissing his lips as he held me tightly at my corseted
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waist. I felt him gyrate and realized he was alreadyaroused, this Squiddie officer. I wiggled, thinking I�dtake him out soon. Stella was spreading herself na-kedly over a whole table of men, having a hard timeselecting the man she wanted.
I shouldn�t have wiggled because I really felt himthen. I felt his manhood on my thigh, outside his uni-form pants. He wasn�t pinned or buttoned in. Hewore no underpants. No, the lieutenant was rampantand he pushed his manhood between the tops of mythighs, against my panties. He bounced and groaned.Everyone in the place encouraged what he was doing.He forced himself against me, trying to ease my tightpanties to one side and himself into me.
Of course, he couldn�t, not with how tightly Stellahad taped me. I tried to rise off his lap but he followedme, his manhood almost lifting me up as if I was on astick. I squealed, just like a girl, men laughing at me.Then, the lieutenant began to come, between my legsand all over the silky hose I�d worn to make my legslook more female.
Did the men ever think it funny as I was lifted forthis lieutenant to ride me on his pole, sliding me inand out even though he wasn�t penetrating me. Iprayed my long wig wouldn�t come loose as I couldn�thelp writhing in disgust at what he was doing to me,in front of all his friends.
Gods, he came, twisting me in his arms so that hecould kiss my mouth as he spurted all over me,pushing my legs together. It must�ve looked as if Iwas accommodating his huge erection.
With Stella�s laughing assistance, I managed to getthis kid with the enormous erection positioned be-tween my legs to take me across the stage, into thegirls� area of the club.
The lieutenant wanted me face down on the bed,swearing he was going to tear my panties from meand bury himself in me. He hadn�t reckoned on Rook,who was waiting in the trysting room.
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I couldn�t get the lieutenant to kiss and cuddle me.No, he struggled, wanting to have me face down inthe bed. I was never so thankful to hear a dull thud,then a gasp from the boy trying to take me, and to feelhis weight lifted from me.
�Roll over,� whispered Rook, kissing my bareshoulders which my bra straps had fallen across.�I�m gonna do you right here, pretty girl!�
Rook stroked me, nauseating me as he kissed myfalse cleavage, running his hands over my hips, pat-ting and slapping. I panicked, knowing I had to getaway.
�S-Stella�s going to find us,� I gasped as anotherman�s pecker was between my legs, growing largerand larger.
�Damn her,� swore the man I�d thought of as �Big-ger�. He was so huge, everywhere, and so strong. �Ifshe comes in, she�s on top of the pretty boy downthere,� he nodded at the floor where the lieutenant�sbody lay, unmoving. �She can join him in the GreyFields if she gives us any trouble.�
I realized Rook had killed the man trying to pene-trate me as a woman. Rook knew he couldn�t do thatto me. I wasn�t a woman, but the way he spread mylegs apart and pulled my tush onto his writhingpants made me squeal in distress as I realized whathe planned to do to me.
�No!� I squealed, rocking and struggling to getaway from him. Rook slapped me as I shrieked evenlouder.
�Bitch!� he yelled at me. �Lie still and take it like awoman!�
It was at that moment the door burst open. A gunbarrel protruded through the opening. �What�?� be-gan Rook as I squealed girlishly. The barrel wentwhoosh and the man�s head over me dissolved. Iscreamed even more, my voice going up another oc-tave as I was covered in blood and brains.
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The uniformed men wore dark Ranger green andbrown, all nearly as large as Bigger had been. �Is hein here?� one of the rankers said to the man holdingthe blaster, the glow from its barrel subsiding as theysearched the room.
They found the Squiddie, his throat cut, though Ihadn�t seen it done. �This ain�t him,� said the talk-ative one. �Hey, darling, where�s the kid your loverboy was hiding? His brother wants to talk to him.�
�You were dancing,� said the shooter to me. �Whathappened to lover boy with the big bazooka?�
I stared at the calm, studying eyes, knowing I hadto be convincing as a woman. �We, we came in here,the lieutenant and me, to, to, you know, where we�dget a little privacy and��
�How much?� asked the talkative one. �How muchfor a lay, right now?�
�Gods, Narney,� said the shooter in disgust. �Yougot two bodies to clean up and that�s all you thinkof?�
�She�s a pretty one,� said Narney, a smile on hisface.
�What happened when the lieutenant brought youin here?� the older man wanted to know as Narney�ssmile dimmed.
�I don�t know exactly,� I said. I tried to explainabout Rook coming out of nowhere. I hadn�t seen himat all.
�He wanted you, the kid lying beside the pair ofyou,� the shooter said slowly.
�We heard you getting it on with him� squealinglike a little piglet,� said Narney. �Will you squeal likethat when I�m giving it to you?�
�He didn�t,� I said, gasping as I consciously tried tokeep my voice high and girlish.
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�Didn�t have time,� grunted the shooter. �You needmore clothes, girlie,� he went on, �as we�re probablygoing to torch this place.�
Narney escorted me to Stella�s room, which Iclaimed as mine. I stuffed several of her dresses andunderclothes in a pack, fended off Narney�s atten-tions, and was led outside. The man in control of thetown glanced at me as I was hustled over to the othergirls, shivering in the night air.
�You killed him too soon,� I distinctly heardBranford say, a shiver running up my spine to hearsuch a familiar voice, in such a strange place.
�He killed the Squiddie officer,� said the manwho�d killed Rook. �And was about to rape the lieu-tenant�s dancing girl.�
�Which one?� my brother asked, his voice havingthat edge of haughtiness I always hated hearing.
�The pretty one,� said the killer. I didn�t look up,guessing he was indicating me. Narney came downthe line, lifting my head for my brother to look at me.He didn�t recognize me at all.
�Burn the place,� said Branford, my brother,pointing at the Overlook Hotel. �We�ll go to Surdreeand root out the big fellow�s partner. There wassomeone else who contacted the Rainclouds to set upthe meet. Remember? Whoever it was called thatone,� he nodded at what was left of Rook. It had beendragged out onto the main street of Jumble Fallseven though there really was no head to put with thebody. �Bring the girls with us, Narney. A little rewardif you get me my brother this time, dead or alive.�

*****
Lona didn�t cry like the other girls in the back ofthe cart as the Overlook Hotel rose in flames behindus. �You,� she said to Stella. �You were Rook�s part-ner. Everybody knows that.�
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�You�re gonna tell the Rangers?� taunted Stellaback as the other girls cut down on their sniveling tolook at us in surprise.
�Why not?� snapped Lona, looking at me, her eyessquinting as she studied her wig. She was trying tothink what I looked like without it, I bet myself.
�They�re Rangers, Dowerson Rangers, the worstkind,� said Stella, not looking at me as I pulled up mylegs. My stockings were ripped. My little skirt didn�tcover my panties and corset. �You tell �em anythingand we�ll all be dead before morning light.�
�Yeah,� said Renee furtively. �Say nothing, Lona.None of our business, for now.�
�We want a cut in what you and Rookie had going,�Lona persisted. The other girls stared at her in vari-ous stages of bewilderment.
�Yes,� said Stella, looking at the others, wholooked back at her with interest, then. �Five thou-sand apiece, all of you.� Man, did everyone�s eyes everexpand when she said that. The gloom lifted from mejust a little as the chance I�d see the following daymade my mind quiver in hope. �That�s just for sayingnothing. You all know nothing. Swear it and fivethousand is yours. More when we finally ditch thesebull-lovers and get to contact the people who�ll giveus more money for saying nothing. You�ll earn it,� shewent on before the girls could ask her more. �Thisthing�s getting very dangerous.�
Renee stared open-mouthed at me as if sheguessed now what was going on. The others satthere, as befuddled as they�d been before.
�You�re hiding the kid they�re looking for,� saidLona, not looking at me.
�Not a word, Lona, not a word,� said Stella angrily.�That might be what they want to know but none ofus says a word, right, none of us, not even you,Jessica.� She punched me on my bare arm. It hurt.
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�Ow,� I gasped. Elsa�s fine eyebrows rose as shestared at me. I think she got it then. They all shouldas I was the only one, after all, who�d come down onthe shuttle and been pressed into entertaining themenfolk crowding into Jumble Falls to search forJeffrey Dowerson.
The ground transit lurched up the dirt road to-wards Surdree which, not surprisingly, was de-serted. We could hear the men outside cursing butmy brother�s voice overrode everyone�s. He orderedout patrols to round up the inhabitants who�d fled.
We girls had to walk across the hard-packed streetinto the familiar chandlery. �Find my brother,�Branford was shouting to the men, tying on packsand holsters to carry all the ammo and guns theyneeded for their hunt, �and you can have any girl youwant!�
�What if we don�t want him?� sneered Lona.
�Don�t say that!� hissed Stella aloud, as I quietlythought the same thing. I put my hand on my hip,posing as the line stopped. My brother didn�t changeexpression at all as he jumped down from his carrier,onto Lona. She was stepping back in alarm as theback of his fist, clamped to his blaster, struck her,splitting open her pretty face.
�Well, there�s one no one�s going to pick as a dateanytime soon,� drawled an older sergeant type to thepatrol, waiting to herd us into the store before head-ing out.
Renee and Elsa rushed over to haul a groggy,groaning Lona to her feet. That left the three of us,Sheila, Stella and me in front of my brother. His eyesroved over us, taking in our legs, our tattered stock-ings, our flimsy underclothing and mussed-upmakeup and hair.
�Wouldn�t want any of them myself,� said mybrother with a sneer. Then he stepped over to mewith a frown and grabbed the dark hair glued tightlyto my head.
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�That�s a wig,� snarled my brother, raising hishand to strike me.
�We�re all wearing wigs!� snapped Stella. Branfordturned to her as if he couldn�t believe someone wouldhave the nerve to interrupt him. �Look, mister, yousmash up her and me, and your patrols ain�t gonnahave nothing to come back to, are they? Leave usalone and we�ll do your men like you want, like weknow how.�
�Lock �em up, Gill,� said my brother to the ser-geant. �Save for this one,� he meant me, still draggingme by the hair, strands of it definitely coming loose.�This blondie girl comes with me.�
Terrified, I was dragged into the back parlor of thechandlery, where the store owner must have lived. Ithad clearly been searched. There was little on thefloor but a pile of empty dresser drawers.
�Leave Borston and Gree to guard the girls,�Branford said harshly to his sergeant, �while I checkthis one out.�
�Don�t leave me,� I whimpered to the older sergeantbut he only shook his head, closing the door on mybrother and me.
�Take off your panties,� snarled my brother.
�What!� I gasped at him.
�Don�t come all cutesy and girlie with me, Jeffroid,�he snarled, using the pet name he�d used for mewhen we were kids. It reminded me he�d said I was�my father�s hemorrhoid called Jeffrey� whenever hehad new friends over and Branford was left to intro-duce me to them.
�Think I couldn�t tell my own brother in pantiesand fake boobies?� snarled Branford. �You don�tknow, Jeffroid, but I always did picture you in adress. You do look so cute with girl�s makeup on yourface. I should have done that for the Founder�s DayBall, shouldn�t I? I�d have made sure your dance cardwas full with all the right boys!�
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�You�ve got it wrong,� I spluttered while Branfordraised his eyebrows and said something about whata pretty voice I had. �I�m not a boy disguised as a girl!�
�Take your panties down and prove it,� said mysmirking brother. �You always wanted to be a girl,didn�t you? And you finally get to be one. How longdid it take you to talk that big squatter to putting youin a dress? Five minutes? I bet you were all over him,rewarding him, isn�t that it?�
�You�re wrong!� was all I could think of to say, edg-ing away from Branford, looking for anything I coulduse to fling at him and force the blaster to fire awayfrom me.
But Branford moved with me, to cover me, grin-ning as he knew what I was doing. �It�s the only wayyou could have eluded those dopey Squid jiggers forso long, isn�t it?� my brother jeered at me as I sawmy-self as a shapely girl in the mirror behind him. Myearrings were gleaming like the other jewelry I�d wornfor my dancing like a showgirl.
�You-you�re making a terrible mistake!� I said,shivering, not so much in fright, as with the cold. Iwas facing my own death, here, dressed like a girl. Istill felt I could think, a little, and try to outfox mybrother, gloating over what I appeared to be, how hewas rid of me, at last.
�Who�d tangle with that Rook squatter for a girl likeyou?� my brother was asking me as I tuned into himagain. He seemed to want to show me how clever hewas, having bested me at last. �And who should Rookrun to when we copied the signals from the Kingdompickets and promised him a fortune beyond any ran-som any of us here could afford to pay? He runs to hisnew girlfriend, a whore at the Overlook Hotel. Therole suits you, little brother. You looked good withthat Squiddie captain�s pecker up your ass!�
�It wasn�t�� I hissed as Branford raised his blast-er, laughing at me.
�Show me your pecker,� said my smirking brother.�Or should I just haul you to Pops and his latest lady
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friend and let them see how pretty a girl you are. Youknow who she is, don�t you? The judge who sen-tenced you and who�s plotting to kill me so that thekid she�s incubating for Papa can be the real heir and�heal the breech� between the two sides in this civilwar.�
I�d made no move to take down the panties whichpeeped below the very short, tight, skirt I wore thatbarely covered my hips. �I, I hope she gets you first,�was all I could think of to say. My last act of defiance,I thought as I looked at the girl in the mirror acrossthe room. Even with my wig a mess, I did look like agirl. The tape holding my chest muscles tightly to-gether made it seem I did have breasts while the tiny,thin straps of the corset I�d been wearing since I�ddanced and pranced for the Squiddies made me lookvery feminine as well.
�Last words, Jeffroid,� taunted my brother. �Pant-ies down or I�ll call up Borston. He likes deviates likeyou. He�ll give you a very good time, little brother,better than anything Rook or the Squiddie gave you.I�m recording it all. See?� He indicated the medallionon his uniform, used as a recorder by fighters in com-bat.
But look at me now, I thought with a shiver. I wasmore of a girl now than I�d been when I�d come frommy medshell upabove. Anya had said I�d change, be-come hairier, �grow hair� had been her laughingwords, and �grow muscles� as well. �First thing youshould do,� Anya had teased me, �is grow a mus-tache, if you can!�
But that hadn�t happened. No, I was getting moregirlish by the day, if that was possible. It wasn�t any-thing Stella was doing to me. I hadn�t tried to keep myskin so bare, smooth and girlish. It was just like that.I was becoming more Abigail and not Jeffrey, witheach passing day.
�I�ll call up Borston,� sneered my brother. �Giveyou another hour to live, sister-brother of mine. Any-thing can happen in an hour, can�t it? I might evenchange my mind, Jeffroid, and not kill you after all.Maybe I�ll just make you the perfect date for Borston!
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Sheer off that little thing you�re trying so hard to pro-tect!�
I hadn�t noticed, in all the talking, that I�d droppedmy hand in front of my panties. As if that would havestopped a blast passing through me.
�Shoot!� I told him, my voice croaking. I�d go for theshelving and hurl it at Branford in a last, futile ges-ture. I was sure, in this last moment of my life, Isounded more like Jeffrey than I had since I�d comedown from Foreman Station.
�Shoot!� I gasped at him. �Yes, down there and noone will ever prove you shot your brother and notsome poor comfort girl who wouldn�t give you a tum-ble! No, I don�t fancy you at all, Branford Dowerson,not at all! That�s why you�re going to kill me, isn�t it?�
�Shut your stupid girlie mouth!� snarled mybrother.
�Are you recording this, my supposed brother?� Ilaughed at him, not knowing how I could do that. Isuppose it was hysterical laughter, totally over-whelming me. �Well, you�ve got it wrong, LordBranford. I�m not your brother pretending to be a girl.I was a girl pretending to be your brother. He�s overthe hills, into contact with the pickets by now!�
My brother fired into the pile of shelving I�d beenheading for, showering me with splinters. He steppedback to the doorway, opening the door. �Borston!� heyelled, still looking at me as I stood with arms aboutmy girlie costume, in fright, brushing off the splintersstuck in me.
�Borston!� my brother called again. His eyesgloated. �Now we�ll see what�s inside those pantiesand pretty corset!� he sneered. �You like beingdressed like that, don�t you, girlie? Here, Borston,here�s a girl you�re going to love making ��
But it wasn�t Borston who came through the door.It was a man whom I knew very well. He leveled astunner at Branford�s head and fired. The blaster in
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Branford�s hand discharged and the back wall of thechandlery disappeared in a whoosh of flame.
I stared, open-mouthed, at my husband as hereached down and ripped the recording device fromBranford�s uniform jacket, tossing it into the large in-cendiary that the great blaster discharge hadmade ofthe Surdree store.
�So?� Cory asked laconically. �How is this return tobeing Jeffrey Dowerson going? Well?�
�W-Where�d you come from?� I gasped at him,standing there in my silly, short dress in front of aman who knew me as I�d been. I could still feel theheat of the blaster charge that had passed me by andincinerated the wall behind me. It should have killedme. I knew it and could feel my whole trussed-upbody about to fall apart.
�The short answer is from out there,� Sir CornalBrel, Lady Abigail�s husband, said, indicating thestore behind him. �The long answer is the picketthat�s keeping the civil war on this planet in checkneeds ships to enforce it. And since Carmichael is anally of the Nebula Kingdom, we assist in the picket.And since I didn�t have much else to do, as I wasn�t amarried man any more, I volunteered for the duty ofMarine Commander of the Foreman Picket. Sincethere was fighting downbelow, well, here I am. Moreto the point, Jeffrey, what are you doing here?�
�T-Trying n-not to get killed,� I said miserably,looking out of the opened store. Several men indark-grey uniforms were staring at the opening intothe building.
�Need help, my Lord?� called one of the men.
�You can take this prisoner!� Cory answered,pointing to the still form of Branford on the floor.�He�s Branford Dowerson, the President�s son andheir, for the next few weeks at least.�
The man who�d spoken climbed across the rubbleof the wall and whistled after him for a medtech,quick. Cory took off his uniform jacket as I began to
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shiver, not certain what I should say. I couldn�t speakto these men, glancing and smiling at me as I Coryput his jacket about me. It was so warm although mybare legs were twitching with the cold.
Should I declare myself to be Jeffrey Dowerson?Should I call myself Jessica, as Stella definitelywould, if she saw me? I couldn�t call myself Lady Abi-gail Brel, I thought with a shudder. I watched Corylean over the prone figure on the floor as the medtechworked furiously with some reviving instrumentsbattle medtechs carried with them all the time.
�I think we�ve lost this one, my Lord,� the medtechpanted, the physical techniques he was applying toBranford seeming to have no effect. �You shot him inthe head, my Lord? I think his brain has gone intoshock.�
�He was attempting to kill my wife,� Cory saidthen. Almost all of the men started in shock. �Yes,this is Lady Abigail, my wife,� said my husband cour-teously. �She was visiting with her maid�s familywhen this whole furore began. They�ve been hidingher from this thug who claimed he had her and wasgoing to ransom her back to me. Excuse me if I don�tshed a tear if I killed him.�
�You won�t have killed him, my Lord,� said themedtech as more men came in with what I recognizedas a medshell. �We can revive him, I�m sure. But he�sgoing to have lost everything he knew up to now. He�sgoing to be a walking vegetable for a year or two untilhe learns how to speak and do everything we take forgranted. I hope he�s got a good family to look afterhim.�
�He does,� said Cory shortly. �He has a brothersomewhere on this planet whom I�m sure will look af-ter him.�
I went numbly out of the building with Cory�s armabout me. �Stella Berrick was telling me quite astory,� said Cory as he directed me from the chan-dlery to an armored transport that immediatelywhisked the two of us out of Jumble Falls, across thebridge over the Jumble River and towards a guarded,
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military shuttle that was waiting for us on the land-ing site. Several more were discharging troops as ourtransport delivered us to the on-ramp for the shuttle.
�She was the one who suggested I, I dress likethis,� I said with a shudder as Cory waved away otherassistance. I wiggled into the shuttle with his armabout me, a nervous shivering running all throughmy body.
�So she said,� said Cory dryly. �She also claimedshe�s entitled to the ransom we agreed to pay for you.She was furious when I told her we hadn�t made anyoffer for your return, that it was a trick to find outwhere you really were.�
�Do, do I still have access to money�?� I began,having to stop as I couldn�t acknowledge I�d marriedanother man, been his wife in all ways, and had re-ceived a dowry, essentially, from him. I felt sick as Ithought of all that, of being in bed with him, Cory,holding me so lovingly as he was doing now.
�Yes,� said Cory, �as far as I�m concerned. Legally, Isuppose, I�ve no obligations to you, Jeffrey, but I�llhonor any reasonable requests you wish to make, forold times� sake.�
�The girls who hid me, the one who was so badlyhurt and scarred by Branford,� I said, my gutschurning. �They deserve some reward, all of thosegirls. The one who was hurt will need real medicaltreatment.�
�I can agree to that,� said Cory, directing me into acabin where a female soldier, was waiting with awhole group of cosmetics and female clothing spreadacross the seats.
�Thank you, Lisa,� said Cory with a warm smile atthe girl.
�No problem, my Lord,� said Lisa cheerily, smilingin most friendly fashion at Cory. She touched him onthe shoulder as she left, I noticed, my stomach andthroat tightening. She raised her eyebrows at me andthe feminine mess that I was.
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�Sorry, Jeffrey,� said my husband as soon as thedoor had closed, not explaining Lisa at all, but theway he said �Jeffrey� told me all that I wanted to knowabout how he still thought of me. We were alone inthe cabin as he took his arm from me and then hiswarm jacket. �You�ll have to be Abigail for just a littlewhile longer,� he went on, not looking at me at all ashe began to open and display what was in the boxesfor me. �Get rid of that horrible wig and try one ofthese.�
There were three boxes with blonde, female-styledhairpieces for me to try, I saw. More shivers and fear-ful emotions coursed through me. There was solventin the cosmetic pack Lisa had left. Cory drifted back-ward as I sat down in the chair in front of the mirrorand began to disconnect the long, black hair frommyhead.
�That hurts,� said Cory sympathetically fromsomewhere above and behind me.
�When it�s been on so long,� I murmured, hatingwhat was being revealed to him as I peeled away theblack hair. My short, fair, �Jeffrey� hair was revealed.Only I wasn�t quite Jeffrey. I was Jeffrey in a girl�sdress. I was Jeffrey who automatically sat withcrossed legs like a girl. I was Jeffrey with long dan-gling earrings hanging from my ears. I hastily pulledthose off and the bracelets from my arms. Then,there were my fingernails, so red and pointed, gleam-ing with every movement I made.
Cory was buzzed by the pilots up front. I gatheredwe were ready to take off and go upabove to a picketship.
�Wait,� I heard Cory say. �How long is it going totake you to change your clothes, Abigail?�
I shuddered as he called me that. I guessed it wasbecause he, we, might be overheard in what we weresaying.
�Hours,� I said bitterly as I found makeup removerand applied it to my face. I felt satisfied in a stupidway that Cory would have to look at me like this, like
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some gargoyle to frighten off the su-birds of Fore-man.
�Ten minutes,� said Cory to whoever he was talk-ing to. �Signal us when you get into position for take-off.�
�I can�t�� I began.
Cory didn�t say a word. He just lifted me from theseat I was in, took the cloth from my hands andwiped my face. He spun me. Within seconds, my cor-set was unclipped and my bra was loose about me.He didn�t make a comment as I was fiery red and en-raged at him seeing me as Jeffrey in girlish pantiesand hose. I was unceremoniously dumped back inthe chair and off came my stockings.
I can�t imagine what he thought of me as I stood infront of him, a skinny, teenaged boy in white girl�spanties. Again I was spun around and a black bra, al-ready padded was placed about me. Cory tightenedthe thin straps over my shoulders. A silky, sleevelessblouse went over my head and he fastened it to mefrom behind.
�The middle one,� said Cory, taking the blonde wigand putting it, lop-sided on my head. He pushed bar-rettes into my hand as well as the wig adhesive thatwould keep it from falling from me at the slightestbump.
�I, I don�t want to do this,� I managed to say.
�Of course you don�t,� agreed Cory, slinging a darkskirt, a garter belt and mid-thigh-high stockings atme. �But, for the moment, it�s necessary. TheNebulans on this ship think that they�re rescuing mywife. When we�re back on the Breeze, we can resur-rect Jeffrey. Now, do you want to attach your stock-ings to your garter belt or do you want me to do it foryou?�
I shuddered at the thought of him doing that forme, making me look more like a woman. �Just atouch of makeup on your eyes and a smidgen of lip-
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stick,� Cory went on calmly. �You�re not a showgirlnow, you know.�
�I�m not aLady, either,� I said to him.
Cory frowned. �I don�t get it,� he said then. �Ifyou�re Jeffrey now, how come you sound like Abbieall the time?�
�I don�t!� I insisted, reddening as he stared at megrimly as if he really was trying to figure out the mys-tery of my voice.
�Overtrained and imprinted by Jackie Ivany�s ex-perts, I bet,� said Cory as there was a ping over theinner sound system. �Shoes, my Lady, the blackones.� He handed them to me and began furiously topack everything away in the little cabin, beneathseats and in cupboards that seemed to open every-where.
The curvaceous jacket he thrust at me was stylishand lovely. I barely had a chance to look at myself, ayoung girl who�d one day grow up to be Lady Abigail, Ithought, surprising myself as I thought that.
Cory belted me in as he was calling on the consoleand telling the pilot to take off. I fell back into the softconfines of the plushie take-off chair while Corygrabbed the few items he�d missed and locked theminto a cupboard behind me.
�There,� he said finally, sitting and clicking his re-straints into place. �Sir Cornal and Lady Brel headback to the stars.�
�I�d prefer to be left downbelow,� I snapped at him.For the first time Cory smiled at me.
�You want to die that badly?� he asked. �Well,Jeffrey, I think we shall accommodate you after I�vearranged for your girlfriends to be taken off thisplanet. They all want to go and, yes, Lona will betreated by a competent medical staff. They�ll each getthe bonuses plus that Stella promised them. She�llget a special bonus for keeping you alive in all thechaos going on in Jumble Falls.�
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�Thank you,� I whispered to him.
�Now, your voice,� Cory went on with a frown.�We�ll use a voice regulator when you talk to your fa-ther. We�ll do that on the Breeze. The fewer in theknow about Jeffrey, the better for us. I�m thinking oftaking Stella with us as well. She�s got this strangeidea Lady Abigail is your sister.�
I had to flush at that. �They found her ID, she andRook, before they found mine,� I told him. �They sawthe resemblance.�
Cory frowned again. �But you�re not Abigail now,�he said. �Even with that lovely hair, you�re not her. AsJeffrey, you don�t look like my wife at all. Sorry to tellyou that.�
I flushed in dismay at the matter-of-fact way Corytalked to me as if he was talking to Jeffrey Dowerson,not Abigail. I felt aggrieved that he could treat me ashe did. Idiot, I screamed inside at the way I wasthinking and feeling. I should be glad my husbandhad accepted me for what I was, another man justlike him. Yes, another voice inside argued with me,but did he have to be so brutally honest in showinghis emotions?
I wobbled across the personnel tube to the Breeze,a smiling Lisa waiting to assist me with my highheels. Cory was talking to the ship�s deck officer andto some comtechs. They were frowning as he gavethem instructions on circuits they were to set up.
Lisa chattered gaily about fashions on Carmichaeland how Nicole Stanway had produced the most fab-ulous collection of clothes that all the other designerson the planet were copying.
�Oh, I just can�t wait to get home, Lady Abigail, canyou?� Lisa went on. �Haven�t you had your fill ofDowersons and Squid River Boys? You must have bythe strained way you look. You�ve lost so muchweight!� She touched her bust to indicate where I wasslimmer and caressed her shapely hips. �You can�ttrust them at all to do anything that they say, canyou? They break every parole and� Oh, look, my
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Lady, your handsome husband wants you in hisstateroom!�
The last was said with a coy smile and a twist ofher shoulder as she smiled glowingly at my �hand-some� husband, indicating to him I was going to comewith him into his rooms.
�Don�t worry about your clothes, my Lady!� gushedLisa after me as I rose and swished across the ship�sreception area towards the senior officer�s cabin be-yond. �I�ll have them stored in your bedroom withyour husband�s uniforms and stuff. You take yourtime with him! He�s been so moody, everyone says,since you left him to find your maid downbelow. Thento find you in the fighting area! It�s a wonder he has-n�t been exploding over us all for every little slip-up,as he did on the way out here from Carmichael.�
So my husband�s a tyrant, I thought savagely. No,hold that thought. He�s not my husband any moreand, no, Lisa, despite what you think, you�re the one,not me, who�s going to soften his temper. What did hesay? Ah yes, he wasn�t married any more, which iswhy he got this duty. We�d better get our storiesstraight, though, if Cory wanted to return toCarmichael and not be thought of as strange forabandoning his wife way out here.
�Sit at the far commset,� ordered Cory as he closedthe door behind us. �Close us up, Regen,� he saidthen to someone on the other end of the comm. �Idon�t want anyone, anyone or anything, listening towhat is said from this office. Got it? I don�t want themdownbelow having the capacity to record what�s go-ing on, either. Got that?�
Someone sighed over the commset. �Done, myLord,� a man�s voice said. �As ordered, your office is avoid in the comm systems of this ship. We�ve done thesame to the target office downbelow. Regen, over andout.�
I strolled over to the other set. �Before you do any-thing, Jeffrey,� growled my �husband�, �take off yourwig, all your womanly clothing, your makeup and getinto Jeffrey�s uniform as a captain in the Rangers.
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Yes, you got a posthumous promotion when theHordan reported the loss of their ship and all aboardit.�
�I, I can�t...� I said with a shudder.
��do such a thing in front of me, your husband,�said Cory with a grimace. �Use the bathroom butwhen you come back, come back as Jeffrey, sit downat that set and press that black button on the specialrecorder in front of you. Talk when I tell you that youcan."
So I went into the bathroom and stared at theyoung girl in the mirror. It didn�t take me long to slideout of my female clothing, the removal of the tapefrom between my legs revealing I wasn�t a young girl.I was definitely Jeffrey Dowerson. A thin, effeminateJeffrey to be sure with straggly fair hair, growing outof the military cut Anya had given me.
It was awkward to move in uniform pants againand in hard-soled, flat shoes. I�d nothing across mychest, no bra or taping. I nervously tip-toed out of thebathroom as Cory was talking to someone on his con-sole, shaking his head as he spoke.
�General,� Cory said, looking at me pointedly andindicating the console where I was to sit. �All thisnonsense has to stop. With Branford out of the pic-ture for a few years, it�s an ideal time for you to meetwith the settlers��
�Squatters,� boomed my father�s voice from theconsole. There he was, as large as life, looking at me.
��and come to an agreement with them. Gods,man, you�re married to their nominal leader�� Corywas going on.
�And her children and mine are going to inheritthis planet,� snarled my father. �By then, we�ll haveunited every group into one��
�Even those who support Branford?� cut in Cory. �Iwas just talking to Mountford who said he�d declarefor Jeffrey if Branford was incapacitated, anything to
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keep squatter brats, his words, from sitting in theLord Protector�s seat in Council!�
�Jeffrey!� scoffed my father. �We both know he�sdead, don�t we, Lord Brel! What were you trying to dowith that boy you sent down to Jumble Falls? Didyou think we�re stupid? I�ve been to Shalimar Stationand Duncansford. I know what you were doing in theKingdom before the Interior Ministry caught on to thereplicates Carmichael was infecting them with! Don�tthink you can fool me with a replicate Jeffrey��
Cory signaled to me. I pressed the button in frontof me. I don�t know exactly what happened but my fa-ther jumped as if he�d been bitten by something. Hestared at the screen, at me, in total dismay.
�Greetings, Papa,� I said to him, my voice so deepas if I was speaking from the bottom of a well orsomething. �No, I wasn�t on the Hordan ship when itwas blown. Nor were Sergeant Tobert or CorporalParres. Remember them? We saw the shuttle run forit and get blown away. Then, we were imprisoned.�
�You�re not Jeffrey!� shouted my father at thescreen, at me. �You�re some impostor!�
�I want to come home,� I told him, the deep voiceresonating, at least in the officer�s quarters whereCory was watching me silently. �Please, Papa.� I re-lated incidents to him, not all of them happy, aboutour life in the House, but my father was shaking hishead as he listened to me.
�Branford promised me your head!� he snarled. Itwas as if a sword had been pushed throughmy heart.I sat there and listened to my father tell me that hewished he�d drowned me at birth. �I nearly did, didn�tI?� he said with a sneer.
�When I went over the Falls,� I gasped. �I thought Iwas going to drown but that bladefish rolled meagainst the rocks and I caught on.�
My father stared at me as he�d been staring at meback then as I�d called out to him. Several Rangers

Page - 87

RELUCTANT PRESS



had come bursting into the water past him and savedme, hauling me to land.
�Well, that was a good lesson,� I said to him now,repeating the words he�d used to me at the time. Icouldn�t help it; tears came to my eyes and began tostream down my face. I sat there, life draining fromme. I could feel it as I looked at a man who�d have lethis son drown for some reason of his own.
�Just like your mother,� snarled my father, theGeneral. �She always thought the waterworks wouldget me to change my mind. Well, it won�t, Jeffrey orwhoever you are. You set foot on this planet and ev-ery hand will be against you.�
Abruptly, the screen in front of me went blank.�General,� I heard Cory say. �I think your position isvery clear.�
�You�re going to publish what I said,� sneered myfather.
�No, General,� said Cory icily. �As I said to you atthe start, this was a private conversation entirely.We�ll send Branford back to you as soon as he canrise from a medshell. Jeffrey, we�ll find a new placefor in the Kingdom.We�ve many planets andmany��
Whatever Cory was going to proclaim as a futurefor me was lost in a stream of invective and foulwords my father let loose. Cory cut off the picture onthe screen and stood up, advancing on me.
I stood, too, backing away from him, the tearsdown my face becoming a flood. Silently, Corypointed to where the tissues were and backed awayfrom me, sitting down at a low table and pouringhimself some kind of strong liquor.
When my snuffling subsided to a whimper, Corylooked over at me. �I think you need something stron-ger like what I�m drinking,� he said, going over to hisconsole and releasing a drinks table from a sidewall.
Cory poured a glassful of some greenish liquid thattasted like liquid fire to me. �Metaxa brandy,� he said.
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I shuddered as I sat where he indicated. �I heard itputs hair on your chest,� I said to Sir Cornal Brel,thinking how important he must be on this ship, im-portant enough to speak to the Lord Protector ofForeman as an equal, more than an equal. He alsohad the power to make the conversation we�d haddisappear from any record.
�As I see it,� said Cory, not looking at me at all.�You have three choices at the moment, Jeffrey.� Ishivered. There it was again. He called me �Jeffrey�and meant it. I was Jeffrey Dowerson now to him.Yes, Lady Abigail had been unmade. I didn�t knowwhy but I felt like crying as I thought about that.
�One,� said Cory. �You defy your father, godownbelow on Foreman. I don�t know what Anya wasdoing, dumping you there with no support team. Thistime, I�d send you downbelow with a couple of pla-toons, at least. You�d be safe as you set up. You couldcarve out a niche for yourself with one of the partiesdown there. I wouldn�t recommend Mountford. He�slike your brother. He was his right-hand man. We�llmake sure you�re established and have money, aboutfive millions should be enough. You�ll become onewarlord among the many.�
I nodded gloomily as Cory went on. It wouldn�t beso bad if I had Tobert with me, I thought, shudderingas I thought of who Sergeant Tobert was now, whoCorporal Parres was for that matter, and who I�dbeen.
�The Giant�s Rim is huge,� Cory was saying. �Withfive millions, you could purchase a start in anything,ranching, mining, transporting, financing, whateverproject you�d like.�
I nodded, thinking bleakly of starting over assomeone else, not Jeffrey Dowerson. That�s whatCory was saying to me. Start over, forget who I was,and that was awful. How could I ever forget what I�dheard my father say? How could I ever forget whathad led to me being driven off Foreman? How could Iever forget what had happened when I awoke inLannan? How could I ever forget being married toCory and being his wife?
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Cory had stopped and was watching me intently. Irealized there�d been a silence between us for sometime.
�None of that attracts you?� Cory asked me veryquietly.
I shuddered as I thought of how awful each thinghe�d said had sounded. �No,� I said but then it oc-curred to me. �You said three choices and that�s onlytwo. What�s the third, kill myself? Yes, that�s the bestchoice for��
Cory was up on his feet. With no effort on his part,he drew me up, towering over me. �I forget at timeshow tiny you are, Abigail,� Cory said. My insides be-gan to churn as he demonstrated what the thirdchoice open to me was.
There I was, in boy clothes, no wig, no makeup, nohigh heels, just unpainted, feminine nails. Cory heldme against him, raised my trembling jaw with a fin-ger and kissed me. A wonderful surge of femininefeelings swept over me. His mouth was just as I re-membered it, his lips pressing down on mine, movingslightly, tantalizingly.
I gasped, knowing how terrible it was that a manshould be kissing me but, worse, his hands pressedmy tush, my body against his. Oh, it was so embar-rassing! I was aroused as was this man, standingwith me, holding me, caressing me...
�And your third choice,� murmured my husband.He gently kissed my face as I clung to him, my bodyexulting at his touches, feeling so much that I washome where I should be, in his arms. �Your thirdchoice, my darling Abigail, is to be my wife and, someday, the mother of our children.�
Panic almost overrode me then. If Cory had let mego, I�d never have done what I eventually did. But hewouldn�t let me go. He kissed and kissed me, makingme long to have breasts as I once had, that could bearoused by him.

Page - 90

THE UNMAKING OF ABIGAIL BY PHILIPPA PETERS



Cory finally helped me re-dress myself �properly�. Ihad to board his ship. �I can�t do this,� I whispered adozen times as I took off the man�s shirt I�d yearnedso long to wear again and put on a bra and girlishtop. At each �I can�t�, Cory pulled me against him, nomatter what state I was in, and kissed me, guidingme through the next part of my retransformation tobeing his woman.
Cory put my garter belt on me. I�d frantically puton panties after he�d divested me of men�s pants andunderpants. He drove me crazy as he kissed my legs,slowly and gently, from my toes to the tops of mythighs, sliding stockings over my legs, finally attach-ing the garter belt to me.
I was weeping a little again as I put on some femi-nine makeup, Cory choosing a perfume he liberallypoured over me. �I can�t�� I began again. Oh, howCory kissed me, his mouth so demanding, his handsfirst caressing the bare skin of my shoulders, pullingdown my bra straps to nearly my elbows so that hecould kiss and make me feel I my taped �breasts� werereal.
I had to kiss him back and caress his firm, mascu-line chest as he drew my legs against his. I felt hiserection against and between my thighs. �Oh, Ican�t!� I squealed but his mouth clamped on mineagain. I was lifted, in the briefest of lingerie, and car-ried to my husband�s bedroom.
�I look horrible!� I hissed at him as he carried amannish, girlie-boy to his bed. The blonde wig andsome eye makeup changed that, he said. I was stillunshapely to my eyes but it didn�t seem to matter toCory.
I thought we might kiss and cuddle and that wouldbe it for him. I never thought my husband wouldwant to make love to me, want me, half made up likea woman, to make love to him.
�I can�t�� I began as Cory covered me with de-manding kisses, spreading my legs as I lay beneathhim on his bouncing bed.
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�I don�t have�� I started as Cory lifted my legs upabout his waist. He was caressed and squeezing mymanhood, me squealing at how odd that felt. Cory�sown moist manhood drove against me, penetratingmy tush! And then I was squealing once more as hemade love to me, not knowing whether I was pleasedor not! Cory used my panties to caress my manhoodto heights of ecstasy I didn�t know I could everachieve as J... No, I�ll never say that name again.
I squealed girlishly, deliberately, and writhed,rocking furiously against my husband as he had me,his Abigail, as if I was some sort of woman. He droveinto me as he kissed, caressed and pinched my nip-ples. I shook and gyrated, begging him not to stop,ever, as I felt so womanly! Cory and I united our bod-ies so that it might have appeared that we were one toanyone watching us.
I was shivering and convulsing as I�d done before,in bed, as a woman with female equipment, with myhusband. This was so different and yet it wasn�t. Iwas still the female, no matter what plumbing I had. Ireceived my man inside me and cried with pleasureand happiness as my husband filled me again andagain. I kissed and kissed him, the wig holding inplace, making me feel more and more a woman. Corykissed me, stroking my hair as he emptied himselfinto my wiggling, wriggly tush, my legs around him,eager to be touched and kissed as if I was his woman,his wife.
�I love you, my darling Abigail,� my husband saidto me, teasing, tugging on my garter belt, making mywomanly desire for my husband arise.
�I love you, my darling Cory,� I whispered back tomy husband.
Cory stopped what he was doing, stunned, andlooked down at me, a look of amazement on his face.�What, what did you say?� he whispered, pressing mybody so tightly against his.
�I love you, my darling Cory,� I told my husbandwhich made him attack me with pleasure and de-light. Oh, I basked in carnal bliss as I made my body
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a receptacle for my husband. Yes, I did those thingsmen had been trying to get me to do. I�d drugged somany but many had come close. With my husbandwho wanted me so much, I didn�t hold back. I wiggledand writhed as sexily as I could, feeling wonderful ashe aroused himself. We were locked together as manand wife for such vivid, intense, somewhat strange,bouts of lovemaking.
Inevitably, my husband had to do other things. Hesaid he�d be thinking only of me and me spreadingmy legs to receive him when he returned.
I put the time to good use, covering myself withscented lotions after I�d bathed. I did all the things I�dbeen taught to do as a girl. For alter-shift, when Coryreturned, I was his showgirl, sitting in his lip andpleasuring him while his hands caressed my lovelybra and pulled on the nipple rings I wore to enhancethe pleasures of his hands and mouth on me, Cory�swife.
The Breeze�s captain came to visit me while I wasin the midst of making myself beautiful with a newwig and fake breasts.
�Lady Abigail,� said Captain Gersen, frighteningme with the way he stared at me. I thought I�d madesome awful error with my makeup. He seemed to belooking at me in awe as if he couldn�t believe a manlike me could look so feminine.
�Lady Abigail,� he began over a half -dozen timesbefore he jocularly got to the point. Whatever was Idoing to my husband was making Cory dreamy, notconcentrating on the tasks he had to do. �I know thatyou and your husband were apart for some time but Ihave to tell you that Sir Cornal will have an incidentwith someone on the picket, or in the forces down be-low, if you don�t let the poor man sleep.�
I stared at him, blushing and pulling my long robeabout my loose nightdress that Cory loved to bury hisface into against me. �I, I�m not sure I know�� I whis-pered to the Captain, thinking how flushed my facemust be as I understood him very clearly. Oh, but Icouldn�t let my husband not make love to me, could
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I? I needed his kisses and caresses as much as heneeded mine. His attentions were driving away all theblackness I�d felt in the conversation, if it could becalled that, with my father.
Only, I wasn�t thinking of him as my father anymore. �Just let Lord Cornal do his job, my Lady,� saidthe captain, his eyes twinkling. �And tonight, LadyAbigail, I invite you to accompany your husband tothe officers� dinner. Cornal has missed the last two!I�ve come to the source of distraction, and, my Lady, Ican see why he�s so distracted! I don�t blame him atall.�
�But he mustn�t be totally distracted,� I mur-mured, trying to smile pleasantly at the captain.
Cory came in then and asked the captain, a littlejealously, I thought, with a lovely shiver of delightpassing through me, what the other officer wantedwith his wife.
�She rejected me, Sir Cornal,� said the captain jo-vially. �Be at the next dinner, your Lordship. Show offyour lovely wife to the officers and crew before theystart to proposition the new woman on board, likethat other girl you brought on as your wife�s maid.�
�The officers� dinner isn�t formal,� grunted Corywhen the captain was gone. �The Combat Queen willbe here with my replacement by next shift change.Then you, my darling Abigail, is going to spend thenext several months on the slow voyage wemake, in amedshell, becoming again the lovely woman I mar-ried!�
�What was that last bit? About the other girl?� Ihad to ask Cory, loving now to be called a girl by any-body.
�That�s Lisa,� said my husband with a grin, takingme in his arms, making my dresses swish about mylegs which I liked almost as much as he did. It mademe feel so womanly. �She�s a girl like you, you mighthave noticed, from Lannan. Very good at obtainingpillow talk from all her conquests is Lisa. And she

Page - 94

THE UNMAKING OF ABIGAIL BY PHILIPPA PETERS



loves what she�s doing. Captain Gersen is not imper-vious to her charms.�
I felt so conspicuous as I dressed in an eveninggown and was paraded by my husband before theCarmichael officers of the Foreman picket. �It�s ahello and goodbye dinner,� laughed Dr. Byras, one ofthe picket officers who vied with several others forLisa�s attentions, as I was spoken for. That�s what theCaptain had wanted Cory to make clear to them all. Iwas his wife!
�What on earth have you and your husband beendoing," the doctor wanted to know, �bottled up for solong in that great cabin of his? We know it�s not mak-ing plans to defeat the bastards downbelow becauseSir Cory�s leaving that for his successor.�
�Now you can see,� said Cory, his eyes gleaming,�why you haven�t missed anything, my darling, bynot attending mess hall with these lonely lechers.� Hekissed me gently on my mouth in front of everyone,his arm around my waist. Oh, I felt the shivers run-ning through me. No, we shouldn�t have come to agoodbye dinner, not when I wanted to hold my hus-band tightly, my arms about his neck, doing all sortsof interesting things to his manhood, things he coulddo to me, too!
�Lady Abigail is only going to grace our table onthis one occasion,� Captain Gersen announced to ev-eryone there. �This will be your last shift aboard, myLady, as the Combat Queen has been detoured hereto take you and your husband back to Carmichael.You�ll be there for the Autumn season, I think, mylady, in time for the great balls and parties that tradi-tion demands. Poor Sir Cornal will be bankruptedwhen he discovers how much it takes to keep a wifein dresses and jewels for a whole season!�
�I am going to enjoy every minute of draping mywife in pearls and evening gowns,� said Cory loyally,squeezing me, kissing my cheek, making me flush infront of so many men, watching us, basically twomen if they only knew, making out as husband andwife.
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Of course, when we finally got away from the offi-cers of the Breeze, we�d only a half-shift for Cory tomake me feel I was his woman. I was in ecstasy asCory whispered that he loved me. I stirred andre-awakened his intensity in penetrating my tush, heloving me as I whispered back that I loved my hand-some husband, as I truly did.
I loved him so much that we were very late, to theCombat Queen�s Captain�s annoyance, in transfer-ring to his ship. But I knew what was going to hap-pen; I�d be leaving Cory alone for three months basi-cally while I was transformed willingly. LadyJacqueline would be so pleased to know that! I�d beback into being the real and true Lady Abigail, havingno regrets, only wondering a little how it would bewhen I was a woman again. Would my husband wantme in the same ways that we�d made love so often onthe Breeze?
Well, it wouldn�t matter, I told myself, not to me. Iwas Cory�s woman, his wife. I knew he loved me andfelt warm all over when I thought about us as a truecouple, as husband and wife forever. I wasn�t going toregret it, I told myself in determination. I didn�t wantto be a man again, ever. Not with the way I felt travel-ing with my husband. I felt as if I was going home, towhere I belonged, to be in Jessica�s company again.Oh, goodness, I realized, she�d surely be a mother bythe time Cory and I were in Grampton again.
It wasn�t Anya with the medshell who came for mewhen I was transferred from the Breeze to the CombatQueen. This time, I had a tall, handsome male doctorwho didn�t like Cory that much but who was reallypleasant to me. Then, he met Lisa and it was like twolimpets getting together. I could see what CaptainGersen had meant about distractions.
I had to hope the doctor knew his job well when hewas three-quarters asleep as he seemed to be whenattaching me to the special leads in the specialmedshell sent for me. The doc was yawning as hesealed me up, not commenting at all on my obviousmasculinity. I guessed he was Lannan-trained andused to doing what he was doing.
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But no, that couldn�t be. Lady Jacqueline had saidI was special except for�
It was so hard to kiss Cory a last time, floatingaway as I tried to think what Jackie had said to meabout this transformation. Oh, I knew that when Iwoke up, it wouldn�t be the same between us. In mylast thoughts, as the fog descended, I clutched Cory�shand to where my breasts would be. I was terrified,knowing for absolute sure Cory wouldn�t like makinglove to me again, not after all the deviate things we�ddone together.
Of course, I needn�t have worried. That first night,after I�d awakened from my re- transformation, myshortish, fair, blondish hair all my own, my breastsmy own, and a most inviting vagina between my legssettled it all between Cory and me. It was a thrillingnight as Cory tried me out and confessed he�d beenso worried I�d hate him for the things he�d had doneto me.
�I just couldn�t help loving you the way we did onThe Breeze,� my husband and lover told me. �I justwanted you, my lovely, darling wife, so much! Butthis is so much better, isn�t it? This is the way it�smeant to be between us, me inside you as I am.�
�I love you so much, darling,� I had to whisper tomy husband as he kissed my breasts, spiking thepleasure I felt so incredibly. Cory made me jiggle andgyrate girlishly beneath him. I loved doing that forhim. I wanted to do for him all the things I�d heldback on when I was a woman before, thinking Ishouldn�t. �I couldn�t have waited for you to love meas you did. I wanted you to love me more than youwanted me.�
Cory grunted his objection to me saying that as hefondled my breasts and thrilled me through andthrough.
But this was just too wonderful, I would tell himlater as I wrapped myself around him. I surrenderedto him as a woman in every way. After all, he was theman and he was meant to be inside me, wasn�t he?
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*****
Oh, and the baby thing was so wonderfully weirdas well. It seems that the doctors in Lannan, or what-ever hospital a girl like me goes to, put this strangeuterine replicator inside the mother. It�s not at all likethe large replicators in which most children on civi-lized worlds are born. No, the one inside me seemedso tiny but an ova and Cory�s sperm were inside it. Itwas latched inside me where it should be.
As I was shown it being done, I felt it, my breathracing as Jackie explained it all to Cory and me. Icould see that the uterine thing was like a little sacthat would grow inside me as my baby grew. I shiv-ered with joy as Lady Jacqueline supervised me beingimplanted for motherhood. She was so happy for me,kissing and hugging me and telling me that every-thing had gone well. In nine months I was going to bea mother, just like her. Then it was Cory�s turn tohave me.
I was in such fear as Cory and I were so passionatein the hotel suite we were ensconced in for a wholeplanetary day after I�d been implanted. I was so afraidwe�d damaged the child growing inside me. WhatCory did so energetically to me was what all hus-bands did, Jackie told me later, in a follow-up exam.
Cory knew what I was taking on and loved me fordoing it. I became a pregnant woman, with all thewonders a woman must �endure� as she changes andfeels her baby grow. Finally she gives birth as womenhave all through the ages. I was so lucky in havingsuch a wonderful, loving man as my husband allthrough the process.
Well, it wasn�t quite the same as a normal womanwould have felt in birthing her child. The uterinereplicator was implanted in me. The rest I did in thesame way a woman would have done it in anotherage. I was torn up quite badly by my darling littleRoxanne. She couldn�t help it, of course.
Roxanne had to get out of me when it was her turnto be born. Oh, the thrill of having your baby placed
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on your breast is so fantastic. Cory clung to me, too,as our daughter suckled instinctively even thoughshe didn�t really get anything the first time. Oh, butmy milk came in, in abundance. What a constantthrill motherhood became as my little girl received allher sustenance at my breasts.
My husband is so proud of me. You�d think that nowoman had had a baby before me. There was myfriend, Jessica, a woman like me, with her son andanother baby on the way. She wanted a little girl asI�d had.
Well, things have moved along. No, I didn�t bank-rupt my husband in my demands for the latest wom-anly fashions. I dress prettily, inside and out, as myhusband remindsme, as we have status in the world.
It took three confinements before I was able to giveCory his son, named Haran after his brother. I�ll havemore for my adorable husband but he says we shouldhave a break from baby-making as he loves having aslim, sex-obsessed wife again in his bed.
I am not sex-obsessed. It�s my husband who al-ways has to explore what I�m wearing beneath myshort skirts and dresses. It�s he who wants to see mein the outrageous lingerie he�s always purchasing forme. I don�t know why because after I finally let himsee my new bra and panties, they just don�t stay onme very long.
It�s not as if I�m overworked, either. I have lots ofyoung Lannan girls assigned to me as maids andnurses. The difficult part sometimes is getting theminvolved in the balls we supply to our neighborhood,the reputation of my girls ensuring we�re always in-vaded by enormous numbers of handsome youngmen, whom my girls adore.
Even among our crowd of amorous ladies andyoung barons and baronets of the kingdom, we�re of-ten singled out as the most amorous couple of all.And my �girls� take after their mistress. It�s all Cory�sfault. He won�t stop buying me pretty lingerie. Hesays he�s worked hard to obtain the reputation wehave and we have to live up to it.
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As the noise of the party dies, Cory guides me up-stairs to our beautiful bedroom. I�m eased from mylovely gown as soon as he has the door shut andlocked. I pretend not to hear the girls swishing alongthe hallways as rooms are exchanged and young menare enticed to giving my maids pleasure I never expe-rienced before I was married. I wish them all the bestof trysts and don�t doubt the young men, whom wehave vetted for my girls, will rise to the occasion inloving them as they should.
I stretch beneath Cory�s kisses and guide hishands to my lovely breasts as he kisses me. I wiggleunder him and let him kiss and explore my womanlyparts as he loves to do. Soon, I can stand it no longerand move so that he has to have me, penetrate medeeply as a woman should be penetrated. Oh yes, Isqueal in joy and bliss as the choice I made so longago is reaffirmed to me.
I am Lady Abigail Brel, wife and mother, beingloved by my beautiful, adorable husband, who thinksthe same of me. I am home. I am what I really want tobe.
###
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