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Violette Enters

Utopia

by Rose Major-McMaster

Chapter 1
I�m not your average professor of electrical engi-neering, I think it would be fair to say�or rather Iwasn�t, even when I still lived in the United States.I�m pretty sure your average EE professor isn�t a gaycrossdresser who might imaginably have become aprofessor of English instead, if only the study of Eng-lish literature hadn�t been such a promising pathwayto a career as a dishwasher, a grocery clerk, or somesuch thing.
It�s not that I don�t find electrical engineering fasci-nating; actually, I do, at least some of the time. It�sjust that I find English literature at least equally fas-cinating. That was one big reason why, in my previ-ous life, I was close friends with Orson Rangeline,who taught Renaissance and post-Renaissance Eng-lish literature at a local university. (His definition of
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�post-Renaissance� was pretty broad, extending atleast to Jane Austen.) As for the other big reason:read on, gentle reader, read on.
Orson and I were accustomed to meet on Fridayevenings, at his home or mine, to relax, drink a littlewine, perhaps watch a movie or discuss a book�andto do what, on one particular Friday evening in thespring before I left, it was quite obvious that both ofus were eager to do. As soon as Orson opened thedoor of his home to me, I could feel the electricity,though not the engineerable kind.
�Oh, Violette, you�re so lovely tonight!� Orson said.�I�m so glad you can come!� He didn�t say �couldcome.� He was talking about the near future, not thepast.
Orson�s house was full of mirrors. There was onestaring me in the face at close range as soon as I en-tered the house. Orson stood beside me, put his armaround me, put his hands on both my breaststhrough my clothes, and said, �Don�t we make alovely couple?� My breasts were fake back then, butOrson didn�t care.
�Ooh, yes, I think we do,� I agreed in mywell-trained feminine voice, pressing his hands morefirmly to my breasts with my own. We did make arather lovely couple, I thought. I exuded the perfectcombination of intelligence and eroticism, with myneatly brushed dark brown hair, my dark-rimmedglasses framing my bright brown eyes, my very lightgolden-brown skin, my small but full and deep redlips, my fairly small fake breasts, and my slender fig-ure beneath my royal purple silk dress. Orson was asslender as I and even taller, with kindly-looking blueeyes, short brown hair, and a soft reddish-brownbeard. The loveliness of our appearance, and of theaccompanying feelings, was intensified when Orsonkissed me on the neck.

Page - 2

VIOLETTE BY ROSE MAJOR-MCMASTER



�Would you like us to make an even lovelier cou-ple?� Orson begged to know when his mouth wasfree. I knew exactly what he meant.
�Yes,� I said. �Please. Now.�
Still standing in front of the mirror, we embracedand kissed each other on the mouth, first delicately,then deeply. Before the kiss was over, I could dis-tinctly feel Orson�s erect penis, only three inches longbut incredibly excitable, through our clothes. My gi-ant clitoris, more than twice as long as his penis atseven inches, was rising fast to meet him.
After the kiss, we almost raced to Orson�s bedroomand stripped each other nude. My clitoris was longbut not yet fully hard; I seized the opportunity topress it down between my legs for the sake of femi-nine authenticity. We kissed again on the mouth,more frantically this time, gripping each other�s buttswith urgent desire.
�Shall it be 69?� Orson asked. I agreed, knowingthis was one of his favorite positions. Orson and I haddone it with each other in almost every conceivableway but one: I had never admitted him into my rec-tum (nor, of course, had he admitted me into his). Iwished I could do it with him in the way most like awoman having intercourse with a man, but the verythought of having a man penetrate my rectum wastoo disgusting to consider.
So, 69 it was. We lay on our sides on his big, widebed. My lips and tongue caressed his short erection;his hips responded with rapid thrusts. My clitoriswas still hidden between my legs. Orson pressed hishead forward between them to engulf my bulb, nowas big as a ripe plum, in his mouth. I clutched hisneck between my thighs and bucked my hips hard ashe skillfully blew me up toward maximum excite-ment.
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Orson�s orgasm came first, but mine was not farbehind. Having him ejaculate in my mouth was notmy favorite part of the experience, but I dutifully didthe deed before discreetly spitting out his semen.Ejaculating in Orson�s mouth was my very favoritepart of the experience. I underwent the most extremedelight when he kissed my bulb to maximum heat,my shaft was pulsating hard and fast, and my semenflooded his mouth, while my thundering thighs weregripping his head and neck as if I were a woman unit-ing fully with a man.

*******
�So what�s new in the world of English literature?�I asked when our breathing and our temperatureshad returned to approximately normal, we weredressed again, and I was sipping some chilled whitewine.
�Well, I decided to include More�s Utopia in my Re-naissance graduate course this semester, and nowwe�re discussing it,� Orson said. �It�s evoking a greatvariety of opinions from the students, to say theleast. There�s even one who insists, allegedly fromtextual and extrinsic evidence, that Utopia must be areal place.� He smiled.
�Well, how do you know it isn�t?� I challenged him.My memory of More�s Utopia was pretty fuzzy, but Ihad actually read it some years ago.
Orson laughed. �Well, I know from textual and ex-trinsic evidence,� he said. �The very name Utopiameans �Nowhere.� It�s obviously a satire on Englandand Europe at the time of Henry VIII, in the form ofan account of an imaginary voyage to a nonexistentplace that doesn�t have the faults of Western civiliza-tion. And I�m pretty sure Utopia would have been dis-covered by now, if it existed.�
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�Unless the Utopians had something to prevent itfrom being discovered,� I said, �as they would, if theycould, so as to prevent themselves from being over-run by undesirable elements from the outside world.�
�Perhaps they would,� Orson said, �but, in thatevent, they�d have something that would prevent youfrom discovering it too.�
�Only if I�m an undesirable element,� I retorted. Weboth laughed.
�Well, look, I tell you what,� Orson said genially,still glowing from the superb mutual blow jobs. �I�llintroduce you to the student who maintains thatUtopia is real. You two can discuss the book, andthen you can see what you think. Fair enough?�
�Fair enough,� I said.

*******
�Violette,� Orson said after his next Renaissancecourse session, �this is Tina Wazuma. Tina, this isProfessor Violette Vaulkner. She�s interested in yourtheory that Utopia is a real place. Would you like todiscuss it with her?�
�Uh�well, sure!� said the student, giving me a shysmile. I took her looks in at a glance. Her glasses werealmost identical to mine, though in a slightly smallersize, but her face looked rather different: darker thanmine, with more than a hint of Polynesian or EastAsian ancestry, or both. She was short, and her pre-sumably real breasts were even smaller than my fakeones. Her hair was pulled straight back, with no con-cession to fashion; her clothes were neat, modest,and quite plain.
�I�m pleased to meet you, Tina,� I said, shakinghands with her. �Have you got a fewminutes to talk?�
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�Sure,� she said, �if we can talk while I�m walkingback to my study carrel in the library.� This youngwoman, I could see, was really earnest about educa-tion.
�So, Tina,� I said as we walked out of the humani-ties classroom building and headed toward the li-brary, �tell me why you think Utopia is real.�
�Well,� the young woman said, �I know ProfessorRangeline thinks it�s just a satire, but to me it doesn�tread like one, and I don�t think Sir Thomas Morewould have written it the way he did if it was one. Hewas executed for refusing to say things he didn�t be-lieve were true. I don�t think he would have deliber-ately misled people, and I think it would have beenmisleading for him to put in all those historical factsin the first part, and all those details about Utopianlife in the second part, if he didn�t believe they weretrue. Plus, the Utopians had some good customs andsome bad ones, just like real people do. More thoughtsome of their customs were absurd, and he said so.
�What would be the point of that if it was just a fic-tional satire, like, �look how bad and stupid we are,compared to the Utopians�? And if RaphaelHythloday was lying about having been to Utopia,would More have believed him? I�m sure More had alot of experience with people lying, since he was alawyer and a judge. I don�t think he would have be-lieved lies too readily."
�Hmm,� I said. �Well, you�ve obviously thought alot about this.� I looked at her. Did I detect, I won-dered, the yearning of a lonely, honest young womanfor something greater and better than life in an Amer-ican graduate school?
�Would you like to live in Utopia, if it does exist?� Ifound myself asking.
�Well, I don�t know,� she said. �I�d certainly like tosee it, or at least to find out about it for sure. I don�t
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know if I�d like to live there. For one thing, I don�tknow how much it�s changed in 500 years, and whatthe changes have been.�
�I thought the Utopians weren�t too fond ofchange,� I vaguely recalled.
�Not change for the sake of change,� she said.�Like, you know, some people seem to think, wow,change, therefore good. The Utopians had some ab-surd customs, but they were nowhere near that idi-otic. But if they thought a change was an improve-ment, they�d adopt it readily enough.�
She was really getting me interested. What if Uto-pia did exist�and what if it had changed, perhaps forthe better, perhaps even more than the outside worldhad changed? What if it had even changed in waysthat would make it a far finer place for someone likeme to live than America? Wouldn�t it be well worthsome expense and effort to find out?
�Well, I tell you what,� I said�surprising myself athow readily the words rolled out of my mouth. �Iwon�t be teaching during the summer session.There�s some engineering research I could do duringit, but that shouldn�t take up all my time. I think I�dbe up for some other research too�like on whetherUtopia really exists or not. Where would you suggest Istart?�
Tina�s eyes opened wide with delight. �Wow!� shesaid. �You really mean it? Well, then, I�d suggest youstart in Tahiti. See, Utopia was near what were calledthe Antipodes in More�s time�about halfway be-tween Tahiti and Antarctica, and far east of New Zea-land. Tahiti�s the closest place with an internationalairport. If anyone in the known world has any ideahow to get to Utopia, I�ll bet they�d be in Tahiti.�
�And they�d probably speak French?� I said. �Iknow some French, and I could brush up on it beforeI go. Well, Tahiti would probably be a good place for a
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vacation, anyway. If nobody there knows anythingabout Utopia, I could go on to visit New Zealand andAustralia. I�ve never been to either of those places.�
�If that happens, at least you will have tried,� Tinasaid, �and I�ll be terrifically grateful to you for trying. Iwish I could go myself, but unfortunately I don�t havethe time or the money.�
�How fortunate that I do, then,� I said with a smile.�I promise I�ll do my best to find Utopia, if it ex-ists�and I�ll also do my best to let you know what Ifind out.� I laughed. �If they have e-mail in Utopia, I�llsend you an e-mail letting you know I�m there, ifyou�ll give me your address.�
Tina laughed too. �I�ve never heard of anyone get-ting e-mail from Utopia,� she said, �but it will be finewith me if I�m the first!� She gave me her e-mail ad-dress on a piece of paper, and I put it in a safe placein my purse.

*******
�You�ve got to be kidding,� Orson said when I toldhim about my vacation plans.
�I�m not,� I assured him. �Tina actually had somepretty good reasoning. I�ve reread More�s Utopiamy-self now, and what she says matches what�s in thebook. I think it�s at least worth finding out whetherthere�s a real Utopia, if possible. If there isn�t, or if itisn�t possible to find out, then I�ll move on from Tahitito have some richly deserved R&R in New Zealandand Australia.�
�Well, have a good time in New Zealand and Aus-tralia, then,� Orson said with a wry smile. �And you�llstill be welcome in my home any time when you comeback.�
�Especially on Friday evenings?� I inquired.
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�Yes, of course,� he said. �And you know, if youever change your mind about accepting my standinginvitation, it�s still open.� He meant his standing invi-tation for me to marry him.
�Thanks, Orson,� I said, �but I�m still not the mar-rying kind.�
�That�s still really a shame,� he said, �and I stilldon�t know why you�re not. I really think we�d makea�a damn near perfect married couple.�
�Orson,� I said, �look at it this way. What if we gotmarried, and then I promptly ran off to Utopia andnever came back?�
�I�d just have to deal with that, if it ever happened,�Orson retorted. �But, as I�m sure even you are wellaware in your heart of hearts, it won�t.�

Chapter 2
When my flight touched down near Papeete, I wasstill thinking my trip would most likely just be a vaca-tion in Tahiti, New Zealand, and Australia. I woulddiligently inquire, in French, whether anyone here inTahiti knew how to get to l�Utopie; I would get somelaughs and learn that no one knew; I would bask onthe black sand beaches, return to Fa�a�a Interna-tional Airport, and fly on westward. Still, for Tina�ssake and my own, I was going to pursue the diligentinquiries as far as I could.
As expected, I did get nothing but quizzical looksand laughs at first. Nevertheless, as it turned out,news was spreading fast about the tall, slenderAmerican lady who was searching for Utopia. So itwas that, before too long, a stout, dark-skinned,Polynesian- or East Asian-looking man appeared atmy hotel inquiring for that lady.
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�Hello, may I help you?� I said to the man inFrench, on being introduced to him in the lobby by amember of the hotel staff.
The man looked me over carefully before answer-ing�in English, with a British-sounding accent.
�I�m Vic Brahmaswami,� he said. �I�m told youwant me to help you.�
�Do I?� I asked, raising my eyebrows. �Uh�that�svery interesting. Would you mind letting me knowhow I want you to help me?�
He looked around the lobby, in which there wereseveral people. �Let�s go for a walk,� he said.
We emerged onto the busy, noisy street in front ofthe hotel. �They say you want to go to Utopia,� hesaid, apparently after satisfying himself that no onewas listening.
�Well�yes, I do,� I said. I stared at him, feeling un-sure that this could really be happening�andequally unsure whether it was a good thing that itwas.
�Why do you want to go there?�
I hesitated, but I knew I had to say something. �Imade a promise,� I said. �There was a�a person Iknew in the United States who believed that Utopiawas a real place. I promised I�d find out for herwhether it was or not.�
�Why you and not her?�
�She didn�t have the time or the money, and I did.I�m a university professor on vacation for the sum-mer; she�s a graduate student.�
�Do you know that, when people come to Utopia,they usually don�t return?�
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I didn�t know that, of course, and I wasn�t sure Iwas ready to hear it. �Uh�well,� I stammered, �isthat because they can�t, or they don�t want to?�
�They don�t want to. A few have left, but I believethey generally keep pretty quiet about it. If people inthe outside world claimed to have really been to Uto-pia, I think, their story would be taken about as seri-ously as if they said they�d been to the planet Marsand back in a spherical spaceship with an undis-closed power source.� For the first time, a hint ofsomething resembling a smile crossed Vic�s lips. �Asyou know, I�m sure,� he went on, �the existence ofUtopia was reported about 500 years ago, and pre-sented to the outside world by one of the leading menof his time, a man with an impeccable reputation forhonesty�and yet very few people believed the reportwas true.�
I walked in silence, hardly noticing the noise ofcars and people around me. In the space of a fewminutes, I had gone from expecting a pleasant littlevacation to being faced with a decision that could af-fect the rest of my life. I wanted to back out, espe-cially since I couldn�t even be sure Vic would take meto Utopia. For all I really knew, he might be going torape me up the butt in a boat and dump me in theocean. He didn�t seem to be that kind of guy, as far asI could tell, but I could easily be mistaken. I knewonly one thing for sure, or rather two things: I hadpromised Tina that I would do my best to find out ifUtopia was real, and this might well be my onlychance to do it.
My voice was usually pretty strong, as it had to befor lecturing, but it wasn�t now. �So are you saying,� Isaid in a high, weak, wavering voice, �you�ll take meto Utopia if I want to go?�
�I might,� he said. �Who are you, and what can youdo? We want immigrants who can contribute to Uto-pian society right off�unless they�re refugees, whoget more time to start contributing. My people were
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refugees from the island of Pala, and they moved towhat�s now called New Pala in northwestern Uto-pia�but now they�re Utopians, the same as anyoneelse, and they contribute too.
�Me, I�m the superintendent of immigration for thepolity of New Pala; different superintendents rotateduties coming to and from Tahiti, which is one of theobvious jumping-off points for anyone wishing tocome to Utopia, the other being New Zealand. Whatabout you?"
�Well, uh, my name is Violette Vaulkner,� I said,�and I�m a professor of electrical engineering. I hopethat�s worth something.� Hardly even noticing it, Ihad crossed a great line in my life. I was starting tothink of myself as a possible immigrant to Utopia.
�It is indeed,� Vic said. �Electricity is immenselyimportant in Utopia nowadays, as you�ll see if you gothere.�
I would see indeed. I was going, if this man waswho he said he was, and would accept me on the voy-age. �Well, then,� I said, �Iwill see, if you�ll allowme.�
�Very well,� he said, sounding even more Britishthan before. �We�ll aim to leave at 8:00 tomorrowmorning�or earlier, if we�re ready, since you�ll mostlikely be the only immigrant on board. Here are yourdirections to the spot in the harbor where our boat ismoored. You can�t miss it; it�s the UtopianPrincess III,white with the name in bright green letters, clearcurved canopy over the front, sits fairly low in the wa-ter.� He handedme a sheet with a map and directionsprinted on it. �And let me be the first to welcome youto Utopia.� Now he actually smiled as he shook myhand.
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*******
I got at least as little sleep that night as you wouldexpect. I didn�t really think Vic was going to rape meup the butt and dump me in the ocean, but I wasn�tat all sure what I did think was going to happen. Mostalarmingly, even if Utopia was real and I got there, Iwondered what would happen if I was found out as amale�a gaymale�in female�s clothing. Were peoplelike me really accepted in Utopia nowadays? And, ifnot, what was going to happen to me?
My bags were packed; my clothes were set out; myalarm went off; I groggily arose and dressed. I had se-lected my most conservative-looking outfit, with afully opaque, high-necked, cream-colored blouse anda full dark blue mid-calf skirt, for I wasn�t sure whatthe Utopians would think of something more reveal-ing.
A member of the hotel staff helped me get a clunky,poorly-driven taxi to the harbor. I looked around; aspredicted, I saw a white boat, shaped a bit like a largehydroplane, with big, bright green letters spelling out�UTOPIAN PRINCESS III.�
Vic was on the boat already, and so was anotherman, also stout and Polynesian-looking, but taller.�Good morning, Lady Violette,� Vic called out as I ap-proached. �Very fine day for a voyage to Utopia, don�tyou think?� The weather was fine indeed, with not acloud in the sky.
�I do,� I said, trying to keep my voice from waveringas I carried my bags across the narrow walkway overthe water to the boat. �Is there a reason why you callme Lady Violette?�
�Utopian custom,� he said. �Men and boys are Sir,women and girls are Lady. In Utopia, I�m called SirVictor Brahmaswami.�
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�Oh,� I said. �Is there, uh, no particular honor at-tached to being called Sir or Lady in Utopia?�
�There�s tremendous honor,� he said, �the honor ofbeing a human being endowed with intelligence. Wedon�t call apes, dogs, or mynah birds Sir or Lady.Utopians value human intelligence highly. Somedon�t have much of it, and that�s not their fault, but itis their fault if they do have it and don�t use it, or ifthey abuse it.�
�I suppose it is,� I said. �Are there many people inUtopia who have it and don�t use it, or abuse it?�
�Some,� he said. �You�ll see�but first we�ve got toget there. Here, meet the pilot, and then put yourbags in your quarters below. This is our pilot, SirWinston Rabnabana; Winston, this is Lady VioletteVaulkner.�
I shook hands with the taller man, just as dark asVic, but handsomer and more muscular-looking,with dark, piercing eyes. �Lady Violette, I am mostpleased to meet you!� he exclaimed, with obvious sin-cerity. His face showed great appreciation indeed onseeing me, and his gaze was not strictly confined tomy face, to say the least. I sensed at once that thisman did not accept the ancient Utopian strictures onsex. I could see, I was pretty sure, that his eager, pen-etrating gaze was trying to discern whether I was thekind of woman who might have sex with a highly at-tractive man like him on short acquaintance. I had toadmit, at least to myself, that I was�but what wouldthis man think if he knew that this woman had fakebreasts, no vagina, and a seven-inch secret beneathher long, plain skirt?
�I�m equally pleased to meet you, Sir Winston,� Isaid. I could feel myself blushing, and feel my heartracing, as I looked him straight in the eyes. I feared Iwas giving myself away by admitting frankly that Iwas just as pleased to meet him as he obviously wasto meet me�and yet I almost hoped I was signaling to
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him that my feelings were much like his own. My eyesdarted to his white trousers, and I was sure he sawthem darting. His trousers were bulging. I only hopedmy skirt would not start to bulge as well.
Vic showed me the way down a narrow stairway tolow-ceilinged sleeping quarters, where I stowed mybags and used the restroom; then I re-emerged to joinhim on the deck. Soon the boat began to move, but Iheard no sound of an engine.
�What�s the power source on this boat?� I asked.�Electricity?�
�That�s right,� Vic said. �From highly efficient light-weight batteries. Our batteries compare to yours, Ibelieve, as one of your lightweight electronic tabletsor smartphones would compare to a computer fromseveral decades ago, which was vastly heavier andbulkier, but with far less power.�
�Uh�that�s fascinating,� I said, staring at him indisbelief for more than one reason. �But how do youknow about that? Did you find out in Tahiti?�
�No. In Utopia we�ve learned how to tap into theInternet to find out almost anything we wish aboutyou, while keeping you from finding out about us.�
�Oh.� I was silent for a moment, while many ques-tions raced through my mind. �Did you learn Englishon the Internet?� I asked. �The Utopians didn�t use tospeak English, I believe�I mean, in the time whenRaphael Hythloday went there, 500 years ago.� Iguessed he probably knew about Hythloday, andmaybe about More too.
�No, they spoke Old Utopian. Some still do, andwe�ve imported some Old Utopian words into ourform of English. But we first learned English after aBritish merchant ship crashed up on the shore ofUtopia, almost 150 years ago. The sailors taught usthe language and persuaded us we should learn to
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use it, because they said it was going to be the newworldwide language in the near future�which, asyou know, turned out to be true. At that time, Utopi-ans were becoming quite concerned that they weregoing to have more contact with the outside worldthan they would wish, because the Gygean Shieldhadn�t yet been invented.�
I could see that I had a great deal to learn. �What�sthe Gygean Shield?� I asked.
�It�s a sort of force field that makes Utopia invisibleto the outside world. Your maps of the South PacificOcean don�t show Utopia. That�s because of theGygean Shield. You�ve got to have the electronic key,which the pilots of our immigration boats have butno one else does, to get through and see Utopia.�
I sat in silence in my deck chair, looking around atthe almost empty ocean ahead, trying to take every-thing in, but not succeeding well. We passed whatlooked like a French vessel patrolling the coastal wa-ters of Tahiti; we hailed it and moved on, still travel-ing fairly sedately, with the deck of the boat on a levelplane with the calm sea. Then, after some minutes,Winston announced, �We�re on the high seas now, SirVictor.�
�All right, let her rip,� said Vic. Winston compliedat once. The nose of the boat lifted, the deck tilted,the wind and spray rose higher around us, and aplume of water shot up behind us. I could tell that wewere moving very fast through the water�or ratherupon the water, for the boat was indeed a large hy-droplane�but still I heard no sound from the power-ful, unseen electric motor propelling the boat. I took adeep breath and looked through the clear shield. Ofcourse I could not yet see Utopia�but now I was con-fident that I was going to see it. I had chosen my des-tiny, and I could not turn back.
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*******
That day I saw nothing off the boat but sky, sea,and occasionally one of the islands of French Polyne-sia in the distance, until we had left them all behind.When night drew on, the boat slowed; the deck re-turned to level. Vic andWinston retired to their sleep-ing quarters, separate from mine. �The boat�s on au-tomatic navigation,� Winston said in response to aquestion from me. �It wouldn�t be safe at high speed,but it�s quite all right at low speed. There�ll be analarm if anything draws near. Don�t worry about athing.�
I tried to comply, and succeeded surprisingly well.There was nothing to remind me that (to all appear-ances) I was a woman alone on a boat with twomen�except for Winston�s roaming, penetratingeyes, and the rather large bulge in his trousers that Icould not help glimpsing more than once while hewas speaking to me, suggesting that he might wishmy sleeping quarters were not separate from his. Ifso, though, he kept his wishes to himself�at least atthat time. That night, unlike the previous night, Islept soundly and awoke refreshed.
The next day, Vic put off many of my questions bysaying, �We�ll be in Utopia before nightfall, and you�llmeet Lord Mahayananda next morning. You�ll dobetter to ask him about that.� Lord Mahayananda, itturned out, was the ruler of the polity of New Pala. Iwas going to meet him because all immigrants wholanded in New Pala did.
We were again traveling at high speed for much ofthe day, but in the afternoon the speed lessened andthe deck leveled out again. �Gygean Shield approach-ing,� Winston called out. �All hands below.�
Vic and I descended the stairs, and Winston didtoo. �We�re on automatic again,� he explained. �It�ssafer that way. The Gygean Shield can actually inter-
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fere with brain waves, by way of the optic nerves, ifyour eyes are out in the open while passing through.I�ve put in the electronic key to get us through.�
We floated along at low speed, while through theportholes I began to see bright lights reminiscent ofthe Aurora Borealis, or rather the Aurora Australis.The lights had not been visible, I was sure, until westarted to pass through the Gygean Shield. Theygrew in intensity, but gradually diminished again.
�We�re through,� Winston announced after that.�You�ll see Utopia on the horizon from the deck.�
We started toward the stairs. Vic went up first. Be-fore I could follow, I was startled�though not entirelysurprised� to feel Winston�s big, strong hand on myshoulder.
�Could I have a word with you, quickly, LadyViolette?� he asked softly.
�Oh! Well�uh�certainly,� I said. I was fairly sure Iknew what the word would be about. My heartstarted to race like a speedboat, feeling theun-engineerable electricity rushing into me fromWinston�s mighty, manly presence. My eyes darted,and then darted again, to the bulge in Winston�strousers, large and unmistakable. I was sure he wasgoing to want sex with me, unless he would be re-pelled upon finding out the truth about me. As I soonsaw, he was very far from being repelled.
�I can see you�re what we call a harxaturax,� hesaid. �That�s Old Utopian for a man who looks like alady�and acts like a lady, too.�
I tried to keep myself from gasping. �Oh, dear!� Istammered. �Is it�really that obvious? I didn�t thinkit was!�
�Some of us are connoisseurs of the ways of theharxaturax,� he said. �Me, I can spot even a very
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skilled one, like you. If you were to get the Full Treat-ment, and then if you were to have any interest in, er,one or more intimate encounters between you andme, I might suggest that such a thing would be mostworthwhile. If no interest, of course, disregard.�
�What�s the Full Treatment?� I asked.
�Well, we need to get upstairs and on shore,� hesaid. �I could tell you soon after that, if you like.�
I hesitated for a second and looked up the stairs,but then plunged ahead. If the Full Treatment wouldenable me to have an intimate encounter with thistall, dark, handsome, extremely friendly and atten-tive man, then I needed to know what it was�rightnow. �No, please tell me right now�quickly, at once!�I begged him, feeling myself losing all self-restraint. Iclasped him with both hands and pressed my bodyclose to his, feeling his penis pressing against methrough our clothes, and letting him feel my big clito-ris, now fully erect, pressing against him. �What�s theFull Treatment?� I begged him to tell me, my lips veryclose to his ear.
�Well, it makes you even more like a female thanyou could become in the outside world,� he said, al-most whispering into my ear. His hands descended tomy butt and clutched it hard; I did the same to him.�But, unlike the so-called sex changes in the outsideworld that I�ve read about, it leaves your, uh, youroversized clitoris and your balls intact. See, yourballs are retracted inside you and fit on either side ofyour new vagina, which works just like a woman�s va-gina as far as it goes, complete with orgasms and allthat. And the Full Treatment also gives you very nicebreasts and hips like a woman. Does that sound atall interesting to you?�
�It sounds fascinating,� I said, with my lips veryclose to his ear. �When we get on shore, please tell mehow I can get the Full Treatment�as soon as possi-ble!�
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�Will do,� Winston said, �with great pleasure!�
I knew what would happen next, and so did he,since I had shown him clearly that I had no self-re-straint where he was concerned. Our lips andtongues met, and we kissed long and deeply. By theend of the kiss, Winston was gently pumping his hipsand rubbing his erect penis against me through ourclothes, and I was doing the same to him. We bothknew I was promising him an intimate encounter, assoon as possible after I got the Full Treatment.

*******
Winston let her rip again as we approached Uto-pia. As reported in the book, there did seem to be anopening between two peninsulas, some miles apart,with a very large bay beyond�but now a large light-house stood near the end of each peninsula. We en-tered the bay and turned toward the peninsula on theright, the westward side, above which the sun wasbeginning to set. We slowed down as we approachedthe shore, where a fair-sized town with a quaint-look-ing harbor awaited us.
�Here�s Port Yonilingam,� Winston announced aswe docked, �the gateway to New Pala�and, for LadyViolette, to all Utopia!�
�I should call you Sir Victor, I presume, now thatwe are in Utopia,� I said to Vic, starting already tospeak English in a slightly more British manner.�Well, Sir Victor, I must thank you heartily for ac-cepting me here�and for being a perfect gentleman.Perhaps not all men would have conducted them-selves with such perfect propriety on an overnightvoyage with a single lady.� After a moment�s uncer-tainty, I went on: �And thank you, too, Sir Winston.Your conduct, too, has been�entirely admirable.�
�I am very glad you think so, Lady Violette,� saidWinston. �I look forward to seeing you again at an
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early opportunity, to discuss the�the matter youmentioned to me.� His chest was heaving�with de-sire, I seemed to detect�and a glance at his trousersshowed that the bulge was there again.
�Me, I�m married,� Vic said, �and not interested incheating on my wife or trading her in.� He looked atme closely. �And besides,� he added, �Winston, who�svery knowledgeable about such things, tells me hethinks you�re a harxaturax, which is a man passingas a woman. Is he right?�
�Well,� I said, unsure what Vic would think of theanswer, �I must admit he is.�
An expression of faint distaste crossed Vic�s face.�It won�t disqualify you for immigration,� he hastenedto assure me. �But, for myself, I don�t think I wouldwant any close contact with a harxaturax even if Iweren�t married.� He looked at Winston, and thenback at me. �I�m extremely different from Winston inthat way, you see.�
�Oh, yes,� I said. �I certainly do see.�
�Well, I gather you and Winston have something todiscuss. There�s an inn near the harbor here wherewe�ll be put up for the night. You and he can have abite to eat and talk about, er, whatever it is.� Viclooked as if he might actually have a rather good ideawhat it was, but didn�t want to talk about it. �Then, inthe morning,� he said, �we�ll go up to meet LordMahayananda.�
�Thank you very much,� I said, not specifying whatI was thanking him for.

*******
Winston and I obtained some New Palanese food(somewhat like a blend of Chinese, Indian, and Fili-pino) from the buffet in the little inn by the harbor,
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and sat down to eat. Hardly had we begun when Isaid to him, �Now please tell me more about the FullTreatment, and how to get it.�
�Well, certainly!� he said. Looking at me with greatadmiration, he added, �I can see you could benefitgreatly from it�very greatly indeed.�
�I hope so,� I said. �It sounds like exactly what I�vedreamed of. How can I get it?�
�Well, there are surgeons in the Grand Pyramid, orbody sculptors as we call them, who are highlyskilled at it,� Winston said. �They can make your newbody conform pretty closely to your specifications, solong as there�s no mutilation of any functional bodypart. And in Utopia we still don�t use money, as youdid in the outside world. You just need to be certifiedas a valuable contributor to society, and you�re eligi-ble to get the Full Treatment. For a recent immigrantlike you, if you�ve already made your mark in the out-side world, we�d just need to be able to look you up onthe Internet and see what you�ve done.�
�That should be pretty easy, I think,� I said.
�Excellent. Then you�re all set.� He smiled. �Pleaseallow me, after your obligatory visit to LordMahayananda, to escort you through Utopia to theGrand Pyramid�where your dream, or your dreams,will be fulfilled.�
�Oh! That would be very�very kind of you,� I said.Again, just as with Orson but much more powerfully,I could feel the non-engineerable electricity.
�My pleasure,� he said, looking at me intently.�May I ask,� he asked, �if you�ve had these dreams fora long time?�
�Oh, dear, that�s a rather personal question,� I saidwith a coy little smile, drawing near him and speak-ing softly. �But, if you�d really like to hear a�an inti-
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mately personal answer, I believe I should be able tosatisfy you�I mean, to satisfy your curiosity.� I couldfeel myself blushing, and my clitoris was already longand hard again under my skirt.
�Or both,� he murmured into my ear, readily dis-cerning the double entendre. �I�d like very much tohear it�the more personal, the better.�
�Well!� I said. �Oh, Sir Winston, you�re making meblush! But, if you really want to hear about it�Iguess I�ll have to start a long way back. I�m 36 yearsold now, and it started 24 years ago, when I was 12.�
�Please tell me all about it,� Winston said.
�Well,� I said, �Back then I was a boy namedCuthbert, after my great-grandfather Cuthbert Wil-liams Vaulkner. I was fascinated by girls at an earlyage, and by the time I was 12 I just absolutely had toknow how it felt to be a girl and look like a girl. I had asister who was 14, but about the same size as me, ex-cept for her breasts. I started to wear her clothes insecret, especially her�her undies. I wore her pant-ies, hiding my�my rather large clitoris between mylegs to make myself look like a girl, and I stuffed herbra cups with hankies to make her bras look like theyfit me. Then once when I was looking at myself in themirror with her panties and bra on, I was getting re-ally excited, and I had a really warm, good feeling be-tween my legs, where my clitoris was hidden. Istarted squeezing my legs together tightly and rub-bing them back and forth against each other, andpumping my hips�and then something startedsquirting out of my clitoris behind my thighs, and Icouldn�t stop it. I tried to pull my sister�s pantiesdown quick so the squirts wouldn�t get in them, but itwas too late. I had to wash the panties out by handand wring them dry, and then put them in the laun-dry, hoping no one would know what happened.�
Winston smiled broadly. �You discovered this allby yourself?� he asked.
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�Well, yes, of course,� I said.
�In many parts of Utopia also,� he said, �even to-day, the budding young harxaturax is left to discoversuch things for herself, for it is deemed improper,and even forbidden, to train up a young harxaturax inthe way she should go. Fortunately, it is not so inNew Pala and some other polities. I myself havetrained promising young harxaturai, some as youngas 11 or 12 years of age, to hide their clitorises be-tween their legs and undergo such feelings whilespurting sperm backwards�though not while wear-ing undies!� I felt mingled excitement and shockwhen he said that, remembering how intensely excit-able I had already been at the age of 12 when I ejacu-lated in my sister�s panties, but knowing that such�training� would have been strictly forbidden where Icame from as well.
�So then,� Winston observed, �you became aharxaturax at the age of 12 with no assistance fromanyone, although you didn�t yet know the word.�
�I did,� I acknowledged, �and I�ve been one eversince.�
�That is very promising indeed. And when did youstart dreaming of getting the Full Treatment, al-though you didn�t know what that was either?�
�Well, you see,� I said, �I started having sex withmen, playing girlfriend for them, when I was about19�I was too shy before that�but I was never allthat satisfied with the ways there were to do it. I fan-tasized about there being something more, some-thing that would make me able to do it like a womanwithout losing my big clitoris, but I could never find itback then.�
�What ways did you try?� he asked. I felt sure hispenis must be erect from listening to me, and heseemed eager to prolong the erection.
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�Oh, almost everything I could think of,� I said.�There was 69, of course. That was the last way I didit with a man before I came to Utopia.�
�What�s 69?� Winston asked.
�Oh!� I said, surprised that he didn�t know. �Well,in the number 69, the 6 faces one way and the 9 facesthe other way, and that�s how the people�s heads are.You know, the man�s penis was in my mouth, andmy, my clitoris was in his mouth.�
�That sounds more than a bit awkward. And didyou actually spurt sperm into each other�s mouths?�Winston grimaced.
�Well, yes. I guess itwaspretty awkward, now thatyou mention it, and I didn�t really enjoy having himejaculate in my mouth, but it was pretty exciting forme to ejaculate in his mouth.�
�Hmm. What else did you try?�
�Well, there were separate blow jobs�I mean, youknow, mouth insertions.� If he hadn�t known what 69meant, I figured, he might not know what �blow job�meant either. �My favorite was when I pressed my cli-toris back between my legs and a man got behind meand sucked my bulb until I ejaculated backward.�
�Again, rather awkward,� Winston remarked.�What about actions not involving the mouth?�
�Well, I never did any actions involving the rec-tum,� I said. �Those were too disgusting for me toconsider, and I thought probably too painful too, al-though I never actually tried it. In a way it was toobad, because the rectal actions were the most similarto intercourse between a man and a woman, I mean ifthe feminine partner hadn�t had a sex change.�
�That�s appalling,� Winston said. �The rectal ac-tions are actually prohibited by law in New Pala, and
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in many other polities in Utopia. They�re consideredfar too similar to doing it with animals, and that sortof thing.�
�Well�uh�I guess I can see the point of that,� Isaid.
�So, aside from the mouth and the rectum, whatwas left?� he inquired.
�Well, mainly hands and thighs,� I said. �Like,sometimes a man got on top of me from behind, I wason one hand and my knees, and he ejaculated in myother hand, a little bit like a man entering a womanfrom behind. Or we would be standing up, facingeach other, sometimes with my clitoris hidden be-tween my legs, and I squeezed his penis between mythighs until he ejaculated. Or we stood up with himbehind me and did the same things.�
�And you never thought of getting one of theirso-called sex changes so a man could put it into youas he would into a woman?�
�Ugh! No! I wasn�t getting rid of my�my lovely bigclitoris!�
�Well, good for you. Actually, genital mutilation ofany kind, including that kind, is forbidden in everypolity of Utopia.� He smiled again. �But getting theFull Treatment, of course, isn�t genital mutilation.You�re left with everything you had before, onlyslightly rearranged, but you also have a more wom-anly figure and a vagina, so you can do it with a manjust as a woman does.�
�I want it,� I said. �Please help me get it.�
�That I will, and gladly,� Winston said. �It will bemy extremely great pleasure. And when you areready, if you should happen to have any interest inan intimate encounter��
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�You know I will,� I said, though I didn�t kiss himon the mouth again right there in the inn.
�I am very glad,� he said. �You, of course, knowthat I will, too.�

Chapter 3
Next morning Winston, Vic, and I walked a shortdistance to the Port Yonilingam train station. Therehad not been trains in Utopia in More�s time, ofcourse, and I was interested to know how theyworked. As I should have expected, Vic told me theyran on rechargeable batteries, eliminating the dangerof open electric lines or third rails such as were usedin the outside world. The tracks were not made ofmetal, but rather consisted of three wide grooves in asolid surface of molded greystone concrete, with themiddle groove being the widest. As I saw when ourtrain almost silently pulled in, the middle groove wasfor the single front wheel, about as big aroundthough not quite as wide as an American 18-wheeltruck tire, partly covered by a canopy that slanteddown from the driver�s windshield. That wheel andthe two large rear ones on each car, which werelargely covered by what looked like removable por-tions of the train�s gold-colored sides, appeared tohave tubular rubber tires or something of the sort.Our train had only two cars (or �waggons,� as I laterlearned that Utopians called them), the front one forfreight and the rear for passengers; we entered therear one and sat down. The train�s movement was al-most indiscernible at first, but it rapidly speeded upand rounded an uphill bend.
As we ascended and rounded more curves, thehouses of the town soon gave way to orchards, ter-raced gardens, and open meadows with animalsgrazing in them. The train moved fairly slowly up thesteepest slopes, but these were far steeper than ametal-wheeled train on metal tracks could have sur-mounted. After what seemed like a journey of several
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miles, a small city on a high hilltop came into view,with what looked like a white-domed palace at itshighest point. In the city, the train wended its wayamong houses for a little while, but then entered atunnel. Within the tunnel, the train gradually sloweddown and then stopped in a brightly lighted under-ground station with large blue letters on the whitewall, spelling out �HIGH ANANDAPURAM.�
We got out of the train; Vic led the way up a longmoving stairway, and then in the direction pointed bysigns saying �Lord�s Mansion.� After passing throughhigh double doors, we encountered a tall,dark-skinned young woman, wearing a sleeveless,knee-length, form-fitting, many-colored dress, with afigure much like what I wished I could have after re-ceiving the Full Treatment. Her breasts were fairlysmall but perfectly formed; her hips were broad andstrong-looking. I gazed at her figure at least as muchas I thought acceptable, trying to remember every de-tail, to be replicated as closely as possible in my spec-ifications for the Full Treatment. At her face I barelyglanced, though a glance was enough to show methat her dark eyes were big and lovely, and she wassmiling at me.
�Immigrant here, formerly a professor of electricalengineering, to see Lord Mahayananda,� Vic said af-ter the young woman welcomed us to the Lord�s Man-sion. She repeated the message into a device that en-circled her left wrist; then she led us to a dark, thickround-topped door and opened it.
A tall, dark-skinned man wearing a long whiterobe, with long graying hair and a long gray beard,stood ready to meet us. �Thank you, Sir Victor andSir Winston, for bringing us this immigrant,� he said.�And thank you, Lady Susanna,� he added to theyoung woman. �I am Lord Mahayananda. Welcome toUtopia,� he said to me, shaking my hand.
�Uh�thank you, Lord Mahayananda,� I said. �I amViolette Vaulkner.�
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�You have much to learn. Let us waste no time,� hesaid, briskly bypassing all possible small talk aboutwhat I had done in the outside world, why I hadwanted to come to Utopia, and the like. �Presumablyyou have read the book of Sir Thomas More from 500years ago or so. It is, after all, readily available on theInternet.�
�Yes, I have.�
�The geography of Utopia is largely as it was de-scribed in the book, with a few glaring exceptions,but many of the 54 nearly identical peas-in-pod-likecities there described have been greatly changed overthe course of 500 years. The exception is Amaurot,near the middle of Utopia, which has been preservedin something like its original state as a living memo-rial to the Old Utopians. What is now HighAnandapuram, where we are, was once the city ofEuburanax, but here very little remains from 500years ago, and much is new since then. We have now92 divisions of Utopia called polities, each one gov-erned by a lord such as myself. Lords nowadays areelected for a term of six years at a time on the basis ofthe voters� shared personal knowledge of the candi-dates� perceived wisdom and trustworthiness�a pro-cedure somewhat different, I believe, from the aver-age election in the outside world.�
�That�s for sure,� I said.
�The lords, in turn, elect the king from among theirnumber, also for six years at a time. The king is sentto reside in the King�s High Mansion, near the natu-ral fountain at the center of what is now our one greatcity and capital, Fonsorgonot. That city extendsalong the southern edge of the Bay of Utopia and thehills overlooking it, and includes numerous politieswithin itself.�
�Is the Grand Pyramid located in Fonsorgonot?� Iasked, for I was looking forward to getting the FullTreatment without undue delay.
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�It is,� he said, with a slight, almost indiscerniblefrown. �I see you have been told about it already, foryou certainly did not read about it in the book. TheGrand Pyramid, completed about 60 years ago, is lo-cated at the highest point in the city, at its south-western corner. It is an entire polity unto itself. I daresay the majority of Utopians, myself included, lookupon it with some disfavor.�
�Oh, really? Why is that?� I hoped it was not be-cause the Grand Pyramid contained surgeons whoadministered the Full Treatment�but, even if it was,I was not going to be deterred by the views of the ma-jority of Utopians on that important point.
�The Grand Pyramid, ruled by Lord StarkBrekkekkexx,� said Lord Mahayananda, �is the greatcenter for promotion of views that Utopians have tra-ditionally regarded with abhorrence. Ever since thetime of King Utopus many centuries ago, Utopianswere free to adhere to any religion they believed to betrue, but those of no religion�those who did not be-lieve in universal justice and the soul�s immortal-ity�were distrusted and dishonored. This is againtrue today among the majority of Utopians, but notamong the inhabitants of the Grand Pyramid andthose under their influence. In the Grand Pyramidthose of no religion have gained a stronghold. Theyworship what they call �The All-Encompassing,� bywhich they mean nothing more than their ownpower, which they wish to encompass everyone andeverything. They pursue what they call �The Promiseof Endless Grandeur,� which means nothing butearthly immortality for a select few. Worse yet, theyare known to wish to reinvent the Silent Dissolver.�
It must have been obvious that I didn�t know whatthe Silent Dissolver was, and that I was about to ask.�The Silent Dissolver,� he said, �was a device bywhich being could be silently, and perhaps pain-lessly, dissolved into nothingness. You will recallfrom the book that, 500 years ago, Utopia was sur-
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rounded by other lands. You did not see any of thoseother lands on your voyage to Utopia.�
�Well, no, I didn�t.� I did have to wonder why not,although I hadn�t thought much about it on the voy-age, my mind being otherwise occupied.
�It is because of the Silent Dissolver. This was in-vented by a genius who became King of Utopia underthe name King David Good. It was not his real name,but he wished to create the appearance of a good andbeloved man who upheld the greatest traditions ofUtopia, whence the name. At that time there werestill the Zapoletes, vicious men hardly worthy tolive�no better than the greedy tyrant who ruled mynative land of Pala in my youth, causing many to fleeto Utopia. Utopians had long made use of Zapoletesas mercenary soldiers, but this plan backfired at last.The Zapoletes were seriously threatening Utopia andmaking demands the Utopians were not prepared tomeet. King David Good and his advisors decided thisproblem would be solved by applying the SilentDissolver to the Zapoletes and their land. This wasdone, and the problem was solved�or so it wasthought.�
�You mean it wasn�t really?� I asked, already prettysure I knew the answer.
�It was not. Inhabitants of all other surroundingnations were deeply disturbed by the fate of theZapoletes, even though they were not sorry theZapoletes were gone. They united to demand thatUtopia should destroy the Silent Dissolver and theplans for it, so that it could never again be usedagainst anyone. This King David Good refused to do.To forestall a war, he ordered the Silent Dissolver ap-plied to all the nations making that demand. Millionsof innocent men, women, and children died. Theirbodies, and their homelands, vanished without atrace.�
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I stared with my mouth open. Of course I had seenhistorical accounts of millions of innocent people be-ing killed, complete with torture and unspeakablesuffering. But was this really any better, merely be-cause (it seemed) the victims felt no pain? What ifsomeone had applied the Silent Dissolver to me, per-haps because I was despised as a harxaturax whowanted the Full Treatment? Would that have beenquite all right, merely because I would have gone si-lently, painlessly, invisibly, into that endlessnight�if it was an endless night?
�Uh�but the Silent Dissolver didn�t dissolve itself,did it?� I asked. �What happened to it?�
�At last, too late, King David Good recognized themonstrous wrong he had done�but not before hehad almost applied the Silent Dissolver to Utopia it-self. He was descending into the deepest sadness anddisgust with life, thinking it did not really matterwhether there was anything rather than nothing. Youwill learn his story sometime, the story of how he be-came convinced that life was better than death afterall, and that the other nations had been right: heshould destroy the Silent Dissolver and the plans forit. For now, suffice it to say that he did just that, andhe started to live a very different life than he had livedbefore. Eventually he married and, after ceasing to beking, he became a priest of Aeiouha Mithra.�
�Um, I remember Mithra from the book,� I said,�but not Aeiouha Mithra.�
�He was not then known by that name. Today, themajority of Utopians are worshippers of AeiouhaMithra, who is thought to be a man who is also God,and to inhabit the sun. As for myself and most of mypeople in New Pala, we do not find this believable, al-though some do; Sir Victor here, for example, is aworshipper of Aeiouha Mithra.� I looked to Vic, whohad been sitting in silence during our conversation;he nodded �yes.�
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�Most of the New Palanese,� Lord Mahayanandawent on, �make use of what we call our medicine ofenlightenment, but only on infrequent occasions, togive us insight into what lies beyond the veil of ourordinary lives. This is not, we think, a God-man inthe sun, and yet it is not entirely different. From ourfellow Utopians we have learned that our medicine ofenlightenment shows us something like what theirGod-man in the sun shows them: the endless life ofthe human soul; the universality of the good, thetrue, and the beautiful; the universal justice givingbliss to those who love what is good, and misery tothose who love what is evil, even if the veil of this lifemakes things seem opposite to what they really are.�
�Hmm, I might want to take some of that medicinesometime,� I said.
�Perhaps you will,� he said, �but first, I think, youwill wish to become settled in Utopia. Sir Victor willregister you as an immigrant this morning, so thatanyone in Utopia will be able to find out who you are.Then, no doubt, you will be given some work relatedto electricity by the King�s Council on Electrical Af-fairs. You will speak with a member of the council inthe council house near the King�s High Mansion inFonsorgonot, and there you will be given your assign-ment. Utopians still work only six hours a day, asthey did 500 years ago, so you will have a fair amountof leisure, but I cannot predict where in Utopia youwill be assigned to live. It may be far from here.�
�But I�ll be able to come back for a visit if I wish,won�t I?� I asked. �And, uh, surely there�s some wayof contacting you by electrical transmissions of somekind, if I need to consult you about anything?�
�On occasion, you may be able to visit,� he said.�We do not use aircraft for passenger transportation,but our trains are fairly fast, quiet, and reliable, andthey run throughout Utopia. But for consultation,you will not need to take the train. Before leavinghere, you will be given a control band, like this, allow-
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ing you to communicate with anyone in Utopia.Yours will also show youmuch useful information forimmigrants.� He showed me a device encircling hiswrist, like the one Lady Susanna wore. It had numer-ous buttons and a screen that looked a bit like asmartphone screen, only circular.
�When you have established a residence, you willprobably also have a larger control station, like this,�he added, pointing to an upright circular device adja-cent to a large keyboard on his desk. That device hada larger screen, a bit like a computer monitor in theoutside world, but also circular. �Like the controlband, the control station allows you to communicatewith anyone in Utopia, and it also allows you to dis-play content from the Internet. If you wish to transmitanything on the Internet, however, you must receivepermission from the lord of the polity where you arelocated at the time. This precaution is needed to pre-vent too much knowledge of Utopia from penetratingto the outside world.�
�Oh!� I said, remembering Tina. �You mean youcan give me permission to send an e-mail message tothe outside world?�
�Yes, at least if it is brief and for one recipientonly.�
�It will be!� I assured him. �Can I use your controlstation?�
�Certainly. You will find the keyboard familiar, forours are modeled on yours. We do not use voice rec-ognition or many other high-powered features foundin the outside world, for our aim is to make maxi-mum use of minimum electrical power.�
He showed me where to put the address and themessage. I was too full of nervous excitement to typemy short, simple message without mistakes, but atlast I succeeded: �Dear Tina, / You were right. Utopia
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is real. I�m here. But please don�t spread the newsaround! / Best wishes, / Violette Vaulkner.�
�Very well,� said Lord Mahayananda. �I will autho-rize it to be sent, and it will go. Now you will wish togo soon to Fonsorgonot and receive your work as-signment. Before doing that, however, you will wishto obtain some Utopian clothing. My daughter, LadySusanna Mahayananda, will assist you." He didsomething on his control band, and Lady Susannasoon reappeared.
�Please come this way to our clothing storeroom,�she said, smiling at me again. This time I did look ather face, but only until she started to lead the way tothe storeroom, leaving Vic and Winston with LordMahayananda. Then I looked at her swaying hipsand her lithe, strong-looking legs. I wanted mine tobe as much like hers as possible after I got the FullTreatment.
She led me down a stairway and into a very largeroom, full of shelves on which packages of clothingwere stacked high. �Many people contribute newclothing of all sizes for immigrants and others inneed, which they have made themselves,� she said.�It is an honor to contribute. In Utopia, you will see,many people seek to give and receive honor and ad-miration�and love, of many different kinds. Youmight almost say these are our medium of ex-change.�
�You mean, instead of money?� I asked.
�I suppose so,� she answered, �although I know lit-tle of money, except that it is like the Units that Nullshave to use here�for want of honor, and admiration,and love.�
�Um�I don�t know what Nulls are, or Units either,�I said.
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�Oh, you will find out in due time,� she said.�These things are not very interesting to me. Come,let us find your clothes. First you will needunderthings. What are your measurements?�
�Uh�I know them in inches. Do you use incheshere?�
�Yes. Utopians adopted the English system of mea-surement along with the English language, well over100 years ago.�
�Oh, good.� I gave her my measurements, but ex-aggerated the ones for the hips, to be like what Iwished to have after getting the Full Treatment. For-tunately my skirt was full, so she couldn�t see that Iwasn�t quite telling the truth.
�We use these linen drawers,� she said, showingme a pair of white drawers that looked a bit like bas-ketball players� shorts. �They are very comfortableand have plenty of room. After you get used to them,you will hardly notice you are wearing them.�
�Uh�that�s good,� I said.
�And on top,� she said, �we use these elastic-rein-forced linen camisoles. They are sturdy and snugenough to provide the support you need, and to makesure nothing shows through.� She showed me one ofthose items too. It did appear sturdy and snug, al-though I wasn�t sure it had any other good qualities.
�So Utopian women don�t wear bras? You knowwhat bras are, right?�
�Yes, I do. Some wear them, along with other cloth-ing like what women wear in the outside world. Butmost ladies here who have even tried them think theyare awkward, uncomfortable,
and inadequate. Some are even flimsy enough tolet things show through.�
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�And of course decent Utopian ladies never wantthings to show through�is that right?�
�Yes, it is,� she said without even a hint of a smile,though she had been smiling before. �Most Utopiansare very concerned about decency. We have livedthrough the rule of those who have no religion and fa-vor indecency�those whose leaders are now con-fined to the Grand Pyramid, the Varsity, and there-abouts, though they seek to reconquer Utopiathrough what they call �Omniview,� which can beseen on control stations by those who wish to see it.Most Utopians have seen quite enough of that sort ofthing, and wish to see it no more.� I thought aboutthis in silence while she handed me the drawers andcamisole.
�Now for your dress,� she said. �You are not mar-ried.� She said it as if it were perfectly obvious.
�No, I�m not,� I said.
�Unmarried people�s clothing is different frommarried people�s,� she said. �Unmarried ladies�dresses have no sleeves and end at the knees. Mar-ried ladies� dresses are longer and have sleeves. Youcan see that I am unmarried�but not for much lon-ger.� She smiled again, more brightly than before.
�Oh! Well�I�m glad for you, and I wish you greathappiness,� I said, hoping this was what a Utopianwould say on such an occasion.
�Thank you very much. We would be honored ifyou would come to our wedding.�
I laughed in surprise. �Oh, thank you!� I said. �Butwe�ve only just met! Do Utopians usually invite peo-ple they hardly know to their weddings?�
�Often,� she said. �It is a way to get to know peoplebetter. The more people you know and care about,the better your life is likely to be.�
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�I suppose that�s right,� I said. �Well, I�ll certainlycome if I can.�
�Yes, please do,� she said. �Now let me find yousome unmarried ladies� dresses in your size. Youmaywant at least one New Palanese one like mine, withmany colors, and also a couple of the traditional Uto-pian white ones. The warm-weather ones are made oflinen like the underwear, but you will wantcool-weather ones, since winter is coming. Those aremade of wool, but they are surprisingly comfortable,and fairly easy to clean.� She looked on the shelves,pulled down a few packages, and handed them tome.
�Here is the dressing room,� she said. �Now we willsee how you look as a Utopian.�
I entered the dressing room she pointed out to me,stripped, and put on the drawers; then I pulled on thecamisole but left my padded bra on under it, so itwouldn�t be evident that I didn�t yet have real breasts.I selected the New Palanese many-colored dress, tomake myself look as much like Lady Susanna as Icould.
�Oh, that�s perfect!� she exclaimed when Iemerged. �You�re so beautiful! And don�t thoseclothes feel better than your old ones?�
�Yes, they do,� I acknowledged. �Especially the un-derwear. Could I possibly get some more of that?�
�Certainly,� she said. She got me some more of it.�Now let us return to my father,� she said, �so he cansee you as a Utopian too.�
This we did. I got favorable comments on my looksfrom Lord Mahayananda, Vic, and especiallyWinston. After I got them, Lord Mahayananda re-mindedme that it was time to go. �But do not hesitateto get in touch with me at any time,� he added. �MostUtopians believe that what may seem to us to be co-incidence is guided, sometimes or even always, by

Page - 39

RELUCTANT PRESS



higher intelligence beyond the veil. You have, per-haps, been sent first to New Pala for a good reason yetunknown to you, and I am the first Utopian lord youhave met, perhaps for the very same reason. I will re-member you, Lady Violette.�
�I will certainly remember you, LordMahayananda!� I assured him, shaking his hand.�And you too, Lady Susanna!" I added, shaking herhand too.

Chapter 4
Soon I had descended to the underground station,carrying my bags and now wearing my control band,in Winston�s company. Vic remained in HighAnandapuram to perform his work as superinten-dent; he had quickly registered me as an immigrant,using information I gave him about myself. Now, asWinston had piloted me to Utopia, so he would escortme through it. As it turned out, he would tell meabout many sights along the way�and his eyeswould tell me plainly that I myself was the most fasci-nating sight of all to him.
For much of the trip, our train was within sight ofthe Bay of Utopia. From the train, in addition to thatgreat body of water, we saw villages and cities, tem-ples, farmland, pastures, orchards, brooks andrivers, and small forests full of falling many-coloredleaves, for it was autumn in Utopia. Every stationbore the name of the city in which it was located, andWinston told me about each, though I could hardlyeven remember all their names.
At length we entered the great city of Fonsorgonot,and soon the train was crossing a high bridge over agreat river. On the bridge, on both sides of the tracks,were roadways carrying a few pedal-powered vehiclesand a few car-like ones. �Are those electric cars?� Iasked.
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�Hmm? Oh, yes, of course,� Winston said. �Thoseare the only sort of cars we have here.� His attentionseemed to be directed elsewhere. Soon I saw where:high above and beyond the bridge. �Up there,� hesaid, �you can catch a glimpse of the Grand Pyra-mid.�
Eagerly I looked to see the place where I was to re-ceive the Full Treatment. It was far uphill and milesaway, but I did see an apparently large, dark-lookingstructure with a pointed top. I wondered whetherLord Mahayananda was right in saying most Utopi-ans looked upon it with disfavor�and, if he was,whether most Utopians were right in so regarding it.
We traveled away from the direction of the GrandPyramid, toward the east, still in the middle of whathad now become a broad, straight boulevard carryinga fair number of the electric cars and the pedal-pow-ered vehicles in both directions. The boulevard waslined with trees and, beyond them, mainly withhomes and parks both large and small. After stop-ping briefly at numerous above-ground stations andrushing on, we plunged into a tunnel, and before longentered a large underground station named �Foun-tain Centre.� Here we left the train, stretched ourlegs, and ascended a moving stairway to the surfaceof the earth, emerging into a covered walkway withlarge letters spelling out �Fountain Centre Station� atits end.
�Just a few quick sights,� Winston said, �before wehead over to the council house.� He guided me to-ward a large traffic circle with a wide walkway aroundit. �In the center of the circle here,� he said, �is theFountain of the City, pure water that flows down un-derground from the Northern Mountains, which youcan see far up in the distance.� I looked up, towardthe south, to see sizable mountains, the highest ofwhich were covered with snow.
�The big round-topped building up there on theheights below the mountains,� he said, �is called the
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Dome of the Heart; it�s the supreme temple ofAeiouha Mithra in Utopia. Not of great interest tome,you understand, but it�s supposed to be one of thegreat sights to see, if you�re interested in that sort ofthing. They won�t let you into the secret parts unlessyou�re one of the worshippers, but there�s a lot ofstatuary, paintings, stained glass, and that sort ofthing you can see. Even the exterior is rather beauti-ful, at least from a distance.� It did seem so, fromwhat I could discern. Predominantly white at itsbase, the well-proportioned building rose high into agreat dome that seemed to be covered with intricatepatterns of gold, red, and sky blue, though I couldnot see them clearly since the building was far away.
�Now, over here,� Winston said, �is FountainBrook, which forms a waterfall after emerging fromunderground, and runs down toward the ocean bythe King�s High Mansion, which you see over here.�He guided me to another part of the walkway alongthe traffic circle, from which I looked down into achasm and a brook near the bottom of a small water-fall. Looking beyond the brook, I saw a large, longwhite mansion in a classical style, three stories highon the side facing the boulevard west of the circle,but with more stories below the level of the boulevardon the downhill side. The brook flowed through thespacious, parklike grounds of the mansion, and thenpresumably descended to the bay, although I couldnot see where it went.
�Just one more sight before we go to the councilhouse,� Winston said. �Turn around.� I turnedaround. Beyond the fountain, the waterfall, and thefar side of the circle was a massive gray building,about twelve stories high. This was about twice theheight of any other building I could see; there were noskyscrapers.
�That�s the Great Greystone Building,� he said,�the headquarters of the Regulators. They�re Utopia�sanswer to Scotland Yard, the Mounties, the FBI, andmuch more. Most Utopians don�t need their assis-
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tance often, if ever�but, for those who do, they�re in-valuable. They do an excellent job of separating outthe Nulls from the law-abiding Utopians.�
�Um�are the Nulls the criminals?� I asked,though I was pretty sure I knew the answer.
�They are. If you�re found guilty of a crime in Uto-pia, you become a Null for a period of time. Nulls aredishonored and prevented from sharing in the wealthof Utopia without money, as law-abiding people do.Whether they�re in prison or in some lesser form ofrestraint, Nulls are forced to work and scrimp forwhat are called Units, the only form of money knownin Utopia. Everything a Null obtains must be pur-chased, often at a high price, with Units. It�s a terrificinconvenience, and a disgrace as well, to have to useUnits.� Winston smiled.
�Since gold is such a valuable conductor of elec-tricity, we don�t use golden chains for Nulls anymore, as they did 500 years ago�but you could saythat Units are today�s equivalent of the goldenchains.�
He patted me on the shoulder, just a bit linger-ingly. �But you won�t need to worry about that,� heassured me. �You�ve already got your credentials as apresumably law-abiding Utopian. You�ll be assignedyour work, and you�ll be able to get what you needwithout money.� He leaned close to me and whis-pered in my ear, �Including the Full Treatment�to-day! Come, let�s head for the council house to getyour assignment, and then we�ll go up to the GrandPyramid.�
�Uh�you mean I just show up, and it happens?� Iasked, astounded. �I won�t need to wait?�
�Well, I took the liberty of transmitting an appoint-ment request for you yesterday,� he said. �But thebody sculptors can generally get to you pretty fast.They�re given great honor in the Grand Pyramid, even
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if not everyone elsewhere approves of their work.Come along, you�ll see.�

*******
We walked west along the boulevard to a six-storybrick building with a gold-colored plaque proclaim-ing that it was the Council House of the King�s Coun-cil on Electrical Affairs. Upon entering, I gave myname; the red-haired receptionist spoke into her con-trol band, and soon a short, muscular-looking manappeared. He wore a plain, simple white shirt andmatching trousers, but his fairly short gray hair andhis noble-looking visage made him look like someoneportrayed in ancient Roman statuary, perhapsCicero or Augustus.
�Hello, I�m Arnold Aristurax,� he said, shaking myhand. �Lady Violette Vaulkner, I presume.�
�That�s me,� I said. �I�m told you�ve got some workfor me.�
�I have, I�m sure,� he said. �I�ll just need to deter-mine what it is. From your registration, I see that youwere a professor of electrical engineering in America.I hope you won�t be disappointed to learn that youprobably won�t be a professor or anything of the sorthere, at least not right away. I�m sure you�ve alreadynoticed that our electrical devices are somewhatmore, er, what you might call advanced than yourswere, at least in many ways. You�ll have a lot to learn,but I�m sure you�ll be able to do somethinguseful withelectricity, and more useful as you learn more.�
�Well, I�m certainly willing to learn, and I�m glad tohelp however I can,� I said, hoping this was a suitablyUtopian-sounding thing to say.
�That�s the spirit,� he said. �Let�s go into my office,and we can examine some possibilities.� I followedhim down a hallway, around a couple of turns, and
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into a small, efficient-looking office, while Winstonremained in the reception room.

*******
If humility was one of the qualities of a good Uto-pian, and if humility was likely to result from humili-ation, then I was well on my way to becoming a goodUtopian by the time I shook Sir Arnold�s hand, re-en-tered the reception room, and rejoined Winston.�Well, what�s it to be?� he asked.
�I�m going to be an assistant manager at an electri-cal generation plant,� I said, smiling faintly.
�The manager will meet my train tomorrow. It�snothing like being a professor, but it�s a very usefuloccupation, and it does have to do with electricity.�
�Well, that�s something,� Winston said. �Where�sthe plant located?�
�It�s near a city called Amabolux, in the far foothillsof the Southern Mountains above the city ofEndevrias.�
Winston raised his eyebrows and frowned slightly.�Hmm, a bit too close to Antarctica for mytaste�both literally and figuratively,� he said. �Butyou�ll be able to show you�ve got the true Utopianspirit�pitch in and help wherever you�re needed,even if you�d rather be somewhere else.�
�Uh�how delightful,� I said, hoping my wordsweren�t completely opposite to the truth.
�Perhaps,� Winston said, �but not nearly so de-lightful as what awaits you now.�
He meant the Full Treatment, of course. We didnot actually run back to the station, but we strode atfull walking speed. We descended into Fountain Cen-
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tre Station, but to a different level, where the tracksran north and south, not east and west. A train tookus underground up the steep hill, going at least asslowly as we had gone up the steepest hills in NewPala, until we arrived at a station called �MountHearty.� There our train turned off at an angle towardthe southwest and gained some speed on a less steepgrade, still underground.
�Are we near a university?� I asked on seeing a sta-tion called �Professors� Town.�
�The only university in Utopia,� Winston said,�commonly called simply �the Varsity.� It�s actually afairly recent innovation. Traditionally, Utopians haveattended temple schools or the like for even the high-est studies related to leisure, defined as pretty muchanything that isn�t work. For studies that are relatedto work, again including even the most difficult, ap-prenticeships have been thought superior in practi-cal value to university studies.� He smiled.
�To this day, I believe,� he said, �many Utopians re-gard the Varsity with the same sort of disapproval asthe Great Pyramid.�
We rounded a bend and gained more speed on amore or less level track, stopping only at under-ground stations called �Students� Town� and �VarsityCentre.� Then we turned toward the southwest andascended a moderately steep hill, coming to a stop inan underground station called �Grand Pyramid.�
After emerging from the train, we went toward twosets of double doors, one labeled �Uplift� and theother �Letdown.� We entered the Letdown, whichturned out to be an elevator going down; I guessedthe cars must shift from one side to the other onreaching the top or the bottom. We didn�t reach thebottom, though; we just went down to the eighth levelbelow ground level, and there were several more be-low that.
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When we emerged from the Letdown, we were faceto face with wide double doors and big letters abovethem, spelling out �HOSPITAL.� We entered, and Itold the receptionist that I was Violette Vaulkner.That was all she needed to know. Looking me up on acontrol station, she said, �You�re a harxaturax, herefor the Full Treatment,� and I verified that I was. Shespoke into her control band, and a man wearing yel-low and green (the standard Utopian colors for medi-cal attire, as I soon learned) rapidly appeared.
�Tom Mikloxas, body sculptor�s assistant,� saidthe man, shaking my hand. �Most pleased to meetyou, Lady Violette. We�ll get you under pretty quick,and when you wake up you�ll have received the FullTreatment,� he said.
�Uh�just like that?� I asked, �Where I came from, Ialmost always succeeded in avoiding hospitals, butpeople told me the preparations for surgery werepretty time-consuming and not too pleasant.�
�Well, Utopian hospitals were far better than thosein the outside world even 500 years ago,� he said,�and by now they�re incomparably better, in that andmany other ways. You�ll see. Let�s go. Just strip inthis stripping room, put this gown on, and lie downon the movable bed in the stripping room. Call outwhen you�re ready, and we�ll roll out toward the oper-ating room. This gentleman, I believe, will retain yourbags for you.� He looked to Winston, who nodded�yes.�
�But, uh�how will the body sculptor know howmy body is supposed to look?� I asked.
�There�s a little room with a rolling control stationnext to the operating room,� he said. �I�ll show youadjustable images of your body, and you can makethe desired adjustments until the images look exactlyas you wish to look. Then the control station will berolled into the operating room, where the body sculp-tor will use the images as models to work from.�
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I could hardly believe my good fortune. The greatdream of my life was going to come true, incrediblysoon! I raced into the stripping room, stripped off myclothes and put on the gown, lay down on the bed,and called out that I was ready. Tom Mikloxas en-tered the room at once and started to roll me out atwhat seemed top speed. I barely had time to toss myclothes to Winston to put in my bag, and my bra fellon the floor when he failed to catch it. I would neverneed it again anyway, I thought, for I would no longerneed ample padding to make up for my lack ofbreasts, and my new Utopian undies didn�t include abra.
Lying flat on my back, I was wheeled down halls,around corners, and into a little room. �All right, situp,� said Tom Mikloxas. I sat up and came face toface with my own image on a large control station.
�We�ll zoom in on your face to begin with,� he said.�I�d suggest just a tiny bit rounder and fuller in thecheeks, and you may want your lips to be even a bitfuller and redder than they are now.�
�Oh, yes, definitely,� I said.
�How�s this?� he asked, manipulating knobs onthe control panel, which appeared to incorporate aregular keyboard but was larger with extra features.As he turned the knobs, I saw my face in the imagegrowing a bit more rounded and feminine-looking,and my lips becoming noticeably fuller and redder.
I scrutinized the image carefully. �Back off a bit onthe roundness of the face,� I said, �but you can makethe lips even fuller and redder than that. It will be allright with me if they�um�really stand out.�
He complied. �There, that�s perfect,� I said. My lips,in the image, were now among the hottest, most vo-luptuous-looking lips I had ever seen, and that wasfine with me. My face was still fairly long and thin,
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but now it unquestionably looked like a woman�sface, which I wasn�t quite sure it did before.
�Now your breasts,� he said. �How big do you wantthem?�
�Not gigantic,� I said at once. �In fact, I�d like themto be somewhat smaller than average for a woman,but with pretty big, dark, pointy nipples.�
�All right, let�s try this,� he said, turning the knobs.My breasts in the image grew bigger, and my littlelight brown nipples became much bigger and notice-ably darker.
�Back off a bit on the size of my breasts,� I said,�but not my nipples. I want them really pointy, withnice, long, erectile tips.�
He followed my instructions, and then showed mea side view. I was getting an erection just looking atmy breasts in the image. As requested, they weresmaller than average, but my nipples were big anddark, and their tips stuck out in a most eye-catching,exciting manner. My cleavage, though not very deep,was long and attractive too. �Yes, that�s exactlyright,� I said.
�Your hips and legs?� he inquired.
�Strong and shapely all over,� I requested. Heturned the knobs and altered the image of me belowthe waist. My calves and thighs grew fuller, my hipsbroader, my butt rather larger and more provocative.After a few minor corrections, I expressed satisfac-tion.
�Your, er, large clitoris, of course, will remain asis,� he said. �And now for your vagina. I�m guessingyou�ll want it to be able to accommodate a great vari-ety of, er, insertion sizes with satisfaction, from verysmall to very large?�
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�Oh, yes, certainly!� I said. I was thinking ofWinston. To judge from the bulges I had seen in histrousers, I surmised that his penis was very large in-deed.
�Very well,� he said. �All right, we�ll put you underand get going.�

*******
I remember nothing after that until I woke up, flaton my back, in a recovery room. While not yet fullyawake, I wasn�t sure I had new breasts until Itouched my nipples. Sure enough, they were big andpointy, although my breasts as a whole weren�t verydiscernible because I was flat on my back.
I lurched into a sitting position and felt my breastsagain. Now they were very fine, exactly what I haddreamed of and specified for the body sculptor. Aglance in a mirror showed that my face was also ex-actly according to specifications, including my full,red, extremely voluptuous lips. There was only onebig problem: I couldn�t feel anything below the waist.
TomMikloxas came in, and so did Winston. �How�severything?� Tom asked.
I tried to answer his question, but found I couldhardly speak. �Why can�t I talk right?� I asked him inthe loudest stage whisper I could manage.
�Your vocal chords have been altered as part of theFull Treatment,� he said. �Your voice was ratherwell-trained, but it was still a strain to reach thehigher pitches. When you regain the full use of yourvoice, it won�t be a strain any more. You�ll naturallyspeak just like a woman. Until then, you can sayyou�ve got laryngitis, which is very near the truth.Now, aside from that, how�s everything?�
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�Except for that, everything�s perfect up here,� Isaid. �But down there, I can�t feel anything."
�You will,� he assured me. �Your new vagina won�tbe ready for use for perhaps 100 days or so. Sensa-tion will gradually return, but you�ll probably feelsome pain and require some desensitizer for a while.You�ll receive some instructions, and you�ll be able toask me any questions you may have. Then, at a suit-able time after your 100 days are up, you�ll returnhere to be medically certified as ready for action.�
�Well, all right,� I said. �But am I going to be able towalk?�
�You should be able to walk by morning. You�llspend the night in the hospital, and be released inthe morning if all goes well. Then you�ll be able to dopretty much anything except to speak at full volume,and to have sex.�
�Oh.� I figured I had to accept it, so I might as welltry to look on the bright side�if there was a brightside.
Again at seemingly top speed, Tom Mikloxaswheeled me through hallways, around corners, andinto the Uplift, taking me into a room on the nextfloor up where I would spend the night, whileWinston followed. �Here you go,� Tom said. I got offthe bed; he showed me how to call for help if I neededanything, and left to do whatever he had to do next.Winston and I remained alone in the room.
�I�ll have to head back to New Pala,� Winston said.�We�ll keep in touch. And then, in only 12 to 16 weeksor so . . .�
I nodded and kissed him on the mouth again,though it felt very strange because there was no re-sponse from below my waist. He said good-bye andleft. I began to prepare for bed�and for my new life asa Utopian.
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Chapter 5
For a while I lay awake in bed, reading the infor-mation for immigrants on my control band. In addi-tion to many things I already knew from talking withVic, Winston, Arnold Aristurax, and LordMahayananda, I quickly learned that the King of Uto-pia was Volton Vulgolloi, and the Lord of Amaboluxwas Arthur Hyparnion. Presuming that I could findout what I needed to know about these gentlemen indue time, I turned my attention to finding out aboutthe place where I was to live.
Amabolux, I learned, was a city of about 10,000people, the chief city of a large polity stretching fromthe polity of Endevrias, near the ocean, to the heightsof the Southern Mountains. It was the site of one ofthe largest electric generation plants in southernUtopia, incorporating wind, hydroelectric, and un-derground clean-fuel-burning generators. Almost allthe inhabitants of Amabolux were worshippers ofAeiouha Mithra. I wondered if this had anything to dowith Winston�s view that the city was too close toAntarctica, figuratively speaking.
At least, I noted, it would be easy to get there.Amabolux was served by one of Utopia�s most trav-eled train lines, the same one on whichWinston and Ihad traveled from Fountain Centre to the Grand Pyr-amid. The line continued through a pass in theNorthern Mountains and down into the broad, fertilevalley of the Anyder in central Utopia. From there, itwound up through the Southern Mountains, andthen back down toward its terminus at the city ofEndevrias, on Utopia�s southern coast.
My control band alerted me that I had received anew message. I looked at it. My heart leaped. It was aresponse to my e-mail to Tina: �Dear Violette, Thankyou, thank you, thank you! I knew it! Please let meknow what happens to you in Utopia. Very bestwishes, Tina.�
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I wished I could respond, but I knew I couldn�t. Ihad met Lord Mahayananda, but not Lord StarkBrekkekkexx who ruled the Grand Pyramid, and Icouldn�t just find him and ask him to let me sende-mail to Tina. I would just have to wait until I sawLord Mahayananda again�unless Lord ArthurHyparnion, whom I also had not met, would let mesend e-mail from Amabolux.
Despite my excitement at hearing from Tina, I soonfound myself getting sleepy. I looked at miniaturepictures of the Anyder Valley, the Southern Moun-tains, and the town of Amabolux on my control banduntil my eyes closed in sleep, and then the picturesbegan to enter my dreams.

*******
Tom Mikloxas was right: I could walk in the morn-ing, although I could still feel very little below thewaist. I put on my Utopian underwear, noting withsatisfaction that the reinforced camisole was as snugand supportive of my new breasts as a sport bra, butmore comfortable and actually nicer looking too,once I got used to the look of it. Then I slipped on oneof the traditional Utopian white dresses, figuring Ishould look as much like a traditional Utopian aspossible when I arrived in Amabolux, even though Iwas not going to worship Aeiouha Mithra.
When I was dressed and ready to go, Tom gave meinstructions about how to perform my daily func-tions without the assistance of sensation, until sen-sation returned. Then he escorted me, with my nowjam-packed bags, back up to the Grand Pyramid�sunderground station. �A train should be along in abit,� he said. �I�ve got to get back to work, but youshould have no problem from here; just get on thetrain and ride until you get to Amabolux.�
�Thank you very much,� I said. He left, and I satdown on one of the station�s many benches to await
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the train. I used my control band to notify the electri-cal plant manager of my ETA, and then I lookedaround.
Few people were in the station, and most of themdid not attract my attention. Only one did: a tall, dig-nified-looking lady with streaks of gray in her darkhair, which contrasted with her large sky-blue eyes.
The lady turned toward me and looked at me soonafter I sat down. She did not stare at me, but perhapsI did stare a bit at her�not only at her beautiful eyes,but even more at her clothes. She wore a long robewith long white sleeves, a bit like LordMahayananda�s robe, except the main part of therobe was white only down to her breasts. There therobe displayed a great gold-colored insignia of thesun, in which a handsome, strong-looking man�s faceappeared. Below the level of the sun insignia, thewhite and gold gave way to an almost riotous profu-sion of colors in images of leaves, fruit, and flowers.
The lady was walking toward me. I did not knowwhy. Then she spoke to me and surprised megreatly�indeed, astounded me.
�Are you the immigrant from America who is goingto Amabolux?� she asked.
My eyes seemed to grow as great as her own. Now Icertainly did stare at her. �What?� I exclaimed, stillhoarsely. �Uh�well, yes, I am, but�how did youknow?� I wasn�t at all sure I liked having somebodyknow these things about me without my consent.
�Sir Victor Brahmaswami, in New Pala, registeredyou as an immigrant from America,� she said. �Hehappened to send me a message saying I might wishto meet you. When your registration information wassupplemented by Sir Arnold Aristurax, I learned thatyou were to work in the generation plant atAmabolux.�
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�Well, all right, I guess,� I said, �but�how did youknow I was going to be here, in this station, thismorning?�
�That took a bit of deduction,� the lady said. �Yousee, Sir Victor registered you as a harxaturax. I, too,am a harxaturax.� She smiled at me. I tried to smileback at her, but I fear I succeeded only in gaping ather with my mouth wide open.
�I received the Full Treatment many years ago,�she went on. �I am now a priestess of AeiouhaMithra,residing near the Dome of the Heart. In his messageto me, Sir Victor mentioned that you would be dis-cussing a matter of interest with Sir WinstonRabnabana, whom he knows to be a strong propo-nent of the Full Treatment for the harxaturax, andwho had discerned that you were one. I simply de-duced what that matter of interest would be, andfrom what station you would be leaving for Amaboluxafter you got the Full Treatment. Therefore, here Iam.�
�So you wanted to meet me just because we�reboth, uh, harxaturaxes?� I asked.
�Harxaturai is the plural,� she said. �Sir Victorthought I would be a good person to introduce you tothe best way for a harxaturax to live in Utopia. Manyharxaturai�including myself, I admit, in years goneby�have lived in a manner that decent Utopianswould regard as repellent and idiotic. It is not theonly way for a harxaturax to live, and it is far from thebest. So, if you have any interest, we can talk aboutit.�
I heard the soft sound of the train coming into thestation, and started to pick up my jam-packed bagsin silence while I thought about what the lady hadsaid. �May I help you?� she asked.
�Oh!� I said. �Uh�sure.� I handed her one of mybags. We entered the train and sat down together. I
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wondered if decent Utopians, in this lady�s opinion,would regard my promise of an intimate encounterwith Winston as repellent and idiotic. If so, I waspretty sure I wasn�t going to agree. Still, the intimateencounter wasn�t going to occur for months, andmeanwhile I guessed I could try to live like what wassupposed to be a decent Utopian�or at least to findout what it would be like to live like one.
�So what would you say is the best way for aharxaturax to live?� I asked as the train began tomove. �And, oh, by the way, what�s your name?�
�I am Augusta Euthroxas,� she said. �You, I know,are Violette Vaulkner. As for the best way for aharxaturax to live: well, perhaps the best way to ex-plain is to contrast my own old way of life with mynew one. You will see that Utopians, in general, arenot too fond of talking about themselves�but I thinkthis will be excusable.�
�Oh, I�ll readily grant you an excuse, er, LadyAugusta,� I said with a smile. �Are you still just called�Lady� if you�re a priestess?�
�Yes,� she said. �Of course, I was not always apriestess. Indeed, there was a time when I was quitethe opposite of a priestess.�
She sat in silence, apparently gathering herthoughts and memories. Meanwhile the train wasrapidly gathering speed. Before she spoke again, thetrain had emerged into the open air and was racingalong the side of a small, heavily woodedmountain. Itappeared that the city of Fonsorgonot had no sub-urbs, at least on this side.
�When I was young,� Lady Augusta said at last, �Iwas fully carried away by the craze for sexual experi-ence. At that time Utopia was ruled by those of no re-ligion. Stark Brekkekkexx, a very vigorous old manwho is now merely Lord of the Grand Pyramid, wasthen King of Utopia. Omniview, the great vehicle for
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promotion of the views and the way of life ofBrekkekkexx and his ilk, was viewed by many morepeople then than now. Harxaturai, most attractiveones who had received the Full Treatment, were oftenseen on Omniview. I was aroused to the maximum onseeing their erotic performances, in which absolutelynothing was left to the imagination. After an intimateencounter with an astoundingly excitableharxaturax, I decided I must become one myself.�
�Just like that?� I asked. �How old were you?�
�I was 14 years old at the time of the encounter,but I had been viewing the performances of theharxaturai, and imagining myself as one, since I was10. At that time it was considered a crime to interferewith the erotic development of adolescents andpre-adolescents in any way, including preventingthem from viewing such things on Omniview. Someparents were actually punished as Nulls for trying tokeep their children from viewing them.�
�So, uh, did you do those things on Omniview too,after you got the Full Treatment?� I asked.
�I did. I received the Full Treatment when I was still14, and made my first appearance on Omniview atthe age of 16. Before I was 20, I was one of the greatrising stars, and my copulation with both men andwomen, as well as with other harxaturai,was utterlysuperb. For an entire decade I reigned supreme onOmniview, with my own regular programme, onwhich I interviewed Utopian leaders of all kinds andthen engaged in copulation with them in full view ofall.�
I stared at her, but quickly looked away, fearing Iwas being rude. If only I could feel much of anythingbelow the waist, I imagined, I would be incredibly ex-cited by Lady Augusta�s story. As it was, I merelylooked out the window and saw that we were travel-ing uphill between terraced gardens on the slopes ofsmall mountains on both sides. Then I looked for-

Page - 58

VIOLETTE BY ROSE MAJOR-MCMASTER



ward in the train to see my fellow passengers, whom Ihad largely ignored before. There were not many peo-ple in the waggon where we sat; most of them ap-peared to be members of the same family, includingfive children of various ages, a mother, and an aginglady who appeared to be a grandmother. Most of thechildren were fairly short and had dark hair�likemost Utopians, I was learning�but the eldest was ataller, slender, red-haired girl with very small breastsbeneath her white woolen dress. When she and themother addressed the grandmother, they used a lan-guage I didn�t understand; I figured it must be OldUtopian.
�So,� I said after a long pause, �what happened? Igather you don�t do that sort of thing any more.� Ispoke almost in a genuine whisper now, as if it weresomehow preferable that the young red-haired girland her family should not hear Lady Augusta andmyself talking about engaging in copulation in fullview of all.
�I do not. In the end it was the Promise of EndlessGrandeur, of all things, that changed my mind abouthow to live. Actually, of course, it was AeiouhaMithrahimself, shining upon my mind and heart from hishome in the sun�but he used the Promise of EndlessGrandeur to help me see.�
Lady Augusta glanced at me. Her eyes lookedbright and kind, almost as if she herself were asource of sunlight, regardless of how absurd her be-lief in a God-man in the sun might be. I wanted to seemore of her eyes, but she looked away before speak-ing again.
�King Stark Brekkekkexx, as he then was,� shesaid, �was one of the many men with whom I ap-peared on Omniview, and perhaps the most superbcopulor of the lot. He had accepted the Promise ofEndless Grandeur, so that he would never grow oldor die. He would go on copulating, and ruling if he
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could, for endless centuries. He strongly encouragedme to accept the Promise too. I almost did it.�
�Why didn�t you?� I had to know. I was pretty surethat, if I myself ever had a chance to accept the Prom-ise of Endless Grandeur, I would. Why would anyonenot do it, and then grow old and die?
�Well,� she said, �I envisioned myself going on, injust the same way, through those endless centuries. Iwasn�t at all sure it would be a pleasant experiencewhen the novelty had fully worn off and everythingwas just the same, century after century. It seemedto me that I might well end up desperately striving forsomething more, something greater, when therewas-n�t anything more and greater to be had in the life Iwas living. Worse yet, it seemed to me that somethinginside me�I mean, what was best in my heart andmind, more precious than life itself�would witherand die. It was already withering away, because ofthe life I was leading, but it hadn�t died�and there itwas inside me, crying out, protesting against beingkilled.�
�Why was it withering? And why would it have diedif you accepted the Promise of Endless Grandeur?� Ofcourse I wasn�t at all sure what Lady Augusta wassaying was true, but she certainly seemed to think itwas, and I wanted to know why.
�Well, I found that the problem with endless copu-lation was not only that it couldn�t give endless satis-faction,� she said, �but it would actually interferewith finding endless satisfaction that involved all ofwhat was best in me. It was like noise drowning outbeautiful music. I learned that, in the end, I couldhave either the noise or the music, and I could havethe one I chose forever�but I couldn�t have both, noteven in alternation. I decided I had to choose the mu-sic, not the noise.�
I wasn�t liking this too much at all. I figured therehad to be something wrong with what she was say-
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ing, and I was pretty sure I wasn�t the only one whothought so. I wished my feelings below the waistwould return. Surely, if they did, they would help mesee what was wrong with Lady Augusta�s views.
�What did King Stark say when you told him youweren�t going to accept the Promise of Endless Gran-deur?� I asked.
�I didn�t tell him that, exactly,� she said. �But hewas outraged when I not only stopped copulatingwith men on Omniview, but started talking abouthow I had become a traditional Utopian and a wor-shipper of Aeiouha Mithra. He stopped myprogramme at once. That didn�t go over too well witha lot of people who still thought Utopians should befree to speak about what they believed.�
�Uh�I guess I can see why it wouldn�t,� I admitted.
�Priests and priestesses don�t do political things,�she said, �but of course I wasn�t a priestess backthen. I and some other people got together a groupcalled Majority for Utopian Freedoms. As it turnedout, a lot of other people were turning, or returning,to the worship of Aeiouha Mithra, and even a fairnumber who weren�t were still getting fed up withKing Stark. After the next election, a majority of thelords were on our side, and King Stark was votedout.�
�Hmm,� I said, wondering if Utopia was reallybetter off now than before. �So you�ve stuck withAeiouha Mithra ever since then, and so have the ma-jority of Utopians?�
�Yes. Actually, there are more of us all the time.Most Utopians now, the same as in centuries goneby, are very concerned about fulfilling what is best intheir old traditions�not discarding them and tryingto build up everything anew from nothing, likeBrekkekkexx and his ilk. The worship of AeiouhaMithra fulfills all that is best in the three greatest tra-
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ditions of Utopian religion. Many Utopians of old wor-shipped the Creator of the Universe in a rather re-fined, rational, philosophical way; others worshippedmen who were thought to be gods; and still othersworshipped the sun, the supreme visible source oflight and life. In Aeiouha Mithra, we worship the Cre-ator in the form of a man�a man who has ascendedto the sun and made it his home.�
Lady Augusta sat in silence after saying this. Inme, fascination and repugnance contended for themastery. I had always been among those with no reli-gion, and I couldn�t imagine myself changing in thatway. Still, I was becoming a Utopian now, and I fig-ured I should at least try to understand what mightseem to be the absurd, incredible beliefs of most ofmy fellow Utopians.
�Uh�how is it supposed to have been possible,� Iinquired, �for a man to enter the sun and live there?Isn�t the temperature rather too high in there?�
�On that point,� Lady Augusta explained, �Utopi-ans rely on reported observations and rational infer-ences. There was a time when Aeiouha Mithra livedas a man on earth. He was then observed ascendingin the general direction of the sun. He had previouslybeen observed actually shining like the sun. Utopiansdrew the fairly obvious inference that his destinationwas the sun, and that he there sits on his throne. Asfor how he can live there, he is immortal, and it isthought that the fire of universal love in his heartmakes the extreme heat seem like mere comfortablewarmth. If you were made of ice, temperatures abovefreezing would seem unbearably hot and deadly toyou, as the interior of the sun would seem to us�butas it is, they may seem quite pleasant, may they not?�
�Well, yes,� I said.
�Compared to him,� she said, �we are all made ofice, more or less�but he does not wish us to remainso. Indeed, we do not wish ourselves to remain so.
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Why did I seek the high degree of heat to be found incopulation, if not to try to melt and break the ice thatencrusted me within? But I found it did not work, yousee. When the heat wore off, as it soon did, I only be-came icier than before. The true source of heat Ineeded had to be perpetual, like the sun�and, likethe sun, it had to be a perpetual source of light aswell.�
After Lady Augusta had said this, neither of usspoke again for a long time. I looked out the windowof the train, trying to think about what she had said,but feeling I was disabled from evaluating it fully,with every relevant part of me. Full feeling below thewaist would have to return before I could even hon-estly evaluate what Lady Augusta was saying.
I turned my attention to what I could see from thetrain window. We had now come through the pass inthe Northern Mountains and were speeding downhill.Before me I saw a wide river flowing through a greatvalley from the south, and bending westward as it ap-proached the mountains. On either side of the river Isaw the heartland of Utopia, filled with farmland, or-chards, pastures, and human settlements large andsmall. In the far distance I saw the Southern Moun-tains, larger and more numerous than the northernones, with many snow-covered peaks. Above all, Isaw the bright blue autumn sky, with pure whiteclouds floating slowly through it. I could not see thesun yet, because the mountains to the north and eastof us were still in the way�but I knew it was there,shedding light on all I could see outside the train,and I was sure I would see it soon enough.
For a moment I almost seriously wondered ifAeiouha Mithra, that human yet superhuman beingof Utopian myth and legend, did inhabit the sun.Something in my heart, however absurd it might be,responded favorably to the thought that the sun wasa palace for a person, not merely an unmanned nu-clear reactor or something of the sort, as I had alwaysbeen taught that it was. Perhaps that was why so
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many of my fellow Utopians believed the myth or leg-end: because it was satisfying to the heart, as an un-manned nuclear reactor could never be.
The wonder passed. I did not think I would ever re-ally believe such a thing, especially if it would leadme to eschew copulation as Lady Augusta had done.When I regained full feeling and full capacity for ac-tion below the waist, I was surely going to copulatewith Winston, as I had promised. Still, at least I wasgoing to try to treat the Utopian belief in AeiouhaMithra with respect�especially since it would beheld by almost all my fellow townspeople inAmabolux, whom I would begin to meet this very day.

Chapter 6
After a long silence, Lady Augusta and I began toconverse again. She no longer seemed inclined to talkabout herself. By the time we emerged from a longtunnel under the Southern Mountains and began torace downhill toward Amabolux, she knew almost allthere was to know about me. I was grateful that shelistened kindly and patiently, even when I was talk-ing about things she must have found loathsome,like having no religion and copulating with men in-cluding, but by no means limited to, Orson.
The train slowed and stopped in an above-groundstation along a hillside, where large royal-blue lettersproclaimed that we had arrived in �AMABOLUX.�Lady Augusta helped me carry my bags out of thetrain. At once a stout, balding man, shorter than ei-ther of us, came up and introduced himself.
�You�re Violette Vaulkner, I take it,� he said, ex-tending his hand. �I�m Reginald Roraturion, yourplant manager. Welcome to Amabolux. The wind canget a bit chilly here in the colder seasons, but you�llfind the warmth of the people�s hearts more thanmakes up for it.� He gave me a big smile.
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�Uh�that�s very good to know,� I said, shivering inthe wind, �if it�s true!�
�It is,� he said, �but we�ll get you a good warmcloak, too. Here, get into my car and out of the wind.I�ll be with you as soon as I say hello to Lady Augusta;she�s well known all over Utopia, but not seen muchin these parts.�
I got into Sir Reginald�s little electric car andwatched his brief, animated conversation with LadyAugusta, parts of which I could hear through theclosed car windows. She seemed to be saying sheneeded to get back home; he seemed to be pleadingwith her to stay for a while. At last, it seemed, shegracefully gave in; she got into the back seat of thecar.
�That�s more like it,� said Sir Reginald. �LadyAugusta will be joining us for supper.� He entered thecar and drove up a short street to the wide HighStreet of Amabolux, where he turned the corner andpromptly stopped across the street from a very largewhitestone building.
�This is the great central temple of Aeiouha Mithrain Amabolux,� he said. �Lady Augusta will be spend-ing some time here before supper. You and I will goout to the plant, and I�ll show you how to get around.�Lady Augusta got out of the car, crossed the street,and entered the temple.
�From here, on the seaward side, you can seeEndevrias and the ocean,� Sir Reginald said beforewe began to move again. I looked far downhill andsaw a sizable city, but one in which all the buildingsappeared to be no more than three stories high, likethe buildings on both sides of the High Street here.Beyond Endevrias and its harbor, there was nothingbut the ocean�and presumably Antarctica. I couldnot see it, but I almost imagined the chill wind I hadfelt was coming from there.
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�Here�s the home of Lord Arthur Hyparnion andhis family,� Sir Reginald said after the car was mov-ing, pointing to a large three-story house near thetemple. �You�ll be lodging and eating your suppersthere, and I�ll drop in for supper myself this evening. Ihope you won�t mind being regarded as something ofa celebrity; we don�t often get immigrants in downhere.�
�Oh, I dare say I shall be able to endure it, if it mustbe endured,� I said with a smile, thinking this wasthe sort of thing a real Utopian would say. From SirReginald�s laugh, I gathered that it was.

*******
After meeting many people and seeing manythings at the generation plant, and also being given awarm hooded cloak as promised, I rode with SirReginald back to Lord Arthur�s house for supper.�Most Utopians still get together for big suppers everyevening, as they did in the old days,� he said, �but weno longer have fixed quotas or assignments as to whoor how many can eat at which house. It works outpretty well if you just use the old control band to no-tify your hosts in advance that you wish to come, andthey agree.�
�Uh�then somebody must have notified Lord Ar-thur that I�d be coming?� I asked. �I certainly didn�tdo it myself.�
�I did,� said Sir Reginald. He knocked on Lord Ar-thur�s front door. A short, striking-looking girl withbarely discernible breasts beneath her white unmar-ried ladies� clothes, with dark shining eyes, darkcurly hair, full wide lips, and deep golden-brownskin, answered the door.
�Good evening, Candace,� said Sir Reginald.�Please let me introduce our new immigrant, LadyViolette Vaulkner.�
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�Oh, I�m so glad to meet you!� Candace said, grasp-ing my hand with both her own surprisingly strongones. �A real immigrant, like my grandparents! Wel-come to our home!�
�Thank you very much,� I said. �Uh, where didyour grandparents come from?�
�America. They didn�t think it would be a very goodplace to raise children, especially ones who lookedlike them. In America, they said, a lot of people hadreally idiotic ideas about how important your lookswere, especially if you had dark skin like them. Theydecided to find out if Utopia was real, and if peoplehere would accept them without caring what theylooked like. It turned out it was, and they would.Thenmymumwas born here and grew up, and it did-n�t bother my dad that she looked a whole lot differ-ent than he did.�
�Well, that�s good,� I said. �Um, can I meet yourmum and dad?�
�Sure,� she said. �Come right this way. But wouldyou like to sit next to me at supper?�
�Why, certainly,� I said. Sir Reginald and I followedher through a hallway to a large dining room, wheremany people were already seated at long tables.Candace led us straight to the head of the mostprominent table.
�Lady Violette,� Candace said, �please meet my fa-ther, Lord Arthur Hyparnion; my mother, Lady AliceHyparnion; the chief priest of the great temple, SirDaniel Eupharrhax; and his wife, Lady CeciliaEupharrhax.� I was greeted, in turn, by Lord Arthur,a fairly short, muscular-looking man with bright blueeyes, reddish-golden hair, and a bushy red beard;Lady Alice, a tall, dignified-looking, dark-skinnedlady of obvious African heritage, with a wide, brightsmile; Sir Daniel, a gray-haired, gray-bearded man ofmedium height, wearing a robe that looked like Lady
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Augusta�s robe down through the golden image of theman in the sun, but was all black below that; andLady Cecilia, a short, plump, ruddy-faced lady,whose smile rivaled that of Lady Alice for brightness.Lady Augusta sat next to Lady Cecilia, but Candacedid not introduce her to me yet.
�Lady Violette has agreed to sit with me at supper,�Candace promptly announced after that. Lord Arthurraised his bushy eyebrows high, but smiled and nod-ded his head.
Candace then introduced me to everyone at the ta-bles, starting with Lady Augusta, who said we had al-ready met. Candace knew all their names, but Icouldn�t remember most of them. I did remember thename of a big man in a forest-green uniform with goldinsignias, the Chief Regulator of Amabolux: he wasEdward Barthaxas, and his petite, red-haired wifewas Aurelia Barthaxas.
Candace and I then sat down next to each othernear the middle of the first table; Sir Reginald satacross from us.
�I�m glad you could join us,� I said to Candace. �Inthe old days, if I recall correctly from a famous bookabout Utopia, young people your age had to serve aswaiters and waitresses, or else to stand around in si-lence and wait for their elders to hand them somefood. At least, I think they were young people yourage. How old are you?�
�I�m 12, almost 13,� Candace said. �That book waswritten before most Utopians worshipped AeiouhaMithra. He�s a great friend of youths and maidens myage, and younger boys and girls too. We get muchmore respect now than they did back then.�
�Your attention, please,� said Sir Daniel, ringing alittle bell. �Our brief reading for this evening�s supperis from the writings of Sir David Good, priest ofAeiouha Mithra, once known as King David Good.
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Here is what he says: �I never used to understandwhat the worship of Aeiouha Mithra, way up in thesun, had to do with living a good life down here onearth. I was perfectly capable, I thought, of discern-ing for myself how I should live, and of living just as Ishould. That was before I had applied the SilentDissolver to all the nations that then surroundedUtopia, and almost applied it to Utopia too. At last Iwas shocked into realizing, what only a fool couldhave failed to realize, that my own views were not thesupreme standard of what was good or bad in theuniverse. I then had to find out what was the su-preme standard, the source of all true understandingof what is good and what is bad, as the sun is thesource of all the light of day. The path was narrow,hard, and long, but at last I saw: Aeiouha Mithra isthe source, and I was to find his light among his peo-ple in his temple.��
�Hear, hear!� Lord Arthur called out, and almostall the people (myself excepted) called out, �Hear,hear!�
A quartet of singers, two men and two women,then began to sing a lively song with multiple melo-dies, though not so loudly as to interfere with conver-sation. The words of the song weren�t in English; I fig-ured they must be in Old Utopian.
I turned my attention back to Candace. �So do allthe youths and maidens here,� I said, �obey AeiouhaMithra at all times, and therefore abstain from all in-decency?�
�No,� she said. �A lot of us obey him pretty much,but some don�t. A little while ago a youth was pester-ing me, trying to get me to go along with his indecentplans, even though I told him I wasn�t interested. Icalled the Regulators upon him. He�s a Null now.�
I raised my eyebrows. �You don�t think that mayhave been a bit too harsh?� I asked.
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�No, I don�t,� she said. �If he�d only backed off whenI told him to, he wouldn�t be a Null today. His prob-lem was that he only cared about himself, not me.That�s what Nulls do: they only care about them-selves. I can�t stand it. Everybody needs to care aboutother people, all other people.�
She blinked, then blinked again. Having imaginedshe was a pretty tough little maiden, I was surprisedto see tears, even though only a few of them, emerg-ing from her eyes.
�Uh, yes, I think that�s right,� I said. I felt I must goon: �But does everybody need Aeiouha Mithra to helpthem do that?�
�Everybody needs what he can give them,� shesaid, �the hope of sharing joy forever with everyonewho cares, and the wisdom to live to fulfill your hope.Some people think they can have all that withouthim, and he lets them give it a fair try. But of coursewe think they�re secretly getting it all from him, evenif they don�t think so.�
�And even though he�s, uh, way up in the sun, andthey�re down here on earth?�
�Well, of course. I mean, the sun is way up theretoo, but it shines all around on earth. I think maybethat�s why he decided to live in the sun: because he�sso much like the sun. He shines on everybody too,and the sun helps us to think of him.�
I was silent, trying to think about what she hadsaid. Then I noticed that everyone else at the tablewas silent too, and they were almost all lookingstraight at Candace and me.
�Uh�well, thank you, Lady Candace,� I said,though I wasn�t sure whether a 12-year-old girlshould be called �Lady.� �I�ll certainly think aboutwhat you�ve said.�
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�Oh, thank you, too, Lady Violette!� Candace ex-claimed. �You�re the first person to call me LadyCandace. It isn�t done until you�re really growing up.�
�Oh!� I said. �I was afraid it was a�a faux pas. I�mglad it wasn�t. Well, then, I�m honored to be the first.�
�But you won�t be the last,� Lord Arthur spoke up.�Well spoken, Lady Candace. Hear, hear!� The echo ofhis words resounded throughout the room: �Hear,hear!� Candace�Lady Candace, rather�turned tome and gave me the most beautiful, blissful smile Ihad ever seen. I almost wished I could believe inAeiouha Mithra myself, if someone who believed inhim could smile at me like that.

Chapter 7
I was becoming a real Utopian with surprisingspeed, and I easily fell into the daily round of Utopianlife in Amabolux. On occasion, Lord Arthur let mesend a short e-mail to Tina telling her a bit about mylife, though not nearly as much as I would havewished to say.
I quickly learned that Utopians had adopted theEnglish calendar along with the English language,and Sundays, logically enough, were specially de-voted to the worship of Aeiouha Mithra. Even onother days, many people in Amabolux went to histemple to worship him during their midday respitefrom work, before eating lunch (or rather midday din-ner, as Utopians called it) and returning to work forthe remaining three hours of their six-hour work day.Sir Reginald was among them; on many days I rodewith him from the plant to the High Street in his littleelectric car, and I sat in the visitors� area of the tem-ple, reading and thinking, while he went in to wor-ship. �You�ll understand,� he said, �that only the wor-shippers are allowed into the secret part of the
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temple�but you�re more than welcome to make en-quiries about becoming a worshipper, whenever yousee fit.�
I did actually make some enquiries, largely di-rected to Lady Candace. My heart was touched, andwarmed, to see how readily this lovely young maidenhad come to care about me, and to befriend me. Ifthis was Aeiouha Mithra�s doing, then I wanted tolearn more about Aeiouha Mithra�and to learn itfrom Lady Candace�s smiling lips. It didn�t seem tobother anyone, least of all her, that I was a36-year-old harxaturax and she was a 12-year-oldreal girl. Perhaps, I thought, that was because every-one knew she would promptly call the Regulatorsupon me if I ever tried anything indecent! Still, I wassure, she must have known I wasn�t going to try�notonly because she was too young, but also because Icared about her too much to offend her.
That, Lady Candace insisted to me, was actuallythe one thing that made Utopian life work right: car-ing about other people too much to offend them. �Ev-erything would fall apart,� she assured me, �if we did-n�t have that, and Aeiouha Mithra makes us mostsure that we can have that. Everything was fallingapart, they say, when the people with no religionwere in control, because they didn�t care about otherpeople, and offending other people was just fine withthem. They were really no better than Nulls, if youcan believe that. I wasn�t born yet, back then�andI�m so glad I wasn�t!�

*******
No one in Amabolux, least of all Lady Candace,seemed to be bothered by my being a harxaturax�ifthey even knew about it. Of course they could haveknown about it, since I was registered as one. Maybe,I guessed, they figured there was no need to botherabout it, since a harxaturax like Lady Augusta couldbe as decent a Utopian, and as devoted a worshipper
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of Aeiouha Mithra, as anyone else. They didn�t needto know what I was going to do with Winston, aftermy new vagina was certified as being ready for ac-tion, and I certainly wasn�t going to tell them.
Throughout the winter I kept in touch withWinston through my control band, though I didn�tsee him in person. As the weeks and months rolledon, I regained feeling below the waist�strong feeling,stronger than ever before. In secret, in my room atnight, I started to give in to my feelings, imagining Iwas having intimate encounters with Winston. I feltashamed of myself, knowing I was doing things thatLady Candace would regard as most indecent�butsometimes my feelings were so strong that I couldn�tstop myself, and my shame even made them stron-ger.
One evening in late winter, after Winston hadstrongly expressed his eagerness to see me again, Irapidly entered the nude after speaking with him onmy control band. My big nipples were fully erect assoon as I stripped off my camisole, and they gave mesuch incredibly lovely feelings when I touched them!This, in turn, made my clitoris swell to its full seveninches; I trembled with delight when I touched mybig, plum-like bulb. Better yet, I could feel my newvagina�almost as quick to become excited as mynipples, and at least as quick as my clitoris�alreadythrobbing with heat and dripping with moisture.
I was going to be ready for my encounter withWinston soon, really soon. My 100 days of waitingwere almost at an end. I pressed my clitoris down be-tween my legs, just as I had first done when I wasLady Candace�s age, to cover my womanly entrywayand make sure I would not succumb to the strongtemptation to slip my finger into it prematurely. Thenmy hands returned to my luscious, fully womanlybare breasts. I began to pump my hips and rub mythighs together with my clitoris clutched tight be-tween them, just as I had done while wearing my sis-ter�s panties at the age of 12.
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I knew what was going to happen. Orgasm was go-ing to overcome me. I grasped some tissues, not toodifferent from the ones I had used for the same pur-pose as a lonely teenager back in America, andreached back beneath my butt to surround my bulbwith them. Then I let loose, bucking my hips hardand spurting semen backward into the tissue�copi-ous amounts of semen, for it had been long since mylast voluntary ejaculation with Orson, and my wetdreams were few and infrequent. With every spurt ofsemen, I could feel my vagina strongly throbbing, infull unison with my clitoris.
I had underestimated how much tissue I wouldneed. The tissue was fully soaked with semen, and sowas my hand. What was more, the underside of myclitoris was drenched with love juice from my wom-anly entryway. I knew I was fully ripe for my intimateencounter with Winston. I only needed to return tothe Grand Pyramid to be certified as ready for action.

*******
�I�ll be back soon,� I told Lady Candace soon afterthat. �I�ve been invited to attend the wedding of LordMahayananda�s daughter, Lady Susanna, in NewPala.� It was perfectly true, though not the wholetruth. Lady Candace did not need to know I was goingto attend the wedding with Sir Winston Rabnabana,after which I would go with him to the Grand Pyra-mid, where I would be certified for action and have anintimate�or, as she would say, a highly inde-cent�encounter with him.
�Oh, it�s too bad I wasn�t invited too,� LadyCandace said. �I love weddings!�
�Well, perhaps it�s all for the best,� I said, secretlythinking it was surely for the best that I wouldn�thave to figure out how to conceal the intimate en-counter from her�or else to accompany her back toAmabolux, and defer the encounter until an un-
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known future time. �I�ll be sure to tell you all aboutthe wedding when I get back, and take some picturesof it on my control band too.�
Lady Candace and Lady Alice sawme off at the sta-tion, though it was very early in the morning, barelydaybreak, and chilly enough that I really needed thecloak I was wearing. I waved at them through thewindow when the train began to move, and then Ibreathed a deep sigh�of what? Surely it was sad-ness, at least in part, at leaving Lady Candace andher family, even though I was to return soon. Still, itwas a sigh of relief too, for I would soon be fulfillingmy promise to Winston�and I would be astound-ingly glad to fulfill it.

*******
Several hours later, wearing the many-coloredNew Palanese maiden�s dress that Lady Susanna hadgiven me, I emerged from the train at HighAnandapuram. Winston, dressed all in white in thetraditional Utopian manner, was at the undergroundstation to greet me. His dark eyes, his strong hands,his full lips, his eager tongue, his bulging trouserspressing against me through my skirt, all greeted memost warmly.
He escorted me up to the ground and into the Tem-ple of Endless Light, beneath the dome of the Lord�sMansion, where the wedding was to take place. Thetemple was circular, with curved benches around anopen space in the middle, directly beneath the dome.Musicians were singing and playing Indian-soundingmusic, with strange foreign words, as the weddingguests assembled.
The music grew louder and more joyous as thefamily of the bride, led by Lord Mahayananda and alady who appeared to be his wife, entered from oneside of the temple and slowly advanced toward thecenter. On the opposite side of the temple another
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family, evidently that of the groom, progressedequally slowly toward the center. When the familiesmet, each family divided into two halves to allow thebride and groom to pass through and meet. Thebride, Lady Susanna, now wore a white Utopian mar-ried lady�s dress; the groom, whose name I did not yetknow, wore a white tunic andmatching trousers, justlike the ones Winston wore, except that Winston�swere larger. Still progressing slowly, they met at last,and held each other at arm�s length with both hands.
�Fellow immortals,� Lord Mahayananda then saidin a resounding voice when the music had stopped,�we are gathered to see the beginning of a life togetherthat, we trust, will have no end. Joy and sorrow willcome and go, but this life together will endure, andevery act of kindness exchanged in this life will bearfruit in the realm of endless light. Let this life begin atonce, if now both halves of this new life are fullyready to unite. Lady Susanna Mahayananda, are younow fully ready to unite in this new life with SirGeorge Dharmabuma?�
�I am,� said Lady Susanna, smiling brilliantly ather new husband.
�Sir George Dharmabuma, are you now fully readyto unite in this new life with Lady SusannaMahayananda?�
�I am,� said the tall, slender groom, gazing at LadySusanna with what seemed quite like adoration.
�And is the family of Lady Susanna fully ready tojoin with the family of Sir George, to help this new lifeflourish without end? Let me be the first to say, �Weare!��
�We are!� echoed the other members of theMahayananda family.
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�Is the family of Sir George fully ready to join withthe family of Lady Susanna, to help this new lifeflourish without end?�
�We are!� the Dharmabuma family rejoined.
�Then let it be done,� said Lord Mahayananda. �SirGeorge and Lady Susanna, your endless union hasbegun.�
Sir George and Lady Susanna embraced andkissed; then, with their arms around each other, theyled the combined procession of both families throughan aisle perpendicular to the one in which the fami-lies had advanced and met. The music, now louderthan before, seemed to express almost delirious joyat the beginning of the endless union.

*******
Like most weddings, this brief, momentous cere-mony was followed by a reception. Unlike any wed-ding reception I had seen before, though, this onemade me almost as much the center of attention asthe bride and groom. Mahayanandas,Dharmabumas, and their friends and relationsflocked around me, introducing themselves, wantingto know how I was getting along in Utopia, offeringhelpful advice, and even making discreet suggestionsabout what could be done if I happened to be in needof a husband. I didn�t think it would do to tell themsimply and frankly, as I had told Orson, that I wasn�tthe marrying kind. I merely informed them that I wasstill very new to Utopia, and I didn�t think it was timeyet to consider such a thing. I guessed I was becom-ing a real Utopian, in a way that Lady Candace wouldapprove: I was starting to care about people too muchto want to offend them, even by disclosing that I wasa harxaturax with no intention of getting married atany time.
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I enjoyed the reception, and I did get at least a littletime to talk with Lord Mahayananda and LadySusanna before the dancing started. When SirGeorge and Lady Susanna started to lead a lively, vig-orous dance, Winston discreetly notified me that itwas time to descend to the station and wait for thetrain that would take us back to Fonsorgonot, and tothe Grand Pyramid.
I complied at once. I enjoyed the company of thepeople at the reception, but they were not the incredi-bly manly man with whom I was going to have an in-timate encounter this very night.

*******
�I�ve never seen a wedding like that before,� I saidto Winston as we rode on the train towardFonsorgonot. �Why do they move so slowly towardthe middle of the temple?�
�I think,� Winston said, �it�s to show that the brideand groom are not just being carried away by theirurges. First and foremost, they�re carrying out a fullyintelligent decision to come together for the continu-ation of life and the enlargement of their families.Only after that do they allow themselves to get car-ried away by the urges.�
He smiled at me. �It makes a certain amount ofsense, if those are among your goals in life. They�renot among mine. My supreme goal is to attain ec-static union, above all with harxaturai, but also withreal females who�ve undergone the Norm.�
�Uh�what�s the Norm?� I asked.
Winston gave a little laugh. �It�s a sort of surgerythat females get in the Grand Pyramid,� he said. �TheFull name is the Intimacy Normalization Procedure.It turns a female into the equivalent of a harxaturaxwho has received the Full Treatment�except that it
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does not give her a massive clitoris capable of ejacu-lating!� Now he gave a big, loud laugh.
�So, for her, there�s no enlargement of family orcontinuation of life beyond her own?� I asked, thoughthe answer seemed fairly obvious.
�Exactly. Many females, I regret to say, are reluc-tant to get it for exactly that reason.�
�Then, er, it can�t be reversed?�
�Oh, it can�but the female needs to get permis-sion from the Normalization Systems Board in thesame polity in which she underwent the Norm, whichis the Grand Pyramid. As you might imagine, permis-sion isn�t often granted.� Winston smiled. �Just oneof many reasons why you should be superlativelyglad you�re a harxaturaxwho has undergone the FullTreatment, rather than a real female who�s under-gone the Norm. Actually, if you were ever to wish togo in for marriage with a female who had not under-gone the Norm, and revert to the whole traditionalfamily bit, it would still be possible, since your maleorgans remain fully intact.� He rolled his eyes. �Butnot many harxaturai take that route, and with goodreason. It�s been estimated that the average capacityof a harxaturax for sexual satisfaction, when engag-ing in an intimate encounter with a male, is morethan 10 times as great as that of an ordinary male en-gaging in one with a female, or indeed with anyone.Your experience, as a harxaturaxuniting with a malesuch as myself, will be utterly superb and withoutparallel.�
Winston gazed deep into my eyes. �Utopians do notconsider it decent to engage in any obvious prepara-tion for an intimate encounter in a public place suchas a train,� he said softly, glancing around at our fewfellow passengers, �so I shall not do so. But pleaserest assured that I do wish to unite with you withoutdelay, as soon as your medical clearance has been re-ceived.�
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I could not resist, and I did not want to. Thoughtsof Lady Augusta, Lady Candace, and other tradi-tional Utopians I had met, flitted through my mind,but did not long remain. They would not need toknow about this. I would return to my ordinary wayof life with them after the encounter, and all would bewell.
�Yes,� I whispered. �Yes, please! That�s exactlywhat I want!�

Chapter 8
At last, after what seemed an almost endlessamount of time spent in trains and stations, we ar-rived again at the Grand Pyramid and descended tothe hospital. Tom Mikloxas, whom I had notified onmy control band that I was coming for my clearance,met me at the hospital entrance.
�No obvious problems, signs of distress, abnormalbleeding, or anything of that sort?� he asked me.
�No, indeed,� I said. �I feel very good, and ready foraction.�
�All right, let�s just enter an examining room andverify that you are,� he said. �Please wait here nearthe entrance,� he told Winston.
Winston waited; Tom Mikloxas led me to an exam-ining room. �I�ll just need you to drop your drawers,�he said when we were in the room. I pulled up myskirt and let down my drawers.
�Now please sit up on this table and raise yourknees,� he said while putting on a glove made of somerubber-like stuff. I complied, exposing my clitorisand my new vagina.
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�Does this feel all right?� he asked, inserting a sin-gle gloved finger into my vagina.
�Yes, it does,� I said, trying not to imagine too viv-idly how it would feel if Winston were doing the samething.
�How about this?� he asked, doing the same thingwith two fingers.
�Yes, that�s all right,� I said.
�And this?� he asked, inserting three fingers atonce.
�Still no problem,� I said.
�Good. Now please turn over and get on yourhands and knees. I�ll need to verify that you�re allright for rear entry too.�
I did so, and he repeated the process with one, two,and then three fingers. I assured him that I was quiteall right for rear entry. I wondered if Winston wouldwant to enter me from the rear, perhaps gripping myclitoris with one hand and one of my breasts with theother. I hoped he would. I tried not to get an erectionwhile the medical examination was proceeding, but Ididn�t entirely succeed.
�Excellent,� Tom Mikloxas said. �You�re ready togo�and may the All-Encompassing be always onyour side!�

*******
Winston and I left the hospital and arose in the Up-lift, far up into the above-ground portion of the GrandPyramid. �I�ve reserved a room with a view for us,�Winston said. �I think you�ll find it highly satisfac-tory.�
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We emerged from the Uplift, walked down a hall-way, and stopped at a closed room. Winston pushedbuttons on his control band, and the door automati-cally opened, then shut behind us. He put his armaround me, and let his hand linger upon my now re-markably shapely hips.
�Thank you so much, Lady Violette,� he mur-mured, still standing near the door, �for your extremereadiness to undergo this superb experience.�
�Oh, and thank you, Sir Winston,� I responded,�for your equally extreme readiness to provide it tome!� Our lips met; our tongues delved deep into eachother�s mouths; our hands caressed each other, deli-cately at first, then with increasing eagerness. By thetime the kiss ended, my clitoris was fully erect, mydrawers were starting to absorb moisture from myvagina, and I could feel Winston�s massive penisthrobbing through his trousers.
With our arms around each other, we walked to-ward the slanting side of the room, obviously part ofthe side of the pyramid, made of a clear, totally trans-parent material that looked quite like glass. Themainitem of furniture in the room was a very large purplecouch near the slanting side. Beyond the couch wecould see the great city of Fonsorgonot, on which thesun was beginning to set.
�The view is fine, is it not?� Winston said.
�Oh, yes, very fine,� I agreed.
�It would soon be even finer,� he said with a grin,�for anyone who might happen to be looking throughthe side of the pyramid�but that, I fear, would berather difficult to do.�
�Oh, dear!� I said coyly. �Just how fine would itbe?�
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�This fine, and far finer than this,� he said. We saton the couch, facing the slanting side and the view ofthe city. His lips were again on mine, his tongue andmine darting into each other�s mouths, and now hishand was onmy breast throughmy clothes. I pressedit firmly with my own.
His hand descended from my breast to reach un-der my skirt and caress my erect seven-inch clitoris,first through my drawers, then underneath them. Imade excited little noises, growing greater as heslipped his finger into my vagina, now quite hot andmoist.
�We must enter the nude,� he commanded. �Oh,yes!� I agreed. He was already stripping off my dressand my camisole. I completed the process by pullingoff my drawers at top speed. Then he stood and re-moved his own clothes extremely fast.
�Oh, Sir Winston, you�re so manly!� I exclaimed onseeing his nude penis, which must have been at leastnine inches long and was very stout as well. His bulblooked as big as a nectarine. I was glad I had specifiedthat my vagina should accommodate a great varietyof insertion sizes.
�You find my lingam admirable?� he asked with asmile.
�Oh, yes! Is that what you call it here?�
�Yes, that is the Palanese word for it. I believe youwill soon allow my lingam to enter your yoni.�
I didn�t need him to explain what yoni meant. �Iwill!� I cried. �Please! I can�t wait!�
�You will not need to wait. Here, I will show youwhat to do. We will sit in the traditional
position of yoni-lingam-ananda, which means thebliss of uniting the yoni with the lingam.�
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He sat on the couch and guided me toward him.�You will clasp me with your legs,� he said. �My legswill go between yours.� I stood with his legs betweenmine; he grippedmy hips and pulled me gently down-ward. �Now sit down and kiss my lingam with youryoni,� he said.
I did, supporting myself with my hands upon hisshoulders while slowly letting myself descend. I felthis big bulb touching my yoni�s lips, then expandingmy womanly opening almost to the maximum as heentered me. My excitement was already extreme as Ifelt him pressing deep into me. I was afraid I wouldundergo orgasm too soon; I tried to hold off, but I wasnot sure I could succeed.
�Now clasp me with your legs,� he said, �and sitvery, very still. This is how the supreme power we en-counter, in this act of total intimacy, arises from theyoni and the lingam to fill us entirely, and rises tounite us with the All-Encompassing.�
I complied, breathing deeply through my mouth. Icould certainly feel the supreme power in the unionof Winston�s mighty lingam with my tight, hot, drip-ping yoni. As we sat in union and held each othertightly, I imagined I could feel the supreme power ris-ing to engulf us fully.
�Now I must rub your breasts,� Winston said. �Putyour hands on my shoulders and lean back.� I com-plied. Winston rubbed my breasts, exciting my bignipples more than I could have imagined. The su-preme power, surely, was in my breasts as well as inmy yoni.
�Please turn over for me, and get on your handsand knees,� Winston then said. �Now it is time for themighty climax.�
I pushed myself up, extracting Winston�s lingamfrom my yoni, and promptly got on my hands andknees on the couch. Winston knelt behindme and re-
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inserted his lingam into my yoni, this time from be-hind. I could not have imagined becoming more ex-cited than I already was, but that did it for me. I knewI could not hold my orgasm back much longer.�Please, Sir Winston, give me the mighty climaxnow!� I begged.
He entered me fully from behind; then he reacheddown to press my erect clitoris down between mylegs, and between his. �Oh! Please be gentle!� Ipleaded, for my clitoris was so hard that it was noteasy to do the job painlessly. He was gentle, but firm.�Now come all the way back here, little lingamini,� hesaid, explaining to me, �It is the Palanese word for afemale�s little clitoris, also used for the bigger one of aharxaturax.� My lingamini was already far enoughdown and back that Winston was squeezing it be-tween his thighs from behind me. He reached aroundbeneath his butt, gripped my bulb, and pulled mylingamini backward and upward between his thighsas far as it could go; then he gripped it with his thighswith all his might.
�Now comes the mighty climax,� he said. �Give meyour breasts.� He reached beneath me to clasp mybreasts; then he started pumping his hips hard andfast, plunging his big lingam into my pulsating yonias far as he could, again and again. My orgasm wasupon me almost at once, a far more astounding onethan I had ever undergone before, since my lingaminiwas ejaculating backward between Winston�s thighswhile my yoni was clutching Winston�s lingam infast-moving rhythmic pulses beyond my control, andthe supreme power was flooding me until I imagined Iwas one with the All-Encompassing indeed.
�Oh, Winston!� I moaned when my throbbing hadbegun to subside, though Winston was still pumpingout the last drops of his semen into my yoni. �Oh, Icould never have imagined! Thank you so terribly,terribly much!�
�It is my pleasure,� Winston assured me.
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We knelt together in copulation until we were per-fectly still. Then Winston said, �and now it is time forthe encore in the shower. We will need to be cleanedup, and I hope you will find it acceptable that I amnot fully drained until I have ejaculated twice.�
�Oh, dear!� I said. �Well�yes, I�m sure we do needto clean up, but I�m pretty sure I�m totally drained al-ready.�
�You will be able to assist me in any event,� hesaid. �Your yoni is well suited for multiple encoun-ters, even if your lingaminimay find it difficult to keepup.�
We stood up in the nude and entered the showerarea adjacent to the room. This, too, was next to theslanting side, so that we could have been seen in theshower if only anyone could have looked throughfrom outside. The shower area was easily big enoughfor two; Winston turned on the warm water, and weboth got in.
�May I kiss your breasts?� he asked when mybreasts were good and wet, after he had cleaned offhis lingam, and I my lingaminiand yoni. I was pleasedto find that my lingaminiwas still excitable even afterthe mighty climax, and it was becoming erect againas I cleaned it off.
�Oh, please do,� I said, wanting to do my best tokeep up with his desires. He clutched my shapelybutt, easily lifted me up off the floor, and kissed andlicked my nipples while pressing my back against theupright side of the shower enclosure. My nippleswere still as excitable as ever, and still as capable ofrapidly transmitting their excitement to my lingaminiand my yoni.My lingaminiwas soon fully erect again,and I could feel that my yoni was ready for re-entry.
�And now may I enter again?� Winston asked me.�You will raise your legs and clasp me again withthem?�
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I raised my legs and clasped him with them, whilehis strong hands supported my butt. His lingamre-entered my yoni and began to plunge me, as pow-erfully as before, while he pressed my back hardagainst the shower wall and held me up off the floor.My lingaminiwas rubbing rapidly against his tummywhile he was plunging me. A second mighty climaxwas not long in coming for both of us; I found that Istill had semen for a second ejaculation, and my yoniwas as intensely responsive to Winston�s potentthrusts as it had been the first time. �Oh, Winston,yes! Yes! Yes!!!� I moaned when my second orgasmoverwhelmed me, as Winston�s did him.

*******
Almost as soon as we were dressed, I heard aknock at the door. Winston arose to answer it. �LordStark!� he exclaimed. �Please come in!� A very tall, ex-tremely muscular man with black hair and blue eyes,looking more than a bit like certain portrayals of Su-perman, entered the room.
�That was astounding!� the tall man said. �LadyViolette, I am Lord Stark Brekkekkexx. Let me wel-come you most warmly to the Grand Pyramid!�
�Uh�thank you very much,� I said, rising to meethim. �But�may I ask, what was astounding?� I wasafraid I knew. I did not want to know. I had thoughtthe intimate encounter between myself and Winstonwas to be totally private. This man, the Lord of theGrand Pyramid, was strongly suggesting that it hadnot been so.
�Your intimate encounter with Sir Winston, ofcourse,� said Lord Stark. �It was very far above theordinary. You are needed here, Lady Violette. In re-cent years, our programming on
Omniview has suffered from a dearth of perform-ers who are equally capable of both intelligent inter-
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viewing and intense intimacy. You have shown your-self more than capable of the intense intimacy. If youare equally superb at intelligent interviewing, a fu-ture of endless grandeur awaits you here.�
I stared at him. �Am I to understand,� I said, �thatthe intimate encounter between Sir Winston and my-self has been observed?�
�Observed, and recorded in full detail,� Lord Starksaid with a grin. �This room is specially equipped forthat sort of thing.�
I turned to Winston. �I�uh�I suppose you�youknew this would occur?� I stammered.
�I must admit I did,� Winston said. �I did happen tonotify Lord Stark that you were an exceptionally ex-citable harxaturax with a strong interest in an inti-mate encounter with me, and he asked me to havethe encounter take place here. Lord Stark is an old,old friend of mine, and I readily agreed.�
I did not scream, though I felt like screaming. I wasextremely surprised and equally dismayed. I had un-knowingly allowed myself to be the subject of a re-cording that could be disseminated on Omniviewanywhere, at any time, to anyone with access to acontrol station. This, I felt, was completely unaccept-able�and yet, to be honest with myself, I had to won-der whether it was any more unacceptable to appearin the recording than it had been to engage in theacts recorded.
I wanted to go home�and my home, now, was inAmabolux. I wanted to be surrounded by traditionalUtopians who would be kind to me and not wish tosee me doing highly indecent things. I wanted to seeLady Candace and her family again. I did not want tofollow in the footsteps of Lady Augusta, troddenwhen she had been quite the opposite of a priestess.
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�I did not expect this,� I said, �and I must say I amnot pleased by it. I have been accustomed to regardintimate encounters as strictly private.�
�I understand,� Lord Stark assured me. �It wouldbe frightfully poor form to disseminate the recordingwithout your consent, of course, and there is cer-tainly no wish to do so. If you prefer, the recordingwill remain securely hidden forever in the archives ofthe Grand Pyramid. Is that your wish?�
�It is,� I said.
�Very well. I would simply ask that, purely for thepurpose of completeness, you should proceed to in-terview Sir Winston. The interview will then remainsecurely hidden with the recording of the encounter.Sir Winston, do you wish to be interviewed by LadyViolette?�
�I would be most pleased,� Winston said, �and Iwould be greatly honored if Lady Violette would dome the favor of interviewing me.�
I hesitated, but I could not see what harm it woulddo to interview Winston. Indeed, it would be very sat-isfying to my curiosity to find out more about thisman who had fascinated me as much as I had fasci-nated him. I was not quite certain that I could believeLord Stark�s assurance of secrecy, but I decided togive him the benefit of the doubt.
�Very well,� I said. �Er�is the interview, too, totake place in this room, since it is so well equippedfor recording?�
�That would be entirely suitable,� said Lord Stark.�Thank you very much, Lady Violette, for your kindco-operation.�
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*******
�Good evening,� I said at the beginning of the inter-view. I was sitting on the purple couch next toWinston. �I am Violette Vaulkner, and my guest thisevening is Sir Winston Rabnabana�immigration pi-lot, expert on speedboats, and connoisseurextraordinaire of the ways of the harxaturax. SirWinston, I am most pleased to welcome you.�
�Lady Violette, my pleasure is equal to yours, atleast in that regard,� Winston said.
�Boats and immigration,� I said, �are mattersabout which, I believe, there is much informationavailable to the public in Utopia. The same may notbe true of the ways of the harxaturax, and of thosewho have come to know those ways well. Sir Winston,how was it that you first came to have a special inter-est in the ways of the harxaturax?�
�I was very young,� said Winston. �I was preco-ciously fascinated with girls, but also with boys� erec-tions. Stark Brekkekkexx was then King of Utopia,and Omniview was quite full of lovely, feminine-look-ing harxaturaiwith erections on display for all to see.How on earth could I not have been fascinated bybeautiful girls with boys� erections?�
This, obviously, was a rhetorical question not re-quiring an answer. �How did you express your fasci-nation?� I asked.
�I had my first intimate encounter with aharxaturax when I was 12 years old,� he said. �Myparents didn�t approve, but they knew I could andwould get them punished as Nulls if they tried to stopme, so they didn�t try. After that encounter, I was un-stoppable. Copulating with harxaturai was my su-preme goal in life, and I strove for that goal with allmy might.�
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�I take it you often achieved that goal,� I said.
�Yes, very often. While still in my teens, I achievedquite a reputation as a copulor of harxaturai, andthey flocked to become my copulettas.�
�Uh�those words are not used where I come from.The male partner in copulation, I take it, is thecopulor, and the female, or else the harxaturax, is thecopuletta?�
�Yes, of course.�
�Did you become rather expert in discerning thatcertain persons who appeared fully female were, inreality, harxaturai?�
�Very much so. I learned to discern even the sub-tlest signs of their dual erotic nature. In recent years,at least 95 percent of my discernments have provento be correct.�
�Er�among the remaining 5 percent, have youever given offense to a real female by mistakenly en-quiring whether she was a harxaturax?�
�Most have not been offended, and some have evenlaughed. I can recall only one who took offense. For-tunately I was able to soothe her feelings, and I evenended up copulating with her. It turned out that shehad recently undergone the Norm, and she wasoverly sensitive about the new equivalence betweenherself and a harxaturax, whom she irrationally re-garded as somehow inferior to herself.�
�Oh!� I hesitated, wondering what I should saynext. �Er�but, aside from such unusual incidents, isit not true that harxaturai in Utopia are respected asfully equal to anyone else?�
�It is indeed. Remarkably, it must be admitted, wehave largely to thank certain renegade harxaturai forthis, above all the well-known Lady Augusta
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Euthroxas. She and some others have abandonedthe true life of a harxaturax in favor of a withered, dy-ing, almost lifeless way of life with no copulation. Forthis very reason, however, these renegades havegained full acceptance among even the most tradi-tional of Utopians. In former times, not so manyyears ago, these people would have regarded aharxaturax as practically equivalent to a harlot. It isno longer so.�
�Well, that is very good.� I said it, and I meant it. Ithought it was about time to end the interview, and Isearched for a way to do so.
�It must be acknowledged, however, I take it,� Isaid, �that the behavior of some among the harxaturaiis still rather similar to what such traditional Utopi-ans would regard as the behavior of a harlot. Is it notso?�
�It certainly is.� Winston gazed into my eyes andput his arm around me. �Indeed, Lady Violette, Ithink there is reason to believe that you yourself areamong those who engage in such behavior. Is it notso?�
�Oh, Sir Winston!� I exclaimed. �What are you sug-gesting?�
�End of interview!� Lord Stark called out. �LadyViolette, that was perfect! You are a natural-born in-telligent interviewer! I beg you, please reconsideryour decision, and allow the release of this interviewtogether with the recording of your intimate encoun-ter!�
I was still dismayed, but excited too. I had to admitto myself that I had readily gotten into the spirit ofthe interview, and I had enjoyed it. If not for my wishto avoid giving offense to my fellow Utopians, Ithought, I might actually agree to Lord Stark�s pro-posal. It all came down to that�but I was not yetready to decide, one way or the other.
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�I will reconsider my decision in due time, if andwhen I see fit, and not if I do not see fit,� I told him. �Imust add that, if ever I am recorded engaging in an-other intimate encounter, the recording must bemade with my full consent in advance.�
�Most certainly,� Lord Stark said. �You are wel-come to take all the time you need for reconsidera-tion. I am confident that, after that, you will give yourfull consent, and you will blossom in radiant splen-dor as one of Omniview�s greatest performers.�

Chapter 9
Not long after I returned to Amabolux, I receivednotice on my control band that a new programmewas available for viewing on Omniview. Theprogramme was called An Immigrant�s View: TheViolette Vaulkner Programme. I feared at once thatLord Stark had lied: he had said the recording of myintimate encounter would not be disseminated with-out my consent, while knowing that it would be.
I had to know for sure. One usually did not viewOmniview on a control band, I believed, because theimages were too small. Still, I hoped they would belarge enough that I could at least see whether theprogramme included only the interview, or whether itincluded more. Besides, the images would be far eas-ier to conceal on my control band than on a muchlarger control station.
That evening I viewed the programme. Sureenough, it did not stop at the end of the interview. Itshowed everything: Winston uniting with me in theyoni-lingam-ananda position, entering me from be-hind, supporting me by my butt while copulatingwith me in the shower, and all. It had been edited tomake it appear that the interview preceded the copu-lation, but not to excise any portion of the events.
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I decided to communicate with Lord Stark aboutthe matter in writing by way of my control band. Thatway, I figured, there would be less chance of my inap-propriately displaying any outrage.
�My dear Lord Stark,� I wrote, hoping this was asuitably Utopian beginning, �I note with interest, butalso with dismay, the public release of the newOmniview programme featuring Sir Winston and my-self�without my consent. This is hardly the conductI would expect from a Lord in Utopia, who should beworthy of the full trust and respect of the people. Imust beg you to withdraw the programme from pub-lic view at once, unless and until I give my consent forits release. Sincerely, Lady Violette Vaulkner.�
Soon afterward I received Lord Stark�s response.�My very dear Lady Violette,� he wrote, �I must informyou that the most urgent public necessity has over-ridden my tentative undertaking to refrain from re-leasing the programme without your consent. Youare needed, Lady Violette, and needed now. We arelocked in a death-struggle for the soul of Utopia.Those who would drag us ever further into the dun-geon of the past, ultimately cutting off the penis of ev-ery free man and the big clitoris of every freeharxaturax, have gained grip. They must not be al-lowed to prevail. We must regain grip. You are fullyone of us; that is perfectly evident from your as-tounding performance. You must help Utopians tosee that they can never attain full satisfaction in lifeuntil they break fully free from the chains of their tra-ditions. Most sincerely yours, Lord StarkBrekkekkexx.�
I stared. I wished I knew what to do. Lord Starkwas pleading with me to fulfill my wildest dreams offame and excitement. He was begging me to take theside of those with no religion, and I had always hadno religion. Why, then, did I hesitate to take his side,giving great offense to my new friends among the tra-ditional Utopians?
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I could not decide for myself what to do. I neededgood advice I could rely on. The only person I couldthink of asking for advice, who was neither a wor-shipper of Aeiouha Mithra nor a friend of those withno religion, was Lord Mahayananda. Perhaps, as hehad said, some higher intelligence beyond the veil ofthis life, not to be equated with a God-man in the sun,had guided me to New Pala, and to him.
�My dear Lord Mahayananda,� I wrote to him al-most at once, �I need your advice, and I hope you cangive it to me. I am a harxaturax. I have engaged in anintimate encounter with Sir Winston Rabnabana.The encounter was recorded, without my consent, byLord Stark Brekkekkexx. He has now released the re-cording on Omniview, also without my consent, to-gether with an interview I conducted with SirWinston. Lord Stark now wishes me to become a fa-mous interviewer and erotic performer. I am not at allsure I wish to do so. I know my traditional Utopianfriends would be greatly offended if I did. Do youthink I ought to stand up against Lord Stark? If so,what can I do? Yours most sincerely, Lady VioletteVaulkner.�
Fortunately Lord Mahayananda, like Lord Stark,was ready to respond to an important message. �Mydear Lady Violette,� he soon wrote back, �first I mustadvise you as to what you cannot do. You cannot re-quire Lord Stark to retract the recording. This is uni-versally acknowledged by all Utopians. Those who fa-vor indecency, of course, regard themselves ashaving every right to produce and distribute such re-cordings at will. Those who oppose indecency believethat, by engaging in such conduct outside the pri-vacy of marriage, one simply accepts the risk that theconduct will be surreptitiously recorded and re-vealed. There is a saying, among those who believe inuniversal justice and the soul�s immortality, that �ev-erything concealed will be revealed.� Therefore, thereis thought to be no reason to suppress truthful re-cordings of such conduct, unless the privacy of mar-riage has been violated. Utopians would not acknowl-
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edge a so-called �right to privacy,� equally applicablein all situations, as a basis for suppressing suchthings.
�As to what you can do,� Lord Mahayananda wenton, �first and foremost, of course, you can refrainfrom engaging in any more such conduct, most espe-cially with persons such as Sir Winston and LordStark. This may not be as easy as it sounds, espe-cially if you have been in the habit of engaging insuch conduct, but it is your best hope. TraditionalUtopians, in a place such as Amabolux where you arenow residing, will of course be offended if they findout about this recording�but most of them will un-derstand that human weakness could lead a personof indecent habits to fall into such a thing on one oc-casion, and they will be more than understanding ofthe possibility that Lord Stark would record your per-formance without your consent. It would be quite dif-ferent, and far more offensive, if you were to become aregular performer of such acts on Omniview, obvi-ously with your consent. I hope this advice will behelpful to you.�
I read it, and thought about it. It would be helpful,I thought, if only I could carry it out! It was going torequire more strength of will and strength of charac-ter than I possessed, I feared, to stand up againstLord Stark in the long run and never give in to him. Ithad been so incredibly exciting to copulate with SirWinston, and perhaps it would be even more excitingto copulate with men on Omniview if I knew and con-sented to the recording! Never in my life, except whenmy sensation below the waist was disabled during re-covery from the Full Treatment, had I been able to re-sist the lure of such extreme excitement for long. Icould hardly imagine myself resisting it forever.
Still, at least I would try. I was not now in theGrand Pyramid, and I did not have to go there again. Iwas here at home, among my traditional Utopianfriends in Amabolux, and I wished to stay here. I didnot know how long I would stay�but, while I stayed,
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I would try to make each day a precious addition tomy life.
I thought of Tina, and of the countless people inthe outside world who might wish to hear the story ofmy new life in Utopia�of what has already hap-pened, and of what is yet to happen in the future. Iwondered if anything could be done for them, with-out violating Utopia�s strict rules against disclosureto outsiders. Before Lord Mahayananda had toomuch time to turn his attention to other matters, Idecided I must ask him about this as well.
�Thank you very much for your wise advice, LordMahayananda,� I wrote. �I will try hard to follow it. Ido have one more question. I know it is strictly for-bidden to make unauthorized disclosures about Uto-pia to the outside world, but I wonder if there is anyway I can let people there know about my life herewithout unauthorized disclosures. I know you canauthorize transmissions to be made on the Internetfrom Utopia. Is there any way I can tell my story,without letting on about anything I shouldn�t?�
His response was prompt, almost as if he had beenthinking about this very question before I asked it.�The only way this could be done,� he said, �would beto present as fiction what is not permitted to be pre-sented�and, indeed, would not be believed if pre-sented�as fact. You will recall that the account of SirThomasMore, though factual, was and is almost uni-versally regarded as fiction in the outside world; thesame would surely be true of your story, if publishedthere. If you will write your story to date, I will dis-creetly enquire about the possibility of publishing itas fiction in the outside world. Perhaps, for example,some publisher specializing in fiction about the waysof the harxaturax (though that word is not used in theoutside world) would be more than happy to publishit. Please let me know when your story has been com-pleted to the present time, and then we will seewhether this can occur.�

Page - 99

RELUCTANT PRESS



I thanked him again and decided to set to worksoon on my story, but not before trying to get a goodnight�s sleep�at home, in Amabolux, among my tra-ditional Utopian friends who would be shocked andhorrified if they found out about the new VioletteVaulkner Programme. I wished I could assure myself,and them, that there would never be more than a sin-gle episode of that programme. I could not honestlydo so. I could only try�and, if I failed again, try yetagain.
###
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