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    Author’s Note! 
 
      
 
    This is the seventh novel in the ‘Broken Men’ series.  
 
    The first two novels, ‘Monastery of Broken Men,’ and ‘Ship of Broken Men,’ were written by my best friend, Alyce Thorndyke. 
 
    The remaining novels in this series were written by yours truly. They complete series looks like this: 
 
      
 
    Monstery of Broken Men (Alyce Thorndyke) 
 
    Ship of Broken Men (Alyce Thorndyke) 
 
    The Stepforth Husband (Grace Mansfield) 
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands (Grace Mansfield) 
 
    Silithia (Grace Mansfield) 
 
    Womanland (Grace Mansfield) 
 
    The War for Feminization (Grace Mansfield) 
 
      
 
    Now, fair warning, cobbled together between two authors and over a period of time, there are certain inconsistencies.  
 
    Alyce likes BDSM more than I.  
 
    I like feminization. 
 
    Certain characters don’t develop as smoothly as I would like. 
 
    While the seventh book (this one) ties things together, it doesn’t have as much sex as I would like. 
 
    And so on. 
 
    But…this wraps up three series, ties seven books together, and it is quite an accomplishment. 
 
      
 
    Some people are going to love it. Some people are not going to love it, might even hate it. And it will probably depend on whether they have read the whole series. 
 
    C’est la vie. 
 
    I tried my hardest, and hope the result pleases you. 
 
      
 
    Gracie 
 
     
 
    BTW, special bonus, I have included a couple of Silithia stories. Some day I may make a collection of all the stories where she is mentioned, or plays a minor role, but for now, here you go… 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
    The War for Feminization 
 
      
 
    The second most awful thing that happened to Jeff that week was that he got fired. 
 
    “Jeff,” said his boss at Twitter, “We’re going to lay you off.” 
 
    Jeff stared at Henry. “But…but…I need this job!” 
 
    “But the job doesn’t need you. Let’s face it, the work you do can be done by anyone. While we have a lot of techsters around here, who can be shifted around, you aren’t a tech guy. You can’t be moved into another position, so…” Henry shrugged. 
 
    “But what will I do?” 
 
    “Good question. I guess collect a little unemployment, maybe try to educate yourself before it runs out, and find a new job. If you’re smart you could even be a tech guy.” 
 
    That wasn’t going to happen, and Jeff knew it. He was not the sharpest shovel in the shed. 
 
    “Now, that being said, Bruno here will stand by while you clean out your drawer, and then escort you down to the street.” 
 
    Jeff looked at the big, muscular guy with the thick shadow on his square chin.  
 
    Bruno smiled up to his eyes. The eyes remained vacant, except for a subtle bullying delight. 
 
    “But Henry…” 
 
    Bruno moved forward, put a gnarly hand on Jeff’s shoulder and started him walking. He walked him out of the office, down to his office, and waited while he filled a small box. 
 
    He put his personal effects in the box. A picture, a pen with his name on it. But when he tried to put a Ticonderoga with the number 2 on it Bruno shook his head, waggled his finger, and said, “Nope.” 
 
    Five minutes later Jeff was standing on the sidewalk outside the Twitter offices. He tossed the box he was holding into a trash can, put his hands in his pockets, and walked away. His shoulders were slumped and his eyes downcast. 
 
    How would he live? What would he do for work? How would he eat? 
 
    Thinking these dire thoughts, Jeff walked the streets of San Francisco. His hands in his pockets he wandered out of the area where Twitter had offices and into a shabbier section of town. The night approached quickly, and he didn’t want to go home and face his wife.  
 
    He found himself standing on a street corner, and on the corner was a neighborhood bar. It had windows painted black with advertisements for various types of booze. It had a red padded door with diamond patterns made with silver rivets.  
 
    Jeff turned around and walked into the bar. 
 
    The bar was seedy. It smelled of beer and puke and the occupants sat at booth or bar and huddled their shoulders and crouched over their drinks like they expected them to run away. 
 
    “Whiskey,” Jeff said. He was so discouraged that he didn’t even ask for bourbon and Coke, which was his usual wont. In ordering the whiskey Jeff made his most awful mistake of the day. 
 
    If he had ordered bourbon and Coke he would have tasted the difference, turned the drink in for poor taste. 
 
    But straight whiskey burned the throat and he didn’t notice the taste. 
 
    The bartender, a gal with purple hair, rings in her nose and tattoos on her forehead, leaned against the back wall and picked her teeth with a thumb nail and waited. 
 
    Jeff felt the fiery liquor take a layer of flesh off his throat, then it splashed down. It felt good. This little moment of self-destruction aligned with how he felt, and he placed the shot glass on the bar and signaled for a refill. 
 
    The second shot didn’t burn as much, went down easier, and didn’t have any knock out drops in it. 
 
    Still, Jeff wasn’t used to hard drinking and his eyes watered a little. 
 
    “Beer,” he said, staring at the girl behind the bar. Oddly, the girl was sort of hazy, out of focus. 
 
    Still, she moved efficiently and placed a mug of suds before him. 
 
    Jeff climbed off the barstool and went to a booth. He was aware that he was slightly tilted, and he giggled. Three sheets to the wind, that was what sailors called it. 
 
    He was so miserable from losing his job that he didn’t place any significance on the fact that he was walking funny. 
 
    He sat down at the table, sipped his beer, and tried to think. 
 
    Thinking, however, was coming slow and unsure. His thoughts were slurred in his head, the bar was wheeling around him, he tried to drink more beer. 
 
    The mug hovered in the air halfway to his mouth. Then it descended, was placed gently on the table. 
 
    Jeff sat, hunched over, dazed, feeling like a cow that had been thonked on the back of the head with a four by four. 
 
    Still, he felt no alarm. 
 
    Of course, the knock out drops may have had something to do with that. 
 
    A couple of minutes later his head was on the table and he was snoring.  
 
    The gal behind the bar picked up the phone and said a couple of words, then put the phone down. 
 
    Five minutes later two husky women entered the bar. One of them was wheeling a dolly. 
 
    They stopped at the table and lifted Jeff off the seat. He was awkward, but seemed to respond to their suggestions that he stand up, lean against the hand cart. But that’s how roofies work. 
 
    They wheeled him out the front door, one of them holding the red padded door open and the other putting one hand on Jeff’s shoulder and telling him to stiffen up. 
 
    In the bar a drunk passed by the table and picked up Jeff’s beer. He quaffed it, wiped his mouth, and looked around for another beer. 
 
    On the sidewalk the two husky women wheeled Jeff down a slight hill. One of them waved to a passing cop car, and the cops nodded to her. 
 
    At the bottom of the hill was a black van with an open side door. The two women ran the cart right up to the open door, turned the cart around and laid it on the lip of the door frame. They tilted the cart and shoved it all the way into the van. The door slid shut and the van speed away. 
 
    “That was easy,” said one of the women. 
 
    The other one reached into her pocket and took out her cell phone. “Oops, got another one.” 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    The two women took another handcart from a stack of them in an alley and headed for another bar. 
 
      
 
    On October 7 in 1849 Edgar Allan Poe died in Baltimore. A common rumor that has arisen was that he was given drink and forced to vote, again and again, until he died. 
 
    Which point, aside form being an amazing factoid, brings us to San Francisco.  
 
    In San Francisco people were given drink until they could be loaded on ships bound for Shanghai. Thus, the term ‘Shanghaied.’  
 
    Imagine the surprise of a fellow imbibing who wakes up on a long ocean voyage where he is forced to hoist sails, scrape barnacles, and other unenjoyable tasks. 
 
    Of course that was not the case with Jeff. 
 
    Yes, he was shanghaied, but the point of his kidnapping was a bit worse than a long ocean voyage. 
 
    Though he did get the ocean voyage. 
 
      
 
    Jeff realized he was staring at a gloomy ceiling. He tried to figure out how long he had been awake, and even if he was truly ‘awake.’ 
 
    He groaned. Nothing happened. 
 
    He moved, and found that he was in a bunk. A narrow bunk. And the world was rocking. 
 
    Well, actually rolling. Like a gentle up and down, and the walls shifted so they slanted one way, then shifted back to the other way. 
 
    “Ocean,” he said. His voice cracked and his throat was dry. He licked his lips and tried to swallow. Slowly his mouth loosened up. 
 
    He groaned again, then heard somebody groan back. 
 
    He lifted his head, and it hurt, so he laid it down again. 
 
    A moment later he tried again, and in this slow fashion he finally managed to sit up, and to even swing his legs off the bunk. 
 
    Yes. He was on the ocean. There was a harmony to the rocking and rolling, and he could isolate sounds that sounded like a ship. 
 
    And he could smell the ocean. That salty brine, that peculiar odor to the nostrils. 
 
    He was in a room with a hundred bunks. There were no lights, but he could see, in the distance, a wall. Or bulkhead. Or whatever they called it. 
 
    In the other direction was another bulkhead similarly far away. 
 
    He put his hand to his head. He could feel the throb of blood that caused actual pain as it forced its way through his veins and arteries. 
 
    A row of bunks stretched down to the walls. On the bunks were people, presumably like himself. They lay, loosely covered by blankets, and were unconscious. 
 
    Not just sleeping, though many of them had transferred to that status, but unconscious. 
 
    A snore here, a restless turn there. A hundred people in a room, rocking and rolling as the ship meandered through a gentle progression of waves. 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered Jeff. 
 
    He grabbed the edge of the bunk and hoisted himself to his feet. He stood in the aisle between the beds and swayed. He almost feel, but managed to stay upright. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    He began walking. He was tired, dizzy, dazed, but…where was he? What had happened? 
 
    He had been in a bar in San Francisco. He had lost his job. But…what? 
 
    Twenty yards down the row of sleeping people he cut between the row of bunks and found a door. 
 
    The door was one of those semi-circular doors with a wheel on it. 
 
    He placed one hand against the bulkhead next to the door and breathed for a moment. He grabbed the wheel and turned, then pulled the door open. 
 
    He stepped out of the big room and looked around. 
 
    He was in a long corridor. It was better lit than the room he had just been in, and he could see doors similar to the one he had just come through.  
 
    More big rooms with beds and unconscious people? 
 
    He walked down the corridor, slowly regaining the use of his body. 
 
    He had had two whiskeys. That shouldn’t have knocked him on his ass. 
 
    But it apparently had. 
 
    He came to the end of the corridor and climbed a slanted ladder. The hatch was open above and he climbed through it. 
 
    Another corridor, but this one lead to the outside world. He walked down the corridor, came to a door, and stepped through it. 
 
    He was outside. 
 
    Salty spray misted over him occasionally, he could hear waves slapping on the side of the ship. A structure rose up behind him. He stepped out on the deck and looked back up. He could see shadows moving behind windows and realized that he was looking at the bridge. 
 
    He moved to the side and climbed a ladder. He walked across the. deck and opened the door to the bridge. 
 
    Half a dozen people were on the bridge, and they all turned and stared at him. All but one of them were women, and very beautiful women, at that. They were statuesque, tall, hefty in the bosom, and immaculate in their pea coats and bell bottoms. 
 
    The lone man in the room was talking to two of the women, and he glanced at Jeff, excused himself, and crossed the deck to him. 
 
    “You’re probably hungry.” 
 
    “Where am I?” 
 
    “Come along and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    The man took his arm in one strong hand and moved him back through the door to the outer deck. He turned Jeff and propelled him along the deck. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    Jeff was confused, but if he could just get some answers… 
 
    “My name is Judd. What’s yours?” 
 
    “Jeff.” 
 
    “Excellent. Good meeting you, Jeff. Let’s get you fed and started on your program.” 
 
    “What? What program?” 
 
    Up close Judd was taller than Jeff, but there was something weird about his features. He had the blockiness of a man’s jaw, but no evidence of whiskers, and the flesh was softer. His eyes were like a man’s, but had a depth and architecture that reminded him of a woman. 
 
    His body, while tall, had a chest that was slightly bulging under the top of the pea coat. His hair was long and brushed back. It was not quite feminine, but… 
 
    “You’ll receive the full briefing after you’ve finished eating. But right now you are on the BNS Riachuelo.” 
 
    “BNS?” 
 
    “‘Brazilian Navy Ship,’ I believe. It will doubtless be renamed, and shortly. It is actually in the service of the Amazonian Republic.” 
 
    “Whoa! What? Amazonian Republic.” 
 
    Judd grinned. “If you don’t let me explain I’ll never get you sorted. This ship is being used by the Republic of The Amazon. The Amazonian Republic is a country, inside the boundaries of Brazil, which is run by and for women. Here we go.” 
 
    Judd motioned Jeff through a door. 
 
    They stepped into a large dining hall. The aroma of hot dishes perked Jeff up and he licked his lips. 
 
    “When you’ve eaten your fill go through that door over there,” he pointed across the room. Follow the pink line to your briefing.” 
 
    He put Jeff in the chow line and went behind the counter. Apparently he was not just taking Jeff to eat, he was checking on the status of the kitchen. 
 
    Jeff looked at the trays of hot food. Eggs, sausage, hot cakes, fruit, vegetables. Tall glasses of milk, apple juice. He had just started putting items on his plate when a noise behind him made him look around. Men coming through the doors. Men like him, probably just awakened from their slumbers. They were being directed by women in pea coats, and they staggered across the room and took their place in line behind him. 
 
    So he hadn’t woken up at an odd time, but just a few minutes ahead of the others. 
 
    He turned back to the line and filled his plate. He was hungry, and he sat down at the first table and stuffed his face. While he was eating he heard the women in pea coats telling men to go through the door after they finished eating. 
 
    Not wanting to be behind anybody, Jeff finished eating and put his tray in the trash and headed through the door. 
 
    He was in one more of the endless corridors, but looked at a sign on the wall. There was an arrow pointing down and the advice to ‘Follow the pink line!’ 
 
    He followed the line on the floor. It led to the end of the corridor. He stepped through a door into a massive shower room. It was lined with tiles and had shower heads in the ceiling. The door on the other side of the rom was locked, and a woman in a pea coat stood just inside the room. 
 
    “Go to the other end of the room,” she advised. 
 
    “But what’s going on? I was in San Francisco. What am I doing here? How did I get here?” 
 
    The woman smiled a half smile. “You’re not in Kansas, that’s for sure. Head on over.” She pointed. 
 
    Jeff crossed the room. He was now fully awake, not suffering any effects from being drugged, and he was aware that something was wrong. He had been kidnapped. Shanghaied was the term. But what for? Why was he on this ship?
More men entered the room, and they seemed to be in the same dazed state. He heard them asking questions like his. “How’d I get on this ship? Why am I here? Who are you?” 
 
    A couple of the men left the room, went back up the pink line, but they returned a long minute later.  
 
    “They won’t let us out,” said one.  
 
    “We’re locked in!” blurted another. 
 
    The room slowly filled up, and when it was almost full the woman in the peacoat stepped through the door and pulled it shut. 
 
    One of the men tried the door. “Hey! It’s locked!” 
 
    There was a buzz, then the nozzles above sprayed water. 
 
    The men yelled and tried to avoid the water, but there was no where to hide. Thoughts of the gas chambers at Auschwitz went through Jeff’;s mind. But the water didn’t hurt. It just soaked. When everybody’s clothes were thoroughly wet the water stopped. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Jeff blurted. 
 
    Everybody’s clothes started coming apart! Seams separated, threads virtually disintegrated, and clothes began to fall off bodies. 
 
    There were loud cries, an uproar, but there was nothing anybody could do. 
 
    In a moment the floor was littered with bits of disintegrating material. Even their shoes were falling apart! 
 
    Five minutes later everybody was naked. A few of the men tried to cover themselves up. There were a few erections. Everybody was naked and staring at each other. 
 
    Embarrassed, but…there was nothing they could so! 
 
    The door at the far end of the room, where Jeff was standing, opened. 
 
    For a moment nobody moved, then a woman, grinning, leaned through the door and yelled, let’s go! Free clothes!” 
 
    Jeff was one of the first to go through the door. He didn’t hesitate. He was so confused by what was happening, anything was better than standing in a room where the clothes had rotted off his body. 
 
    “Let’s go! One size fits all!” 
 
    Two women were in the next room, wearing the pea coats, tall and beautiful. Smiling as the men came into the room and huddled. 
 
    “Move along, here you go. One size fits all.” 
 
    There were big shelves on the sides of the room, and the shelves were laden with pink bundles. One of the bundles was shoved into Jeff’s hands and he was moved along, down the room towards another door. 
 
    “Move along. Take this. One size fits all! Put it on!” 
 
    Jeff stepped into the next room and pulled the bundle apart. It was a pink jumpsuit. 
 
    Pink? He was supposed to put on a girly color? 
 
    Around him other men were looking at their jumpsuits. There were mutters and imprecations. 
 
    But, once again, they had no choice. 
 
    They were naked. They needed clothes. They needed to be covered up. 
 
    Slowly, a man at a time, they stepped into the jumps suits, pulled them up, put their arms through the sleeve holes, and buttoned up the front. 
 
    They were one size, but that size was small. The bottoms were cut off high on the thigh, and the tops had no sleeves. They were comfortable, because they were made of a stretchy material, but…they were tight. 
 
    Men’s packages were outlined in the jumpsuits. Dicks and balls could easily be seen, even nipples were outlined. 
 
    The jumpsuits weren’t built to protect against the cold, just to cover the body. But, with bodies outlined by the stretchy material, it was almost like they weren’t covered at all. 
 
    And, the tightness of the material hugging the men’s packages, more men bonered up. 
 
    Jeff looked down at himself. He started to turn red as the material snugged tightly around his growing penis. His balls were outlined. Once again he found himself wondering what the fuck? 
 
    More men pushing in from the pink jumpsuit caused the men already dressed to go through yet another door. On the floor was the pink line, and having no other choices, they meandered along the strip of pink paint. They whispered questions to each other, there were a few curses, but generally speaking the men were cowed. They had been stolen from their environment, from everything they knew. They had woken up on a strange ship and been fed and dressed in pink. What the heck was going on? 
 
    They reached the end of a long corridor and went through an open door into a class room. At the far end of the classroom were three women. All three were tall and magnificent in shape and appearance. They were on a slightly raised dais and they spoke to each other in low tones. Two of them were holding clipboards. The third one seemed to be in charge. 
 
    The men filled the classroom, and they were a sight. They were all in pink, all blushing, and all had erections. 
 
    “Make lines here,” one of the women yelled out. She pointed across the front of the dais. 
 
    The men stumbled to the front and stood in a line. 
 
    Then another line, and another. The two women came into their midst and moved them around. 
 
    That was the moment that Jeff realized there had been a major shift to his psyche. 
 
    As a man he would normally stand up to the bully. He would have questioned these women and demanded an answer. He wouldn't have blithely followed a line on the floor and followed instructions. 
 
    And putting on a pink jumpsuit? 
 
    As a man he might have fought that. 
 
    But he hadn’t fought. He hadn’t displayed any aggressiveness. 
 
    Standing in the room, being moved around, he became aware of his lack of aggressiveness. 
 
    And he became aware that he had become so submissive that he didn’t even object to everything when he realized how he had been changed. 
 
    “Okay, everybody. Put your right hands over your heart.” 
 
    Dazed, confused, the men slowly complied. Jeff realized that everybody must have been given whatever drug they had given him, because nobody objected. Nobody made a stand. 
 
    “Repeat after me!” Hand over heart the woman in charge placed her hand over her heart and turned to the side. She was facing a flag. One of the women who had gone through the room held the flag up so everybody could see it. 
 
    It was green with the shape of a woman on it. The shape was standing, slightly turned, hands on hips, her figure plain to see. 
 
      
 
    “I pledge allegiance to the flag of the Republic of The Amazon, and to the republic for which it stands, one nation under woman, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.” 
 
      
 
    Jeff tried to understand the words as they issued from his mouth, but he was confused. This wasn’t the right pledge of Allegiance, but…but… 
 
    The woman lowered her hand and faced the men in their pink jumpsuits. “Sit.” 
 
    The woman holding the flag out let it fall and took a step forward. She demonstrated sitting by sinking down into a crossed legs position. 
 
    Hesitantly, the men in the room followed her example. 
 
    The woman in charge stepped forward a pace. From their sitting positions the men felt like she towered over them. 
 
    “Welcome, warriors of the Republic of The Amazon.” 
 
    The men mumbled, looked at each other, but were subdued. 
 
    “You have been selected to be part of the army of women that conquers this world. We will bestow peace upon this planet, and all will live a life of contribution and love.” 
 
    Again, slight mumbling, but…acceptance. 
 
    “Over the following days we will be testing you, deciding how best you may serve the Motherland, and this planet. You will be trained, and upon reaching our destination you will be selected for further training, or sent on to your assignments.” 
 
    One of the men raised his hand. “What…what is going on?” 
 
    The woman smiled. “It is not for you to question. It is for you to serve. The planet is in trouble. We are under assault by the corruption of man. We suffer stolen elections, global warming, there are too many guns, borders are closed, and we need to correct those conditions. We will attempt to parley, to affect change through peaceful means, but we will not hesitate to use force should it come to that.” 
 
    Jeff glanced surreptitiously to the sides. Men were sitting with open mouths, taking in the speech as if it was gospel. It was at that point that he realized that he was slightly different. He was submissive, he knew that, but he was still thinking on his own. He wasn’t a mind numbed robot. 
 
    When he looked back to the front he noticed one of the women looking at him and scribbling something on her clipboard. Jeff paid attention. He didn’t want to be singled out. He had to go along to get along. 
 
    The woman in charge was continuing: “You will also undergo certain physical changes. You may be alarmed at first…” Jeff recognized her words as a command to the vacuous men, “…but you will accept those changes.” 
 
    Another man raised his hand. One of the women with clipboards watched the man and scribbled. “What kind of changes?” 
 
    The woman in charge raised her voice slightly, more command presence: “You will accept those changes! It is your duty to submit for the greater good!” 
 
    There was more. A lot more. A lot of redundancy as she commanded the men to accept what was coming. 
 
    Jeff didn’t ask any questions, and he didn’t look to the sides, but he noticed that the women with clipboards were constantly checking him. He made up his mind to follow directions and get through this. 
 
    Finally, the woman ended her speech with, “Please go through that door and follow the pink line.” 
 
    Once again Jeff was one of the first through the door, and he followed the pink line. He was feeling tired now, and yawning, but the day was only starting. He found himself in another room with another woman in charge. This was a smaller room as the men were being separated into smaller groups of about twenty. 
 
    “Hello, ladies. My name is Martha, and I will be your instructor on female behavior. You will learn how to conduct yourself as a woman. You will learnt he mannerisms you need to know, and you will divest yourself of male behavior. 
 
    Some of the men looked uncomfortable, but there was no outright revolt and the woman continued her speeching. 
 
    At the end of the class the men were tested on their knowledge, and Jeff was relieved to find that he had passed. Most of the men did pass, but there were a few who didn’t. As he left the room he heard the woman in charge, Martha, telling them that they would now repeat the class, and that they must try their hardest to pass. The Republic of The Amazon was depending on them. 
 
    The next class was focused on how to march. There were simple instructions, and the class was taken topside to practice. For an hour they marched back and forth, and they learned how to chant. 
 
      
 
    Hup two, three, four. 
 
    I’m a woman not a whore. 
 
    I’ve got big boobs galore. 
 
    Hup two, three, four. 
 
     
 
    After learning to march, they had a class on make up. And a class on how to set a table. A class on calisthenics. 
 
    Finally, they were allowed to eat, and then came the final instruction of the day. 
 
    Sex. 
 
    Jeff sat cross legged in a room with a hundred other ‘recruits.’ 
 
    Martha was the woman in charge for this class, and she smiled at them from the dais. Behind her was a table with sex toys on it. 
 
    “Ladies, while the changes are happening you will be in an extreme state of horniness. When you are not doing classes you will be encouraged to avail yourself of toys such as these.” 
 
    A lone hand rose. A man who had objected to something earlier in the day asked, “Do we have to?” 
 
    At this point a woman in a pea coat came from the back of the room. She beckoned to him. 
 
    He looked like he didn’t want to go, he even frowned, but he finally followed her out of the room. 
 
    Martha opened her mouth to continue, but Jeff surprised himself. 
 
    “Where is he going? Why do we have to use these toys?” 
 
    Suddenly Jeff felt a presence. A woman in a pea coat was crooking a finger. She was smiling. 
 
    Jeff didn’t want to go, but…what else was there to do? 
 
    He stood up and followed the woman out of the room. The last thing he heard was Martha lecturing: “Make sure you use plenty of lube. Even when your female organs come in you’re going to want to be comfortable when inserting things into your…” 
 
    Jeff lost hearing at that point. But he wondered, Insert things into what? A pussy? A butthole? What was he going to be inserting things into? 
 
      
 
    In the corridor Jeff followed the woman. Under the pea coat he could see a sexy shapeliness to her. She turned to make sure he was following, and she gave him a sexy smile. 
 
    She led him through the ship to a stateroom. She opened the door and beckoned him in. She motioned him to the bed and said, “Take off your clothes, please.” 
 
    Jeff couldn’t help it. He unbuttoned the buttons and slipped out of the pink jumpsuit. 
 
    He was now shivering, and his erection felt gargantuan. 
 
    “My name is Sally, and you must learn to follow instructions.” She took off her pea jacket and revealed a lush body. She had on a black jumpsuit, but one with long legs and arms. She stripped that off. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” complained Jeff. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to understand. You’re supposed to follow directions.” 
 
    She came to him, took his hand and led him to the bunk. It was wider than the one he had woken up in, and had a comfortable mattress. 
 
    Jeff lay back, looking confused, wondering what was going to happen. 
 
    Sally lay down next to him, turned him to her, and kissed him. Her lips were soft and they traced his mouth, chewed on his own lips, then she slithered down and took advantage of his manhood. 
 
    “You will not be allowed to cum,” she said. “But you will enjoy that. You will look forward to not cumming. Not unless I tell you to.” 
 
    Her words melted him, and what she said came to pass. He loved having his penis so big and erect, but…he couldn’t seem to reach the trigger point. And she enjoyed that. 
 
    She rode him then. Spread her legs and squatted over him, sank down and he penetrated her. 
 
    She groaned, and made his hands feel her tits. 
 
    Jeff didn’t understand what was happening, but he did understand that he was in heaven.  
 
    He had a wife somewhere, but…but it didn’t matter. He had to submit to this wonderful woman who sat upon him with her velvet cunt. 
 
    And she kept whispering to him as she screwed him. 
 
    “You must follow directions.” 
 
    “You will love not cumming.” 
 
    “Accept it. Submit. You will be so happy.” 
 
    She had her first orgasm, and that should have triggered Jeff. But when she moaned and arched her back and cried aloud he just marveled. This was what he wanted, for her to feel such pleasure, and his pleasure was not in cumming, but in bringing her, again and again, to such pleasure. 
 
    She rested a moment, just held still, his cock still in her, and she kept whispering. 
 
    “You are a wonderful lover as long as you don’t squirt.” 
 
    “You please me by pleasing me. Your pleasure is in pleasing me.” 
 
    “You will be hard and want me, and you can have me, as long as you don’t have an orgasm.” 
 
    And so it was.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jeff rejoined the group an hour later. He was just in time to be led back to the big room with all the beds. He also had a butt plug inside him. 
 
    “Why?” he had mumbled. 
 
    Sally just smiled, schmoozed him, and said “Real women always have these little decorations. 
 
    It didn’t feel little. 
 
    And, once in, it didn’t feel bad. 
 
    “You will be expected to take it out and wash it periodically. You will find that it makes you a little horny, but it will also cause you to drip, which will relieve you.” 
 
    It made Jeff walk funny, and he found himself thinking about the butt plug a lot. Laying in the bunk he wasn’t thinking ‘why was he here?’ Ot ‘What happened to him in San Francisco.’ 
 
    Instead, he was thinking of how good it felt, and he noticed that he was dripping. 
 
      
 
    The following morning Jeff awoke with everybody else. He was tired, even though he had slept, and he was sore in the chest area. He was also terribly erect.  
 
    All of the men were erect. 
 
    Because of the plug he was dripping, and his pink jumpsuit was wet in the crotch. 
 
    Women in pea coats walked through the room, rolling men out of their bunks and getting them moving towards the dining room. 
 
    He was sitting at a table, eating a large portion of food, when the fellow next to him blurted, “My tits hurt.” 
 
    Everybody looked at him. He rubbed his chest, and it was true, his chest was swollen. It wasn’t shapely, like real tits, but it was bulgy, and his nipples seemed to be larger than normal. 
 
    Then everybody went back to eating. 
 
    And a few of them rubbed their own chests. 
 
    Jeff knew his chest felt funny, like irritated, but he ignored it. He was distracted by his plug. 
 
    After breakfast he was walking down a corridor to class when Sally called him out of line. 
 
    Suddenly he was standing in front of her, dripping, lusting, in love. 
 
    “How you doing, Jeff?” 
 
    “Can we, uh…can we…” 
 
    She smiled at the look of desperation on his face. “No, Jeff. That’s reserved for special needs.” 
 
    Her statement confused him. He wasn’t a special needs child. He didn’t understand what she meant. 
 
    “How’s your plug? Is it still in? Does it fit well?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It’s not always comfortable, but…it’s…” 
 
    “And your chest? Does it itch?” 
 
    He reached one hand up and  rubbed his wrist against his pectoral. He frowned. “It does, but…I try not to think about it.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She reached up and touched his nipple. His nipple was swollen and he shivered. 
 
    His reaction pleased her, and she slapped his ass and told him to move along. 
 
    He joined the line and went down the corridor, but he kept glancing back. He was so terribly in love. It about broke his heart when she called another man out of line and looked to be asking the same kinds of questions of him, and feeling his nipples. 
 
    But having his heart broken didn’t stop his love for her. 
 
    There were apparently four groups on the ship. Each one having a couple of hundred men in it. During the day they took turns exercising on the deck, or running through drills. 
 
    There were several types of drills. One was simple calisthenics. They would do their sit ups and push ups and squats and so on for an hour, then head downstairs for a class on make up, or figuring out the right size for a bra, or how to prepare a meal. 
 
    They also had classes on yoga.  
 
    “Ladies!” shouted the WIC (Woman in Charge) “You must be more flexible.” 
 
    Then classes on dancing, sewing, and so on. 
 
    And, the strangest class of all, they all received wooden rifles and went through drills. They practiced thrusting the rifle like a bayonet, or just lifted it above their heads like they were pressing them. 
 
    Then, right before dinner, they were instructed on how to make love as a woman. That was the strangest class of all. They had to lay on their backs and thrust their hips upward and pretend they had a penis in them. 
 
    “But I’ve got a cock!” yelled one fellow. Then he began to sob. One of the pea coats took him out of the room. Jeff saw him later, at bedtime, and he was smiling and happy, and walked like he had a butt plug in. 
 
    The other position was on hands and knees, doggy style, and now they not only had to pretend they were being fucked, the women in pea coats walked around and handed out butt plugs and even helped the men insert them. 
 
    Not everybody took a butt plug, but they would over the following days, until every man had his heinie stuffed. 
 
    After a big dinner—they only had two meals a day—they were taken back to their berthing and went to sleep. 
 
    And woke up. Their chests hurting. Their nipples feeling raw, and only the distraction of the plugs helped them to function. The ones without plugs just suffered through. One more reason for them to want to be plugged. 
 
      
 
    On the third day they started having political classes, and these classes helped the men understand, and to adapt easier. 
 
    The political classes always took place after a heavy calisthenics class, as if being tired and physically worn down was a requisite for political indoctrination. 
 
    The Woman in Charge was Martha. The room was darkened and she presented a slide show. 
 
    “Republicans and Democrats have built up this idea that they are enemies. People want good lives, homes, enough to eat, but this enmity between parties stops everybody from having that.” 
 
    The slide show showed burning homes, riots, troops suppressing citizens. 
 
    “The real villains are the politicians…” 
 
    On the wall the slide show showed fat politicians eating expensive meals, smoking stogies, drinking expensive booze. 
 
    The men watched the show. They didn’t complain or fidget. They just watched it, and, if anything, there was a slight nod. 
 
    The slide show was presenting universal truths. 
 
    Then things took a turn. 
 
    “But our real enemy is not a country, or a belief system. These unconscious people may be drafted, as you were.” 
 
    A few blinks, but not much else, from the assembled men. 
 
    “You have been drafted to defend the world against the Silithians.” 
 
    Scenes of ugly women snarling and killing babies. 
 
    Seriously, women killing babies! 
 
    “While the Amazons have isolated women as a superior species, and have made great inroads on protecting the human race, the woman known as ‘Silithia’ has started a counter movement.” 
 
    Scenes of women rampaging through towns and cities. Using rifles and bayonets, stabbing and killing and castrating and laughing over their victims. 
 
    “Because of the Silithians the Amazons have had to draft large numbers of men. You men. You will be trained how to defend against these monstrous invaders. You will be transformed into women, and you will fight for your freedom.” 
 
    The lecture went on for some time, and when the men left the lecture hall for their next class they were a chastened bunch. 
 
    They had been taken from their homes and families because the world needed them. 
 
    They were to be transformed into women because women have faster reaction times, and would be able to defend against the forces the Silithian mounted more efficiently than they could as men. 
 
    The odd thing was that there were things wrong with what they had been told. But after three days of being drugged, of having their transformation started, of undergoing indoctrination by the WICs…the men didn’t resist the information that had been given them. 
 
    The next class, after that first lecture, and after all political lectures, was yoga. 
 
    Yoga was silent, contemplative, and the men would exist in the various asanas and contemplate what they had learned. 
 
    Women against women, and men were the tools. There was something universally true in that concept, and the men didn’t resist it, so much as justify it. 
 
    Politics was evil, a parasite, and should be replaced by a system that did work. By the Republic of The Amazon. 
 
    Men were lazy creatures who sat around and talked and stroked their dicks. They needed to be used, transformed, made into defenders of mankind. 
 
    Or…womankind. 
 
    That was one of the big problems. There was enough manliness left in the transformees that they did come up with a specific question. 
 
    At one lecture a man raised his hand and asked, “If we’re becoming women, then we’re not men, and why should we be used in war?” 
 
    A WIC beckoned to the man and led him out of the meeting. 
 
    And the light went on in Jeff’s mind. He raised his hand. “I’ve got that same question.” 
 
    Immediately a WIC came to him, motioned for him to follow her, and she led him out of the room. 
 
    Jeff though the was going to go to bed. He was hoping it would be Sally, but he would take any of the beautiful women. 
 
    He was led down the corridor to a small room. Inside the room were three women.  
 
    Jeff was left with the three women, who told him to sit in a chair, and then examined folders. He figured the folders concerned him. 
 
    One of the women, a ravishing redhead with a tight waist and large bosoms, glanced at him. “Jeff. You’ve had your initial adjustment. Why do you think you need another session with a sex specialist?” 
 
    Jeff blinked, was confused. He was hoping to fuck, and was now in trouble. 
 
    “I, uh…I just want to know why men made into women should have to…uh…” he trailed off as three sets of eyes stared at him. 
 
    One of the women sighed, made some marks in his folder, and said, “Jeff, your question is contrived, opportunistic, and it is the opinion of this board that you are merely trying to have sex. You should be ashamed of yourself.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Step up to the table.” 
 
    The WICs pushed their chairs back, removed the folders to the floor, and stood up. 
 
    Jeff gulped. This wasn’t working out the way he planned. 
 
    The women waited, and Jeff slowly went to the end of the table and bent over it. One of the women took his wrists in her hands and pulled so he couldn’t straighten up. 
 
    At the end of the table a handcuff was soldered, and one of the women stepped forward, gripped the inner pant leg of his jump suit and pulled his erect cock out. 
 
    Now Jeff was terrified, yet his indoctrination had not been lacking. He stood, shivered, and let the woman put his package in the handcuff. She ratcheted it closed, and the three women held up paddles. 
 
    As a man Jeff had endured physical pain. He had been spanked when he was young, he had been tackled in football, he had been hit and choked while learning martial arts. But he had never been punished like this. 
 
    One woman would slap his fanny with her paddle. Slow, even strokes that turned his fanny red. 
 
    The next woman would take over, and his fanny actually blistered. 
 
    Then the third woman took over. 
 
    Jeff was far beyond sobbing when he was done. He was a broken man, and now subject to their whims. He never wanted to suffer such punishment again in his lifetime. 
 
    He was unlocked and one of the women helped him stand erect. 
 
    “Jeff, there will be no more lying, no more misrepresenting, ever. You are a woman now, and we don’t do those things. You may masturbate if your desires become too much. Or you can have an affair, or just a simple reach around, with one of your classmates. Do you understand.” 
 
    He did, and he was given a salve and taken back to his group. 
 
    His group was exercising, and one of the instructors applied the salve to his ass, then put him back in line. 
 
    Sobbing, ignoring the looks of the men around him, Jeff did his calisthenics and was determined to be a better woman. 
 
    By the end of the week the men stopped thinking of themselves as men. Most of them had nicely shaped boobs. Not super large, but definite, and definitely growing. 
 
    Jeff was so big he was given a bra. He felt very proud, walking around the ship with the badge of femininity sprouting out from his chest. A few of his shipmates stared at him enviously, and a few of them were even bigger than him. 
 
    It made exercising more fun, as he now had a jounce and a jiggle to his movements. 
 
    Also, it made his penis harder. If that was possible. 
 
    All the men were massively erect. 
 
    But they were all, by now, intent on their feminization. 
 
    They walked with exaggerated movements. They pranced, and walked with their heels high, as if they were wearing high heels. 
 
    They talked with lips that were becoming softer, more plump, and they changed the way they talked so as to emphasize their lips. 
 
    Their faces were transforming, the fat redistributing, so they lost the hard angles and jawbones and their faces became rounder, more oval-esque. 
 
    Even their eyes were larger, and the irises were gaining more striations. 
 
    Exercise was becoming a little more difficult, and some women were being transferred into groups that did weight lifting and extreme calisthenics. 
 
    Other women were being given advanced yoga, to become even more flexible.  
 
    Jeff was in the yoga group, and he noticed that the lectures that went along with their training were becoming more specialized. 
 
    The women that were doing extensive weight training began learning about weapons. How to take apart and clean and put back together an assault rifle. At times guns could be heard firing at the back of the ship as these women practiced shooting at targets bobbing in the water behind the ship. 
 
    Women in Jeff’s group learned about pistols, and they were taught how to read maps, how to organize small squads for combat, and so on. 
 
    Though they were women, they were being taught to be soldiers. And always, always, the enemy were the Silithians. Those ugly, cruel, maniacs that tortured both mankind and womankind. 
 
    They were a combination of demon and monster, dedicated to destroying, maiming, victimizing all who were not them. 
 
      
 
    “Here, Jeff. Read this.” They had been at sea for a couple of weeks, and Jeff’s shape was almost totally feminine now. He was large in the chest, curvy in the hips, and had been awarded lingerie and his own tube of lipstick. 
 
    He wore garters and nylons under his pink jumpsuit, and the WICs were talking about giving him a pair of high heels. But it was the lipstick he prized the most. He loved to step into the washroom and paint his lips. Again and again through out the day. 
 
    The other women were jealous, and the WICs watched him affectionately.  
 
    Jeff was progressing nicely. 
 
    He looked at the book the WIC had handed him. It was titled ‘Monastery of Broken Men.’ It was, he learned, a story of the beginnings of the Republic of The Amazon.’  
 
    And, shock of shocks, he came across the name Judd in it. 
 
    Judd, who he had met on his first day, immediately upon waking up. The man who had taken pity on him and started him on this strange journey. 
 
    And who he had seen at a distance a couple of times on the ship. 
 
    Judd.  
 
    Judd was a man, and he was accepted by the Amazons for various reasons, and they respected him and even gave him duties usually reserved for women. 
 
    Jeff grew very interested in the man who had managed to remain a man, and he read the book in a couple of sittings. Mostly, he read in the wash room. He sat on a toilet, stroked himself to stay awake, and read the fascinating tale. 
 
    The author was somebody named Alyce Thorndyke. He wondered what her story was. 
 
    When he was done he returned the book to the WIC who had given it to him, and received another book. Again by Alyce Thorndyke, it was titled, ‘Ship of Broken Men.’ 
 
    Jeff was returning to his sleeping quarters. He had just finished Ship of Broken Men, and he was in a deep state of thought. 
 
    Are we going to the Amazon? he wondered. Are we going to travel up river to the home of the Republic of The Amazon? 
 
    He walked into the big room. Women were already in their bunks. Some of them were masturbating under the covers, their hands beating on their male organs so hard it was as if they wished they could pull them right off their female bodies. 
 
    He sat on his bunk, laid down, and felt something under his pillow. 
 
    Curious, he reached under the pillow. It was yet another book. “Silithia.’ 
 
    He glanced around quickly. This book hadn’t been gifted to him openly, it had been secreted where he would find it, and he had the feeling that it was going to be a book that he shouldn’t read. 
 
    Silithia. The woman who had started the movement that had mobilized The Republic of The Amazon. 
 
    He wondered what she was really like. 
 
    Sure, she was a monster, a demon that ate humans and caused doom and despair wherever she trod. 
 
    But there was just enough male left in Jeff that he wondered.  
 
    Was there another side to the story? 
 
    It was gloomy in the room, by now everybody was sleeping. A few beds over he saw a woman reading one of the official and prescribed books on Broken Men. 
 
    He rolled on his side, used what light he could, and began reading. 
 
      
 
    Jeff was able to do the Vasisthasana, the Side Plank Pose, and the Halasana, the Plow Pose. He could hold them for long periods of time, and he was learning what to do with his mind when he did those poses. 
 
    Be calm, think further than the reach of your limbs, think forever, imagine far stars and reach for them. 
 
    This type of thought channeled energy through his body, and he could feel himself growing stronger. 
 
    He wasn’t as strong as the weightlifting women, but he was more flexible, and he had a litheness and quickness of motion that they didn’t possess. 
 
    He was also proving adept at organizing small groups, establishing positions, and moving those groups across hostile terrains. 
 
    Of course it was all theoretical, but the training was so intensive that Jeff knew he would be able to do these things when he was finally called upon. 
 
    One day, three weeks in, Jeff was pulled aside. “Third deck, stateroom 303.” 
 
    The recruits knew their way around the ship fairly well now. And it wasn’t unusual to be called out of a class and sent somewhere. They were getting tested, had medical exams, and sometimes met with WICs for a variety of purposes. 
 
    Jeff headed to the third deck. It was the above the main deck and towards the stern of the ship. He arrived at 303 and tapped on the door. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    He opened the door and stepped in. 
 
    Sally and Judd sitting at a table. They watched him as he took a position in the center of the room and faced them. 
 
    “Hello, Jeff.” 
 
    Jeff curtsied. 
 
    Sally said, “How’d you like the book?” 
 
    Now Jeff was stuck. Was she talking about the ‘broken men’ books? Or something else? 
 
    “Uh, the book was fine.” 
 
    “Any thoughts?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    Judd and Sally were acting relaxed, but there was an intensity to the atmosphere. 
 
    Do you think Silithia is real?” 
 
    Jeff’s mind was in overdrive. Silithia was the third book. The other two hadn’t mentioned her. But the whole point of the army of The Republic of The Amazon was to fight Silithia. 
 
    “Of course.” But he was glib. He was trying to figure out what the questions were about. Was this a trap? Had they given him the book on Silithia, presenting her as a caring individual who had the best motives for mankind, just to trap him? 
 
    “Do you see any relationship between the yoga you are being taught, and the yoga Silithia was supposed to have synthesized?” 
 
    “I do, but since I don’t know what she taught…I can’t be sure.” 
 
    “Are you looking forward to fighting Silithia? To defeating her soldiers?” 
 
    “Uh…yes.” 
 
    “You seem a little nervous, Jeff.” 
 
    “I don’t understand the questions.” 
 
    They were silent. 
 
    “Why are you asking me this?” 
 
    He was now in a high state of agitation. The book about Silithia had undermined his newly installed beliefs. He didn’t want another spanking. 
 
    Judd stood up. “I’ll leave you to it then.” 
 
    He walked out the door and Jeff was left alone with Sally. 
 
    Sally sat back, smiling a Cheshire grin, her legs crossed and one foot going up and down. 
 
    “Should I go back to my class?” 
 
    For answer she stood up and took off her pea coat. 
 
    Jeff’s cock had been 90% hard, it usually was, but now it went to 110%. It throbbed hard and the front of his jumpsuit showed his dripping. 
 
    “I think we’ll talk about the books for awhile.” 
 
    She led him to a bunk and told him, “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Clothes sometimes meant butt plug, and sometimes didn’t. 
 
    “Should I take out my…?” 
 
    “That’s up to you. Some women need help in getting off at this point. Do you need the extra stimulation?” 
 
    He probably didn’t, but he liked the plug, so he left it in. He took off his pink jump suit and she pulled him down on the bunk. 
 
    For a long minute they made out, kissing, feeling each others breasts, getting more and more excited. 
 
    Then Sally backed off a bit and whispered, “I know you must think about the Silithia book. Was it exciting? Did it make you doubt the cause?” 
 
    He was caught, and he couldn’t lie. She was holding him, caressing him, feeling his pulse. She would know if he lied. But he had to answer. 
 
    “It was…” he searched for non committal words and phrases, “…controversial.” 
 
    Sally snickered. She had her hand on his dong and she jacked him.  
 
    He was having trouble thinking, definitely in forming a lie. He tried, “What did you think?” 
 
    She rolled him over and sat on him. He wasn’t in her, but he was in her hands, and those hands were doing magic. “That’s not how this works.” 
 
    He made a gurking sound. He was on edge, but she wouldn’t let him go over. 
 
    “Did it undermine what you’ve been learning here?” 
 
    He was desperate, but he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to squirt until she decided. “It…it was designed to.” 
 
    She brought him closer to the edge. “You prevaricate. Do you doubt the Republic of The Amazon because of the book?” 
 
    He was totally caught. He sobbed, and whispered, “Yes.” 
 
    She took him over the edge. She stroked, slapped his nuts, and he blasted off. For a long moment he shot his seed up into the air, all over her hands. 
 
    And he cried. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to.” 
 
    “Shush,” she whispered, milking the last dregs out of him. She leaned forward and kissed him. “Never speak of today. Not even to me. Be a loyal weapon of The Army of The Amazon. If you say nothing, then I won’t, either.” 
 
    She got off the bed. He hadn’t been in her, but she had taken his essence and measured his soul. 
 
    But for what? Was he supposed to doubt? Or not? Was he supposed to forget he had read the book on Silithia? What was he supposed to do? 
 
    One thing was sure, he would have to conceal this conversation, this meeting, from the WICs.  
 
    Maybe it was a trap. Maybe it was something else. But he had to forget about it. Not the book, but the meeting. 
 
    Were Judd and Sally on the up and up? Were they loyal members of The Republic of The Amazon? Or were they some kind of counter movement? Were they for or against the Amazons? 
 
    He didn’t know by what they had said. They had been very careful not to reveal themselves even as they exposed him. 
 
    He got off the bunk and put on his pink jump suit. Amazingly, he was still hard. 
 
    He thought perhaps he was hard because of the chemicals they had been feeding the men. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    He left the stateroom and headed back to class. 
 
      
 
    The women could smell land. 
 
    The pea coats knew there was land, and they responded in the positive if the newly formed women asked them. 
 
    “Two days,” said one, smiling at the anxious women. 
 
    “Where? What country?” 
 
    But for that there was no answer. 
 
    The new women had been granted more free time. Their training was at an end, and Jeff wandered the deck and looked over the rail. 
 
    Land, he thought. 
 
    And, more importantly, What are Judd and Sally doing? 
 
    They hadn’t talked to him again. 
 
    He had ripped up the third book, not wanting to be caught with it, and flushed it down the toilet. 
 
    And he had not seen anybody else reading it, or acting suspicious, or in any way demonstrating a rebellion in their attitude. 
 
    Of course, everybody was well trained now. 
 
    They had been at sea for a month. They had women’s bodies, but with erect dicks. They wore their pink jump suits proudly, showed off their large breasts, used make up. 
 
    They were, in their own minds, women. 
 
    And their sexual appetites were changing. 
 
    In the beginning the men had wanted women. They stroked their cokes and dreamed of beautiful women. 
 
    There certainly were enough beautiful women, be it in pea coats, to stroke to. 
 
    But in the last week a couple of the men had muttered that they were thinking of men. 
 
    Jeff was not. He had feelings, but they were easy to tamp down. He wanted women. 
 
    Besides, he had no pussy. What would he do with a man? 
 
    Oh, yes, take it up the butt. 
 
    But though he enjoyed the butt plug he was not enamored of the idea of making love to a man, of doing the choo choo up the poo poo. 
 
    Another day passed, and the new women could smell the land. Birds soared around the ship. they perched on the rail and squawked.  At one point they could even see the tips of mountains hidden in a low haze in the distance.               
 
    The new women crowded against the rail whenever they had a chance and stared shoreward. 
 
    That night they saw the far off twinkle of lights. Just a spattering of glitterings, but as the night progressed the lights became more, until they were passing a city. 
 
    They weren’t given leave to stay up late, however. They were ordered to their bunks, and the WICs seemed pretty determined about that. 
 
      
 
    “Wake up.” 
 
    Jeff jerked awake, would have said something, but a hand was clapped over his mouth. 
 
    He stopped trying to speak and the hand moved away. It was Sally, and she whispered, Go left in the corridor. Go to the rear deck. Make no noise. Hurry.” 
 
    Jeff had no idea what was going on, but his feelings for Sally were, courtesy of their recent assignation, very lustful. He followed her instructions. 
 
    He ran down the corridor and made his way to the stern deck. When he emerged into the night Judd grabbed his arm and pulled him into the shadow of the superstructure. “Quiet.” 
 
    Jeff huddled in the darkness. There were six other new women also crouching. They were no women among them that lifted weights or trained in weapons. Only the yoga women who studied squad tactics. 
 
    A minute later another woman joined them, then Sally. 
 
    Judd whispered just loud enough for them to hear him. 
 
    “The Republic of The Amazon is built on a lie. Silithia is the only hope. We are going over the stern, down the anchor rope. Swim towards the lights. It’s only a mile. There might be a boat, but don’t rely on it. Are you ready?” 
 
    The women looked at each other. Jeff could make out faces, and he realized that these once men had been selected because they had doubts, had those doubts had been cultivated by reading the Silithia book. 
 
    One of them shook his head. 
 
    Sally clonked him and he collapsed to the deck. 
 
    Judd grinned an infectious grin. “Okay, ladies. Let’s go!” 
 
    He slapped asses, pulled arms, shoved shoulders, and the group of women, minus one, ran for the rear of the ship. 
 
    They clambered over the rail, gripped the thick hawser and went down the rope. 
 
    Thank goodness for their classes in yoga and calisthenics. The slithered down the rope like monkeys, then dipped into the water. 
 
    Sally was first and Judd was last, and between them they herded the seven women towards the shore. 
 
    It was pitch dark, they couldn’t see each other, but they stuck together by the sound of their hands touching the water, pulling it back. 
 
    Into the night they went. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
    The Man from Womanland 
 
      
 
    A few thousand miles north of Puebla and the Great Pyramid of Cholula Sam was asleep. 
 
    Sam was a chunk of a man. He had thick muscles, thick, curly hair, and very dark and penetrating eyes. 
 
    Next to him Shiela, his wife, slept. She was a beautiful woman with a waterfall of shiny, blonde hair and inquisitive, green eyes. Laying on her back, the sheets wound around her, the ampleness of her form was plain to see. 
 
    Sam’s eyes flickered open. One second he was asleep. The next second he was awake. And he felt a dire urgency within. He sat up. 
 
    “Unh?” Shiela opened her eyes. 
 
    Sam got out of bed. 
 
    Shiela sat up. “What are doing?” 
 
    “I’ve got to go.” 
 
    “Go where?” 
 
    Sam was pulling on the thick socks he used when he went hunting. He had cargo shorts and a heavy duty safari shirt at hand. 
 
    “What? But you’ve got work! I’ve got a meeting with the women’s club…” 
 
    He turned, no smile on his rugged face. “You don’t have to go.” 
 
    She opened her mouth. 
 
    “It might be better if you don’t go.” 
 
    Shiela jumped out of bed. “Bullshit.” She hurried to catch up to Sam. She pulled on jeans and a flannel shirt. 
 
    Sam pulled on his shorts and shirt, sat on the edge of the bed and slipped his feet into his hiking boots. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    Sam didn’t answer. He just tied his shoes. He didn’t even seem to be thinking. He was just getting dressed. He was like an arrow loosed, no path except to the target. 
 
    Wherever the target was. 
 
    Whatever the target was. 
 
    Sam headed into his office, picked his cell phone and tapped in a number. From the other room Shiela heard him say, “I want a flight to Italy. Two.” Then, a strange guttural growl that Shiela had only heard once before, Sam whispered into the phone. “Now.” 
 
    Shiela shivered, began putting clothes into a suitcase. Now she knew where they were going, and it frightened the hell out of her. 
 
    Sam re-entered the room. “They’re going to be holding a plane for us in Pasadena.” 
 
    Shiela straightened up and stared at him. 
 
    Holding a plane for them. How did he know? 
 
    But she knew how he knew. 
 
    Sam the man she loved, was not in the body of her husband. The other Sam was back, and she trembled. 
 
    He was the Sam who had been in Womanland, who had almost destroyed the Witches. Even in spite of Silithia; not even Silithia could stop him, and now he was back. 
 
    Yet, fear of him or not, she kept packing. 
 
    She had mistakes with him before, and that knowledge, that action, had near destroyed her. 
 
    She was not going to make those mistakes again. Wherever Sam went, whatever he needed, she was going to be there. 
 
    She would never betray her husband again, even if it cost her her life. 
 
    “Can I call off the pool cleaner?” 
 
    His one word answer only increased her fear.  
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    Jeff was a not a great swimmer, but he was going to have to rise to the occasion. The shore was at least a mile away. Maybe more. In the darkness it was hard to gauge the distance. 
 
    He heard the splash of arms around him.  
 
    He heard Sally calling from the front, leading the way. Behind he heard Judd encouraging the slower swimmers. 
 
    Except for the faint flicker of lights on the far shore, he might as well have been swimming in ink. The night was black, the water was black. 
 
    And, of course, he worried about sharks. 
 
    “Come on, Jeff. You can do it.” 
 
    But Judd was big, strong, looked like he could rip up trees by the roots. 
 
    Still, Jeff moved his arms, kicked his legs, and tried not to make too much noise. 
 
    Interestingly, the water was warm. He knew they had been heading south, but he had no idea how far. 
 
    The minutes passed. Ten minutes, fifteen minutes. The lights seemed no closer, but…maybe they weren’t flickering so much. 
 
    The waves lifted him up and down. The other swimmers straggled, but tried. They had to try. If they didn’t reach the shore then they would reach the bottom, and not in a pleasant way. 
 
    “Hurry,” came Sally’s call from the front. She sounded far away. 
 
    “Come on, Jeff,” Judd pushed on his butt. 
 
    Then he heard Judd laugh. “You’ve still got the butt plug in.” 
 
    Jeff was swallowing salt water, a gulp here, a gulp there, and he choked aloud as he realized the truth. 
 
    “You can take it out now.” 
 
    “I…I…” Judd wallowed. He couldn’t take the time to stop swimming to get rid of his little toy. The toy that the Amazons had insisted that he wear. 
 
    Judd’s voice rose up a notch as he called to the other swimmers. “Take out the butt plugs!” 
 
    Then Jeff felt Judd’s strong hands at his ass. The big man gently popped the plug out, and Jeff instantly felt a surge of strength. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he whimpered, and picked up his stroke. 
 
    More minutes passing. The new men around him were struggling. they had been men, but the Amazons had drugged them, given them something that had transformed them into women. 
 
    Except for their sex organs.  
 
    They were effectively shemales, female bodies with male dicks. 
 
    “Float on your back,” Judd called out. 
 
    Jeff turned over, heard the others turning over, and he immediately felt a buoyancy. His breasts helped him float. 
 
    He could hear Sally laughing somewhere as she helped one of the swimmers. 
 
    Then, against hope, he heard the sound of waves crashing. It was faint, but it was a beach. Now he sped up, heartened, and shortly was struggling through the surf. 
 
    Just in time, he felt the sand beneath his feet. He tried to walk, and succeeded in swim walking the last dozen feet, then he was on top of a mound of sand that led to the beach. 
 
    One by one the transformed women struggled up on to the sand. They gasped and coughed, but they had made it. 
 
    The beach was a wide one, a couple of hundred yards, and it made the lights coming from small huts seem weak, but there was enough light for them to see each others shadows. 
 
    Jeff flopped onto his back and gasped for breath. 
 
    “Up…up!” Judd hissed. Twenty yards ahead of them he could see Sally struggling through the sand, calling to them. 
 
    “They’ll find out we’re gone. They can be on the beach in two minutes with one of their boats, do you want them to catch you?” 
 
    Jeff rolled back over, got to his hands and knees, then his feet. He staggered up the soft sand. He did not want to be caught by the women of The Republic of The Amazon. 
 
    Odd. He hadn’t been totally sure when he jumped off the back of the Amazon ship, but he was sure now. 
 
    He didn’t realize that the long swim had burned some of the drugs out of him. He was no longer dopey and dazed, and he didn’t want to return to that condition. 
 
    Up the beach they went, shadows slowly growing in substance. Jeff stopped at one point and looked back at the Amazon ship. He could see their lights forming an outline, and he could see what looked like flashlights flickering back and forth. 
 
    “They’re after us, buddy,” chuckled Judd. “We’ve got to hurry.” 
 
    The group, seven traitors to the Republic of The Amazon, reached huts, and the dawn began to light the sky. Jeff took one last look at the Amazonian ship, then stumbled into the jungle. Judd and Sally raced back and forth, making sure they all stayed in a group. 
 
    They ran. The tripped, they got to their feet. They were thousands of miles from home, in a stark wilderness, a jungle, and none of them had the faintest inkling of how they were going to survive. 
 
    “When can we rest?” asked one of the new women. 
 
    “Mountains. Twenty miles.” Judd was breathing hard as he made this statement. 
 
    “Why?” Jeff asked. 
 
    “If we run a mile they have to search two miles. If we run two mile they have to search eight miles. Three miles is eighteen miles. Four miles is thirty-two miles. And so on.By the time we’ve gone twenty miles they’re going to have to search through about 800 miles.” 
 
    One of the other women protested. We should be safe long before then.” 
 
    “Hold up,” Judd yelled. Everybody stopped, sagged to their knees, a couple of them women lay on the jungle floor. 
 
    “Gather around and listen to me.” 
 
    “Quickly,” urged Sally. 
 
    They made a semi circle around Judd. 
 
    “Take deep breaths while I explain this.” 
 
    Sally got them to do the deep breathing and Judd spoke emphatically. 
 
    The Amazons are evolved. They are not your normal housewives. Look at me.” 
 
    They were. 
 
    “I might be able to beat one of them in a fight, maybe two if they aren’t warriors. But 90 per cent of the Amazons go through warrior training, and most of them can take me without breathing hard. They are intuitive in the jungle. They are expert in small arms and squad tactics. They can track a leopard to its lair and kill it with a broken branch. Our only chance is to get enough distance, and if Sally and I can get you to hide your tracks. We stand a chance, but it’s a slim one. 
 
    “Why did you rescue us then?” 
 
    Judd held up fingers. “One, we need to examine you to find out their methods. Two, we need to give them a black eye. If we can get away it will shake their confidence. Not much, but…we need to try. Three, you were the ones that were resisting their training. We need to know why. And there are about a dozen other reasons. But make no mistake, the Amazons use drugs and sometimes cruel methods to make men into women. Silithia uses love. She is more evolved than the Amazons, but hers is a natural evolution. Still, if we don’t win, if the Silithians don’t beat the Amazons, the planet will turn into a prison planet, and unnatural women will be the guards. And if that isn’t enough, then let me make this point: you can’t quite the Republic of The Amazons. If you want to quit the Silithians then just turn around and head back. Nobody will stop you. 
 
    The new women were recovering. They had been conditioned on the ship, and that was working to their benefit now. But the most important thing was that Judd’s words had galvanized them. He spoke, and they intuited that his words were the truth. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get up and move. Sally leads. She’ll change up the gait periodically, which will afford you ways to rest. But we have to make the mountains before tonight. If we can do that we might escape into the darkness, or at least be able to roll rocks down on their heads. Now, let’s go.” 
 
    Sally was waiting with an air of impatience. She offered a grin as the new women trotted towards her, and she turned and led the way into the deep jungle. 
 
    Jeff had been an athlete in school. He had played football, and he had done martial arts after school. Those disciplines required a lot, but not as much as Sally and Judd required that day. 
 
    They had no shoes, but the jungle floor was soft. Still, they stepped on vines that hurt, and often as not somebody was limping. 
 
    Judd pushed from behind, encouraging. He even used a thin branch to whack a butt. Not pain, just a wake up. 
 
    He lifted arms and half carried. He ran along side and helped runners find a lost gait. If a woman ran into a tree limb he waited and helped them up, got them going again. 
 
    Up ahead Sally led around trees, under bushes, and whenever there was water…up the streams. Or down. 
 
    Judd dropped back at certain points and brushed the areas they had trod to hide the sign of their passing.  
 
    The new women were told to be careful of breaking limbs and leaving footprints. 
 
    “Cross on the boulders!” Sally passed back along the line. 
 
    “Don’t disturb the rocks under the water,” Judd commanded. 
 
    A leopard was startled and slunk into the jungle. Sally chuckled. 
 
    An anaconda hanging from a branch was slapped with a stick, and it slithered off, no easy victims here. 
 
    At noon they stopped by a tree with fruit. None of them had ever seen the fruit, but Sally deemed it okay to eat a couple of the nuggets. 
 
    The exhausted women lay on the ground, sprawled, their pink jumpsuits now brown with dirt and sweat, and munched on unknown fruit. 
 
    And they had no erections. but it was too soon for them too complain. They were tired and figured erections would come back later. 
 
    Judd and Sally held a conference beneath a tree. They whispered, and seemed to agree on most things. Watching them, Jeff realized that Judd was listened to, but Sally was the leader. He had thought Judd would be in charge, but Sally was. And she seemed to be in better physical condition than Judd. She spoke in sharp, clear tones, Judd had to think, every once in a while he would just sigh and listen, too tired to have input. 
 
    Jeff approached them. 
 
    “You take the lead when we leave,” Sally suggested. Judd nodded, then looked at Jeff.  
 
    “How you holding up?” he asked. 
 
    “I heard something.” 
 
    They focused on him with an intensity that was downright scary. 
 
    I don’t know what it was, but it was just a minute ago, sounded like something back on the trail. 
 
    “Get ‘em going,” whispered Sally. “And keep ‘em quiet.” 
 
    Judd, tired or not, started moving. “Get up, we’ve got to go. Get up.” 
 
    Tired, the women struggled to their feet and staggered out of the clearing. The urgency of Judd’s words were felt, and within a couple of minutes they were moving up the trail at a good clip. 
 
    Sally was supposed to bring up the rear, but the last woman looked behind her. No sign of Sally. 
 
    “Judd?” 
 
    Judd came back, saw there was no Sally, and just told the women to keep going. 
 
    For that brief thirty seconds while Judd checked out the situation Jeff was leading the group. He tried to do as Judd did, to walk while encouraging, but he found it a difficult task, and he was glad when Judd returned. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Jeff asked. 
 
    Judd just shook his head. 
 
    For a half hour the group struggled through the jungle, then Sally appeared. 
 
    When she had been leading the group she had had the most energy. She was beautiful, vibrant, and everybody could feel her energy. 
 
    Now she limped past the women and took her place at the front. Jeff was close enough to hear the conversation between her and Judd. 
 
    “Was it an Amazon?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “She won’t be following us?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    And: “Are you hurt?” 
 
    “Badly.” 
 
    Jeff watched Sally. She limped, and she protected her ribs, but it was more than that. Something inside her was damaged. Kidneys? Liver? Whatever it was she was sinking. 
 
    A half hour later she was straggling at the rear and Judd was back in the front. Finally, she went to her knees and just set in the middle of the trail. 
 
    Judd came back, took one look, and said, “Hide. I’ll send somebody back for you.” 
 
    Jeff blurted, “I’ll help her.” 
 
    “No. Get to the front.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Judd assessed Jeff, his grey eyes scrutinizing him within an inch of his life. Then he pointed: “Go in that direction, parallel and get closer to the mountains. It’ll be two days before anybody can get to you.” 
 
    Jeff nodded. 
 
    Judd turned and headed up the trail. In a moment Jeff and Sally were alone. 
 
      
 
    Sam and Shiela lived in Washington state in the great northwest. Their home was in deep woods, and every day they saw small critters, deer, even bear. They often fed these creatures from the back porch and Sam, who was an inveterate hunter, always traveled far away to do any hunting; he didn’t kill animals in his own backyard. 
 
    Now he was toting a travel bag to the car. 
 
    Shiela came behind him, lugging her own bag. 
 
    Sam turned, took the bag from her hand and tossed it in the back of the car. He turned back to her and his eyes were glittering. 
 
    Shiela was actually scared. She could feel Sam changing. She had seen him like this only once, and never close up. When they had traveled to Womanland and his true identity was revealed. She had betrayed him, and why he had elected to stay with her afterwards was something she would never understand. 
 
    She stood in back of the car and stared at him. The way his eyes were fixed on her, “Sam?” 
 
    Sam smiled, and it was like a smile from hell. His eyes pierced her, and he started taking off his shirt. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I need sex.” His statement was harsh, brutal, and right in the middle of the driveway. The weather around forty degrees but he stripped off his pants. 
 
    His cock was larger now, it looked like a club with gnarly bumps on it. 
 
    Shiela began taking off her clothes. She was terrified, it was cold, but she wasn’t about to refuse Sam when he was like this. 
 
    Sam might not take kindly to the refusal. 
 
    Besides, her betrayal…she owed him this any time he wanted it. 
 
    He waited, breathing harshly, and his whisper was more like a growl. “I’m changing. I’ll try not to hurt you.” 
 
    She was down to bra and panties now. “Hurt me if you must, Sam. I understand.” 
 
    I’m still too human to understand,” he said gruffly, then he was on her. 
 
    He picked her up, nestled his face between her boobs. His strength was amazing. 
 
    Shiela held on to his head, and then she felt a fierce exultation. Even as a monster…he loved her. 
 
    Sam lifted her up, all the way up, until her legs were draped over his shoulders and he cupped her buns with his hands. His face devoured her womanhood. 
 
    She cried out as his tongue burrowed into her. 
 
    He was rough. He was hard and brutal. He was trying to be gentle. 
 
    If this is gentle… thought Shiela, swooning from the way he delved into her. 
 
    He held her, and she held on, and he lowered her until her pussy was on cock level, then he shoved forward. 
 
    He was bigger. It hurt, but…every woman is curious, and she was curious, and…the pleasure was far greater than the pain. 
 
    He fucked her standing up, her back to the cold metal of the car. He thrust in and out, and the car rocked up until the tires on one side were nearly off the ground. Then he backed off and let the weight of the car shoved her back onto his dick. 
 
    For long minutes he did this. Shiela was sore, but she wasn’t about to call for mercy. 
 
    If Sam was even able to grant mercy at this point. 
 
    Then, in spite of the pain, or maybe because of it, Shiela began to cum. Her face tilted up as heaven consumed her. Her eyeballs rolled, and, near animal that he was, Sam began to spew. 
 
    For a long minute they were locked, him grunting and making small but powerful thrusts, her cumming again and again, until her mind was like the slats of a washboard. 
 
    Then he slowed down, let go, and she slid down the side of the SUV to her feet. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she whimpered. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Sam, hiding his face in her neck, in her luscious hair. 
 
    She pushed his head back, kissed him on the lips again and again. 
 
    He managed to say, “You should probably stay home.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? After that? Where you go I go.” 
 
    He was actually embarrassed. Or, perhaps it was the human in him that was embarrassed. 
 
    Two minutes later they were dressed and on the road. 
 
    Shiela stared out the passenger window. She watched the passing foliage, and she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Asshole,” she muttered. “You think you love me.” 
 
    “I think you need help,” answered Jeff. 
 
    She said nothing more and Jeff squatted, got her arm over his shoulders, and helped her up. They continued up the path for a quarter mile, then Jeff found what looked like an animal trail. He turned into the brush, carried/dragged the groaning Sally for a hundred yards, then went back and did his best to hide their trail. 
 
    Then came the journey of pain and tears. 
 
    The animal trial petered out and Jeff and Sally made their way through pure jungle. They tried not to break a limb or fell a leaf. They tried to erase footprints and any sign of their passing. 
 
    “They’ll go after the main group,” muttered Sally, hanging on to Jeff. 
 
    “Probably,” returned Jeff. 
 
    But they didn’t stop. They climbed over fallen trunks, crossed streams, and headed deeper and deeper into where man, nor woman, had never gone before. 
 
    Sally, in spite of her injury, educated Jeff. 
 
    “Cross where it’s shallow. Snakes look like vines.” 
 
    Then she fell unconscious. 
 
    Jeff picked her up, and was surprised at how heavy a dead weight was. Still, he walked through the jungle, staggered, and angled towards the high mountains. 
 
    Nigh approached and Jeff looked for a hiding place. He settled for a small clearing with two boulders. He snuggled them into the space between the two boulders, found some large fronds, and covered them up. 
 
    Darkness fell upon them like a blanket. One second it was dusking, then it was darker than the underside of an outhouse. 
 
    Jeff pulled Sally back in and held her. 
 
    She was weak. Her breath came in little sighs. 
 
    She was awake, however, and he could feel her awareness. 
 
    “So are you an Amazon or a Silithian? Or what?” 
 
    She seemed glad to talk. Perhaps to take the pain out of her body. 
 
    “Amazon.” 
 
    “Tell me about the Amazons.” 
 
    She snuggled a bit deeper in Jeff’s arms. His arms were wrapped around her and she could feel his breasts, and his own arms were under hers. 
 
    “The Queen is Nyoka. No one knows where she came from, but she has been gathering women around her for hundreds of years.” 
 
    “Hundreds?” 
 
    “She is old, but you wouldn’t know it to look at her.” 
 
    “How does she stay…young?” 
 
    “She claims to know the secrets of the pharaohs. She has studied the works of the alchemists. One rumor is that she was born during the Harrapan civilization, in the Indus Valley, and that she received her knowledge from the mystics who wrote the original Vedic teachings.” 
 
    Jeff listened, kept an ear to the jungle, and thought about what Sally was telling him. “But now you are Silithian.” 
 
    Sally smiled. “Judd, damn him. He has seen Silithia, has made love to her, or she to him. He claims her truth is the real truth, and he convinced me.” 
 
    “So if we get away, where will we go?” 
 
    Sally didn’t answer for a second, and Jeff thought she might have slipped into sleep. Then she whispered, “That is the question. But Judd knows. Follow Judd.” 
 
    She turned slightly and pressed her body against his. They were two peas in a pod, their breath mingled and Jeff felt the softness of her. 
 
    “I’m sorry we can’t make love,” she whispered, her eyes closing. “But you probably can’t, anyway.” An oblique statement, then she was asleep. 
 
    Follow Judd. But he attended to her.  
 
    But he had been with Silithia, so he must be intending to take them to her.  
 
    But…where? 
 
    They had to escape the jungle first, however. 
 
    Jeff lay, held Sally, and listened to her breathing. 
 
    She wasn’t mortally wounded, of Judd would not have let Jeff stay with her. But she was badly wounded. 
 
    She had fought with the Amazons, probably a single Amazon, and won…but had been badly wounded.  
 
    What were these women who shanghaied men and changed them into women? Were they as bad as Sally and Judd seemed to think? 
 
    The night progressed, and Jeff found himself dozing. 
 
    Then he was awake. 
 
    Sounds. The moon had come up and he saw several women gather in the small clearing. They wore armor shaped to their bodies and carried spears and bow and arrows. Their hair was pulled back in ponytails and their faces were beautiful and fierce in the shards of moonlight. They were mere yards from him, and he prayed that Sally wouldn’t make a sound, a snore, a grunt. 
 
    “The trail ends. I can no longer feel them in my mind.” 
 
    Jeff wondered at that. Feel who? Him and Sally? In her mind? 
 
    “She killed Sara.” 
 
    “Sara did damage.” 
 
    “And we will do damage to her.” 
 
    There were now six female shapes a few yards away from where Jeff and Sally huddled. They whispered in the slices of moonlight. 
 
    “Why can’t you feel her?” 
 
    “She sleeps. I cannot feel her awareness.” 
 
    “Could she be dead?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. It is a different emptiness.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s head back.” 
 
    “Agreed. Spread out and extend your intuition. We may yet find them.” 
 
    Then, as one, the group almost literally evaporated. They slid back into shadow, then jungle, and there was no sound of their passing. 
 
    And no feel of their presence. 
 
    Jeff shivered. Sally and Judd had spoken of the Amazons as incredible warriors, and now Jeff understood. 
 
    Sally had shown him their strength and resilience, and now he had seen how they moved as a single unit, bound together by intuition. 
 
    He knew he wouldn’t stand a chance fighting them. His only hope was to get Sally away, to hope she recovered. 
 
    He waited, listened, but the Amazons were gone. 
 
    He drifted back to sleep. 
 
    “Hungry.” 
 
    Jeff’s eyes snapped open. He was sore, inside and out. Sally stared at him. “Look for banana shaped fruit. Or nuts. Dry nuts in shells. Nuts aren’t deadly. They might make me sick, but they won’t kill me.” 
 
    She was sharp in the eye, somewhat recovered, and intense. 
 
    Jeff slid out from their hidey hole, letting Sally shift to the earth. 
 
    He was careful, made sure he could find his way back to the clearing. He made his way through the jungle, found a variety of fruit and picked a couple of each. Let Sally tell him which ones were harmful. He also found nuts, many kinds of nuts. He took off his once pink jumpsuit and wrapped it around the food he had found. 
 
    He came to a stream, noted a relatively small boa, heard a panther screaming, and turned back. 
 
    Of the items he had found Sally chose four different items, held them up and asked for more, and went to eating. 
 
    Jeff returned to the area where he had found the food. He ate a few things himself, then brought a large quantity back to Sally. 
 
    Sally had moved out from under the boulders and was sitting cross legged. She took his offerings and ate. 
 
    “You did good.” She said. 
 
    “There’s a river, with a big boa, it looks like. Can we risk a fire?” 
 
    “No. But if it has fish we can eat those raw.” 
 
    She licked her fingers, then suddenly lay back, closed her eyes, and started to snore. 
 
    Jeff made another trip, returned with more food, and found that Sally was awake. 
 
    “You’re doing good,” she said again. Come hold me. Warm me.” 
 
    The sun was up far enough now, and Jeff held in the middle of the clearing. The sun was warm, and his body was warm, and Sally slept. 
 
    And awoke an hour later. She was lying in his arms, he was naked, and she smiled. As when she had when she fell asleep the night before, she said, “Sorry I can’t fuck you.” 
 
    Jeff allowed a half grin to peek out. “Me, too. But…I’m limp.” 
 
    She nodded. “That’s because you aren’t taking their drugs.” 
 
    “They were giving me some kind of viagra?” Now he understood her remarks. 
 
    “Erect men are easily manipulated men.” 
 
    Jeff grunted. Lot of truth in what she said. But to change him into a woman…keep his dick, what a cruel half measure. 
 
    Then he had a second thought. Was it really cruel? He liked his female body. No erections, but his tits, he loved them, and he seemed to see better, and hear better. His whole mode of thought was changing in subtle ways. 
 
    Maybe it wasn’t bad to be female. If he could just have a working dick.  
 
    Or, he thought, a vagina? 
 
    What would it be like to not have low hanging fruit? To have a receptacle instead of a protrusion? 
 
    She noted the look on his face. She pulled him close and kissed him. A kiss of thanks. Very sexual, and no risk of creating a response. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    She laughed. “You’ll learn to love the frustration. Now help me up. Let’s go to the river.” 
 
    He led the way. She was weak, shaky legged. He said: “They were in the clearing last night.” 
 
    “I figured. They’re gone now.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “Look into your mind. Nothing there. No thoughts. No chatter. No people.” 
 
    Jeff tried to understand, to feel, but his mind was just sort of…empty. When he explained this to her she nodded. “The emptier it is the further away people are. People go far enough away and you can hear yourself think…then you don’t think anything at all. It’s wonderful to be truly alone.” 
 
    “It’s wonderful to be alone with somebody else,” he countered. 
 
    She smiled, and there was agreement there. 
 
    Suddenly she crumpled, fell to her knees. He snapped a branch, gave it to her for a cane, and held to her arm. 
 
    They came to the river, and the patient boa was still hanging from a tree over a space leading down to the water. 
 
    “Kill it. It’s meat. 
 
    “Kill it? How?” 
 
    “Use a stick, hit its head. They have thin skulls.” 
 
    He did. And was shocked. It was eight foot long, lots of meat, and she instructed him on how to build a fire. 
 
    They sat, warmed by the fire, and watched the meat sizzle on a spit. 
 
    “Are you worried about being found?” He indicated the fire. 
 
    “If my sisters are far enough that I can’t feel them…” she shrugged. 
 
    An hour later, carrying strips of snake ‘jerky’ in the wrapping of Jeff’s pink jumpsuit, they set off. Now they headed directly for the mountains.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    “I can’t be late,” Sam muttered over the roar of the car engine. 
 
    Shiela glanced at Sam. The SUV was moving at well over 100 MPH. They were weaving in and out of traffic and cars were moving out of their way frantically. 
 
    Shiela’s knuckles were white as she held to the handle above the door. Her eyes were wide. She had never traveled this fast in her life before. 
 
    “Late for what?” She asked, her voice a broken whisper of fear. 
 
    When Sam looked at her his face was twisted in a fierce grimace. 
 
    “I can’t be late,” then he looked back at the road and, if anything, he sped up. 
 
    Shiela, fear becoming terror, finally just closed her eyes. If they were going to get in an accident she didn’t want to see it. 
 
    Sam pressed the pedal harder. 
 
      
 
    Jeff and Sally made their way through the jungle, and Sally showed her Amazon resiliency by the way she was recovering. By the time they reached the base of the mountains she was walking normally. After a day of climbing she was moving faster than him. 
 
    “Hurry.” She smiled at him, aware of how hard he was trying to keep up with her. 
 
    They were moving up a trail, angling back towards the area where Judd and the others must have climbed. So far Sally didn’t hear anything in her mind, and they were making good time. 
 
    “Hopefully,” she said, “the Amazons have gone back to the ship.” 
 
    “How come you’re so much stronger than I am? You’re stronger than I was as a man.” 
 
    She pursed her lips in thought, then said, “I have been evolved. Amazons are all about evolution. Without the fiction of needing men to care for them, women are the stronger of the species. We grow, we adapt.” 
 
    They rounded a boulder, made their way under an outcropping. 
 
    “So where does that put me? I’m not a man, I’m not evolved. How do I stand, or compete, or whatever, with Amazons?” 
 
    “You’ve got several choices. If what Judd told me is true, you can go back to being a man.” 
 
    Jeff was not heartened by that choice. 
 
    “Or you can go forward and continue with your pursuit of womanhood. If you decide to be a woman, you will be given chances to achieve evolution. The Amazons force the issue, use men as they wish, transform them according to need. But their methods can be harsh. Judd told me that Silithia has softer methods, but you have to prove yourself worthy.” 
 
    “How would I prove myself worthy?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Sally answered honestly. “I’m waiting to meet Silithia myself. I think the proof is personal for each person, but…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Then you’re risking a lot on what Judd says. You’re…you’ve got faith that this will happen.” 
 
    Sally nodded. “And sometimes I’m scared. Judd is a wonderful person, but it is possible that even a wonderful person can lie. What if he’s lying?” 
 
    But Jeff didn’t think that she really thought Judd was lying. 
 
    They continued up the mountains. 
 
      
 
    “Where are we?” They had been climbing for a couple of days now. They had not encountered anybody, and they were far above the jungle. 
 
    Sally stopped, turned and sat down. For a million miles they could see jungle. She appeared to be thinking. 
 
    “We came ashore above the Amazon. Normally we—“ 
 
    “Wait a minute! I was shanghaied in San Francisco. How could we be on the east side of South America? 
 
    Sally smiled. We were a month at sea. You’ve just been around the world.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    We sailed west, under Africa.” 
 
    “So I’m in…Brazil?” 
 
    “Yep. But I’m not sure where. We’re behind Judd, I don’t see any trace of the Amazons, so they must have given up.” She grinned. “I’ll bet they’re pissed.” 
 
    “So where are we going?” 
 
    She studied him, then stated, “Jeff, the world is not as you know it.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “The world has all sorts of…I guess we could call them short cuts. We are going—if I have followed Judd’s instructions correctly, to a place where one of these shortcuts exists.” 
 
    “Shortcuts,” he repeated. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “We’re going to find out.” 
 
    “So you’re following a fellow you hope is right to a place where we will take a short cut to somewhere but you don’t know where.” 
 
    She smiled. “I knew you were smart.” 
 
    He shook his head, “There’s a difference between smart and crazy.” 
 
    She stood up and held out her hand. “Not a large one.” 
 
     
 
    They were above the clouds now, and the land behind was a myth below. 
 
    They had come to what looked like the peak of a mountain, but it wasn’t. It was just one more crest, and as they followed the trail through rocks Sally suddenly stopped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Sally turned slowly, her eyes flickering over boulders, foliage, distant peaks. 
 
    “We’re not alone.” 
 
    Jeff looked around, be it a bit more nervously. They hadn’t seen anybody for the whole journey. 
 
    Sally turned in the direction of the trail. “Up ahead. They’re waiting for us.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    They continued on. They came out of the boulders of the mountain onto a large, flat plateau. Sally was fixed, concentrating ont he voices in her intuitive head. 
 
    Jeff followed along, tamping his fears down, hoping that Sally’s faith was larger than his fears. 
 
    Funny, he hadn’t been fearful as a man. And Sally didn’t seem to have any fear at all. But as a woman, not evolved, he felt fear. He didn’t like it. 
 
    They crossed a plain of waving grass, and in the distance were low peaks. 
 
    Then, getting closer, they realized that they weren’t peaks. They were…tops. The tops of buildings, but such strange… 
 
    Sally stopped and Jeff bumped into her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They’re here.” 
 
    Jeff looked around, he saw nothing. 
 
    Sally raised her voice. “We come as friends.” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She raised her voice and said presumably the same thing, but in a different language. 
 
    Then more languages. 
 
    Finally, out of the brush stepped a short man. 
 
    He was brown-skinned, a slight pot belly, and held a spear in his hands. He had a bone through his nose, his hair hung in two, long pigtails. His eyes were like porcelain marbles. 
 
    Then more men stepped out. 
 
    Sally spoke to them in one of the languages she had tried, and by the men’s lack of expression Jeff thought maybe they didn’t understand. Then the men formed up beside them and the march continued. 
 
    “Who are they?” asked Jeff. 
 
    “The Invisible People. They exist throughout the Amazon. I have never heard of them being in the mountains, though.” 
 
    The Invisible People marched them through grass, through rushes, to the shore of a lake. Across the lake were the strange tops Sally and Jeff had seen. 
 
    Pyramids. 
 
    “What the fuck,” whispered Jeff. 
 
    On an island hundreds of yards, maybe a half mile offshore, were several pyramids. The one in the center was the tallest, and it stood as if surrounded by lesser maids. 
 
    The Invisible People guided them to a boat hidden in the rushes and they boarded the thing. It was built of a hollowed out tree trunk, and since there were no trees on the plain to speak of, the task of getting this boat to this lake must have been an arduous one. 
 
    I don’t believe this,” Jeff stared up as the pyramids grew closer. 
 
    “Pyramids are common the world over. It speaks of cultures that have existed long before recorded history, and many people claim them to be the architecture of aliens. 
 
    As they approached the shore of the island Jeff asked, “Why are these people helping us?” 
 
    Sally shook her head, then: “Silithia has strange allies, but I don’t know. Perhaps they have been contracted, perhaps it is a legend we have stepped into. 
 
    The boat grated on the sand and pebbles of the beach. Jeff and Sally jumped out of the boat and it was pushed back into the water. It sailed away as they were walked between two of the outer pyramids to the larger center one. 
 
    Women made their appearance. Some of them seemed to be priestesses, holding burning twigs and wafting smoke over Jeff and Sally. They wore beads and trinkets and had an official air about them. They did smile, however, when either Jeff or Sally caught their eye. 
 
    Some of the women were plain women, wearing not robes, but thick dresses. They were usually chunky in body, long in braid, and they held dishes of food which they offered to Jeff and Sally. 
 
    Sally put her hands into a dish. “Eat now,” she warned. “It might be a while before we eat again.” 
 
    Jeff followed her advice. He was tired of eating snakes and monkeys. 
Eating monkey brain was delicious, but how much steak can a person eat before hamburger becomes the treat? 
 
    The pyramids were constructed of large cubes and were stacked so that the sides could be crawled up, like stairs as tall as the body of one of the Invisible People. 
 
    Up the center of the side was a stairway, and Sally and Jeff ascended the side of the large structure. 
 
    They came to a ledge, at the other side of which was a doorway with a thick stone lintel. 
 
    The Invisible People ushered them into the depths of the pyramid. Sunlight gave way to torches, and they walked to the center of the structure and into a dark room about 15 feet on each side. 
 
    The Invisible People pulled shut a large stone door and Jeff and Sally were suddenly alone. There was only one torch in a holder on a wall, and it was truly gloomy in the room. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Jeff asked of the darkness. 
 
    Sally went around the walls of the room. They were just stone. Carved pretty flat, no decorations, and…that was all. 
 
    “Leave the torch and walk into the darkness.” The voice was slightly distorted, but plain, old English. 
 
    Sally didn’t hesitate. She began walking towards the gloom of the other wall. 
 
    Jeff was frozen. He was female frightened of the darkness and things he couldn’t see. 
 
    Sally turned towards him. “Come on.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She returned to him, took his biceps in her hands and moved her face close to his. “You took care of me. You rescued me. Now, come on. It’s safe. I know that voice.” 
 
    She leaned forward, kissed him. 
 
    She could feel him trembling. 
 
    She reached down and grasped his limp penis. “Come along, honey. There’s places to go.” 
 
    Grinning, she walked towards the gloom. 
 
    Jeff gasped. He hadn’t been erect almost from the time he had crawled off the beach. Her hand on his limp penis didn’t make it hard, but it reminded him of the fact that he was horny. Horny with no way to deliver his love. 
 
    Dully, he followed, her hand on him, his hands on her arm. 
 
      
 
    Sam was on the 10 now. He had driven straight down the 5, turned left at Los Angeles, and headed east. 
 
    Into Arizona. Past the tall cactus and the dry desert. Sam’s eyes were fixed on the road. His hands were loose on the wheel. They shot past a line of trucks. 
 
    Dully, Sally realized that people were moving over for them.  
 
    She hadn’t realized this before because she had been in such fear. But now, finally able to open her eyes, she realized: people know he’s coming. They’re getting out of his way. 
 
    She glanced at Sam. He was physically bigger now. His hands were larger and his head touched the ceiling of the SUV. Touched it and he had to bend his neck a little. 
 
    “Honey? Do we have to go so fast?” 
 
    He just looked at her and snickered. “Got to be on time.” 
 
    Shiela retreated into her mind. This was what he had been like at Womanland. She had talked to the Witches, Silithia’s women, and they described him this way. But worse. 
 
    So he was only beginning to change. But what would he be like when he was fully changed? 
 
    That thought caused her heart to flutter. Flutter in terror; flutter in love. 
 
    For being near him, experiencing his real self, while it caused her fear it also caused her to be wet.  
 
    She wanted him. She wanted him like this. She wanted him to make love to her again. It had been a day since he had bruised her pussy, and she wanted it bruised again, and in the worst possible way.   
 
      
 
    The gloom receded and the world became light. 
 
    Jeff and Sally were still in the room, but the torch against the wall was now in the gloom, and they…it was as if they were in a different room. 
 
    Judd became defined, and Sally let go of Jeff’s prick and hugged Judd. 
 
    Behind Judd an open door was in the wall. He turned and led them through it. It seemed to be the same corridor that they had come through to get to the room, but it wasn’t. They came out on a ledge above a large grassy slope. 
 
    Above and behind them, as if on top of the pyramid, was a church. 
 
    In front of them, beyond the green sward, was a town. 
 
    Jeff stood in amazement. The town had a low degree of modernity. There were telephone poles, mostly a little out of true, and he could see cars on shabby roads, and he realized: Mexico! 
 
    “Come along, we’ve got to hurry.” 
 
    Judd led the way down the hill. He was much the same, except he was wearing clothes. 
 
    They stepped onto a road and passersby stared at the naked Jeff and Sally. Then they were ushered into an SUV and handed clothes. 
 
    “We’re in Piebla, Mexico,” observed Sally, putting on a bra and a shirt and culottes. 
 
    Jeff had similar clothes, and he pulled them on, along with a pretty looking serape. 
 
    “We’re at Cholula. We’re about two hours from Mexico City. I brought you some high heels.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you! A girl’s best friend!” 
 
    Judd smiled. “Not good for running, but…? he shrugged. 
 
    “Do you have athletic shoes? Or even sandals?” 
 
    Judd chuckled at Jeff. “Get used to it. The heavy running is over, and you’ve turned into a pretty good looking woman. We’ll have to get you some make up and stuff, but…” again with the shrug. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Airport. You’re going to meet Silithia.” 
 
    Sally took in her breath. Jeff didn’t know how to react. 
 
    Then Judd turned to Jeff. “I imagine you’ve got a few questions. Thanks, incidentally, for taking care of Sally. Let’s take advantage of the trip to the airport. Ask me your questions.” 
 
      
 
    They were in an SUV and they circled the airport. 
 
    “No,” said Judd. “They’ve got it surrounded.” 
 
    Jeff stared at the air field. “I don’t see anybody.” 
 
    Everybody was staring out the window, and Judd leveled a look at Jeff. “I see them. You’ve got to understand, the Amazons have people everywhere. They have women who buy into their game, they have men, probably more men than women, who have been changed into women, and who do the Amazon bidding because that is the way to become fully transformed, or to go back to being a man.” 
 
    He turned to the driver, who happened to be a woman. She was, in fact, a renegade Amazonian, now following Judd. 
 
    “Head for the United States.” 
 
    “We’re going to drive there?” asked Sally. 
 
    “No other choice. We’ll pick up some food when we get out of Mexico City, so sit back and relax.” 
 
    Jeff sat back. The passenger seat swiveled to face the rear and Judd faced them all. “Now, about your questions.” 
 
    “Who are you? Why do you know so much about both Silithians and Amazons?” 
 
    Judd leaned back, placed his hand son the back of his head and relaxed. “I was a rich person at one time. Very rich. My wife booked me a vacation in the Amazon, and I found out she had turned me over to the Amazons.” 
 
    “Your wife did.” 
 
    Judd smiled. “She believed in the Amazonian plan for world conquest more than she believed in her marriage vows. I was prisoner, and they had a use for me. They wanted my money, and they wanted me to make more for them. And I did. Eventually, however, I ran afoul of them. I was on an assignment to infiltrate a place called Stepforth Valley. Stepforth happened to be the home of the Silithians. At Stepforth Valley I learned I had been betrayed by the Amazons. They were changing me into a woman, and I had no choice. Then I met Silithia. Silithia helped me understand, she changed me back.  
 
    “For a while I wandered the world, and I eventually returned to the Amazons. It was Silithia, however, who commanded me. I was a spy, and I earned the Amazons trust, until I found you and the other women. Then I showed my true colors.” He smiled. 
 
    “Where are the other women?” 
 
    “They’ve gone ahead. They’re probably in Stepforth Valley right now. They took a plane right after we came through the pyramids.” 
 
    “So you were going to change into a woman.” 
 
    “I was mostly changed. I had breasts, a female form, and my dick…it was shrinking, and I only had an orgasm or two left when Silithia helped me.” 
 
    He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees and his hands clasped in front of them. 
 
    “Both the Amazons and the Silithians can change you into a woman. Silithia actually discovered faster drugs to make this happen, but she eventually discarded drugs. She opts for a more natural approach, one in which the male can make his choices and aid in his own transformation. Amazons change men as they need them, they don’t care what a person wants, they change you depending on what they want.” 
 
    By this time the SUV was rattling over country roads. Judd looked out the window and smiled. “Stop at the first modern supermarket you can find. Get all the fresh fruit and jerky. Canned goods are fine. No sodie pop.” He looked at Jeff. “What?” 
 
    Jeff had made a sour look at the restrictions on soda pop. “I like Coke.” 
 
    Judd laughed. “One six pack for Jeff. And a bag of chips. Sally, I’m going to need maps and routes and planning. I want to cross near El Paso.” 
 
    A minute later they were pulling into a worn parking lot. Only Sally and Jeff went into the decrepit market with the faded Coke sign on it. 
 
    There wasn’t much in the way of fruits and veggies. It was mostly cans and pastries. So they loaded up on cans and things like orejas, coyotas, churros, and so on. 
 
    Back to the car and back on the road. They munched on the fare and stared at the long, mountain roads. The heat was intolerable, and they were stuck behind a bus with crates of chickens tied to the top, but they were on their way. 
 
    In the back of the SUV Sally sat with Jeff and, when she was done eating, shared a can of Coke with him, and her hand snaked down into his pants. 
 
    He looked at her. and she whispered, “I love making men horny.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” Jeff whimpered. 
 
    “Relax,” called Judd from the front. “It’s going to be a long ride.” 
 
      
 
    The trip through Mexico, though frantic, was a delight for Jeff. 
 
    Sally had her hand in his pants every opportunity. He couldn’t cum, he couldn’t even get hard, but he could feel her hand, and it made him more and more frustrated. 
 
    And he was growing to love the frustration.  
 
    He would hump her hand with his limp dick, and she would turn to him, grab his balls with her other hand, and kiss him. 
 
    In the front seat Judd drove. He was in a hurry, and he didn’t care what Sally or Jeff did as long as they kept a low profile and left him to his driving. 
 
    Some parts of Mexico are rugged. Some parts are modern. Fortunately, the roads they were on were mostly modern. They did have to watch out for sheep or armadillos, but they made good time. 
 
    On the third day they approached a border crossing. 
 
    And crossed. No sign of Amazons. No bother from the male bureaucrats the Amazons often employed. 
 
    “All right,” he grinned. “The Gods are with us.” 
 
    He goosed the SUV and speed picked up. 
 
    Five miles later, it slowed down. 
 
      
 
    The inspection station was buildings made out of tin. A half a dozen cop cars were parked at the side. The lanes narrowed into a chute, and at the chute were a dozen soldiers. They were armed with assault rifles. There were two dogs, large German Shepherds with long tongues and white teeth. 
 
    “Uh, oh.” 
 
    But it wasn’t the military presence that bothered Judd. To the side was an Amazon. She stood in her shiny, form fitting armor and watched Judd through binoculars. Even from afar Judd could tell she was smiling. 
 
    Jeff arranged his clothing and Sally leaned forward between the seats. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Don’t know.” 
 
    Judd slowed down, the line of cars trickled through the station, and the men spread out, moved closer. The Amazon lowered her binoculars and grinned. 
 
    “Do we fight?” asked Jeff. 
 
    “Against the United States of America?” commented Sally. 
 
    “It’s the woman I’m worried about, remarked Judd. 
 
    The cars in front of them went through the station and Judd moved up between pillars and several soldiers. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” said Sally. “I’ll take care of Cindy…” 
 
    “You know her?” 
 
    “Of course I do.” 
 
    “No,” said Judd. “Let it play out. We couldn’t have come so far just to be stopped. 
 
    “But what are we going to do?” asked Jeff. 
 
    Judd, watching the soldiers close in on him, said, “There are forces at play here.” 
 
    That wasn’t much in the way of reassurance. 
 
    Judd rolled down the window and heat rapidly replaced the air conditioning. 
 
    “Step out of the car,” stated the soldier. He had a face like a brick and his weapon was pointing directly at Judd. 
 
    “Certainly,” Judd replied. He undid his seat belt. 
 
    “All of you.” 
 
    Jeff and Sally started to move towards the door. They slid it back and… 
 
      
 
    HO-O-O-NK! 
 
    The soldier kept his rifle on Judd, but he glanced at one of the other soldiers. 
 
    “Car comin, Sarg.” 
 
    Judd looked up the road. It was another SUV. It was caked with dirt and looked like it had traveled a few thousand miles. Which it had. 
 
    “Stay where you are,” warned the sergeant. 
 
    “No problem,” reassured Judd. 
 
    The oncoming SUV moved through a space in the line divider barricade. It was now coming directly for them. Judd could see a woman in the passenger seat. She looked attractive, but scared. 
 
    The man driving was harder to see. He appeared to be very tall and his face was partially obscured by the lip of the roof, and by dust and sunlight on the windshield. 
 
    “Johnny. Go take care of that fool.” 
 
    One of the soldiers peeled off and approached the car that had just arrived. 
 
    Judd could see, in his rear view mirror, the Amazon whose name was Cindy move out to the road so she could better see. She had a frown on her face. Whatever was going to happen, she wasn’t prepared. 
 
      
 
    Johnny moved cautiously towards the SUV. He raised his rifle and aimed at the driver. “Get out!” Yet his voice cracked. Normally, he was brave, right now, everything happening, he wasn’t. 
 
    For a long moment nothing happened. It looked like the big man in the driver’s seat was saying something to the woman. Then the door opened. 
 
      
 
    Inside the SUV Shiela was crying. She could feel Sam. He was changed. Completely. 
 
    Sam turned his large head and looked down at Shiela. “I’m not Sam, not anymore, but I think Sam would want you to close your eyes.” 
 
    He opened the door. 
 
      
 
    Sam stepped out of the car. He was eight feet tall now. He was squat, bulging with muscle. His light shade of beard had become a thick, curly mess. His clothes were splitting like he was a hulk or something. 
 
    His voice was like logs rolling down a mountainside, and he said, “Let them pass.” 
 
      
 
    Judd stared at the giant of a man. The man was like a jacked up version of a Greek soldier at Thermopylae. Of Hannibal standing atop the Alps, a man more imposing than elephants, laughing at the puny Romans. They may have conquered the world, but they hadn’t met a real man. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    He turned to the soldier who was now alternating glances between Judd and Sam. “You better think about letting us go.” 
 
    The soldier licked his lips, turned towards Sam. “Turn around and leave!” 
 
    Sam grinned. A toothy grin that ate wolves for breakfast. 
 
    The sergeant advanced, and so did his corporals. Judd noticed that one of the corporals, though he was moving forward, had pissed in his pants. The corporals with the dogs tried to move forward, but their dogs were whimpering and trying to move away from Sam. 
 
    Sam reached the nearest soldier, the one who had warned him. His hand snapped out like a darting snake and he suddenly held the corporal’s rifle. He swatted the corporal to the side, then bent the rifle in two. 
 
    The sergeant broke. “FIRE!” 
 
    POP…POP…POP! 
 
    The air filled with lead, and Sam began to move. 
 
    Bullets struck his flesh. They caused a puff of dust as they made a crater. 
 
    But not many bullets struck him because he was moving so fast. The second soldier opened his mouth and Sam slapped his body. It flew through the air and hit the steel hut. He collapsed, his eyes open and bleeding. 
 
    Another soldier tried to angle his rapid fire in on Sam, and was tossed through the air. 
 
    The dogs managed to break free and sprinted full tilt into the surrounding sage brush and cactus. 
 
    The Amazon behind Judd turned and ran for her car. She wasn’t cowardly, it was just more important to report what had happened to Nyoka. 
 
    Judd slowly got out of the car. Jeff and Sally stayed in the car, their mouths open. 
 
    The last soldier down, police officers started coming out of the steel shed. 
 
    Sam turned his leonine head towards them and roared. “NO!” 
 
    The cops retreated into the shed. They could be seen peering through the windows. 
 
    Sam walked towards Judd, and as he walked he began to shrink. His clothes didn’t look so split apart now, they just hung on him. His eyes were red and tired. 
 
    Behind him, Shiela got out of their SUV. 
 
    Judd and Sam met between their two SUVs. Sam was now normal size, six foot tall, the same size as Judd. Judd even looked a little bulkier. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Sam. 
 
    Then Shiela had caught him, was hugging him from the side and crying. 
 
    “It’s okay, man. Who are you?” 
 
    “Just a guy. But you shouldn’t have any more trouble.” 
 
    “Are you from Silithia?” 
 
    Sam smiled a rueful smile. “No. I’m from somebody else. I’ve got to go now. You want a ride?” 
 
    “I’m going to Stepforth Valley.” 
 
    Sam frowned. “Oh, yeah. Well, see ya.” 
 
    Sam turned and, with Shiela crying and holding on to him, returned to his SUV. In a half minute the SUV was traveling up the road. Towards the 10. It was moving at an easy 60MPH, no hurry. 
 
    Jeff and Sally stepped up next to Judd. 
 
    “Who the hell was that?” 
 
    Judd turned and looked for Cindy. She was gone. In the confusion she had just driven away. That was fine with Judd. 
 
    “I don’t know,” murmured Judd. “I’m not sure I even want to know.” 
 
    Sally said, “He sure was hot.” 
 
    Then she looked at Judd and Jeff, who were staring at her. 
 
    “In a metaphysical way,” she explained. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
    The Feminization War 
 
      
 
    Sam Worthing drove the dusty SUV down the road. He was traveling at a sedate speed and didn’t mind that cars were passing him. He felt good. A little ‘high,’ as it were. He turned the radio on and found an oldies channel. 
 
    Sam was six foot and 180 pounds. He had muscles, actually looked a little chunky, and had a rugged face with dark eyes that were very penetrative. 
 
    Next to him Shiela sat in the passenger seat and was stunned. They had just been at an inspection station on the US side of the US/Mexican border, and Sam had grown physically. Bullets hadn’t hurt him, and he showed no reluctance to hurt those who waged war against him. 
 
    “Is that what it’s always like?” 
 
    He side glanced, raised his eyebrows. “Is what like?” 
 
    “When you change, when you become someone else.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. When I’m done I’m done. I remember what I did, but…it’s done. Doesn’t matter anymore. 
 
    “But they were shooting guns at you?” 
 
    “Really?” He looked mildly interested. 
 
    “Yes, and they hit you. Didn’t you feel it?” 
 
    “I remember a couple of bees got involved. I wondered why they were stinging me.” 
 
    Shiela stared at her husband. Bullets were bees? 
 
    Then she said: “You didn’t hurt anybody who wasn’t trying to hurt you.” 
 
    “Oh? Well, I guess that’s good. You know what I feel like? A big, fat, root beer float. Maybe A&W. Love their root beer. They usually have that soft stuff in it, and I’d like real ice cream. But…I’m willing to sacrifice. Can you ask your cell phone where the nearest A&W is?” 
 
    She blurted, “Don’t you understand? You were throwing people around. You got shot!” 
 
    “Oh. Well. That happens sometimes.” 
 
    Shiela stared at him as he drove. He seemed at peace with the world. 
 
     
 
    Many miles behind them Judd drove his SUV. 
 
    “Did you see the way that guy was throwing people around? He actually bent that AR 15.” 
 
    Jeff was babbling. He was a man in a woman’s body, except for the penis. He was weaker than he had been, and easily impressed. 
 
    Sally was next to him in the backseat. She was a buxom blonde, an amazing beauty. She had once been an Amazon, but now she was a traitor. She had, in essence, stolen Jeff and seven other women from the Amazons. Not something the Amazons liked. She turned to Judd. “Have you ever seen anything like that before? 
 
    Judd shook his head. 
 
    “Is he on our side? 
 
    “I don’t know. Leastwise he wasn’t on their side, and he didn’t seem concerned about us.” 
 
    In the backseat. “Those soldiers shot him, with guns, and he just shook them off like a dog shakes off fleas.” 
 
    Sally looked at the fourth girl in the van. She had been driving the van when Judd found them at the pyramid of Cholula. She was a Silithian, a follower of Silithia, and she was in deep thought. 
 
    “His name is Sam,” she said. 
 
    Judd and Sally looked at her. 
 
    “Womanland was attacked by somebody. I wasn’t there, but I heard his name was Sam, and he…the fellow who just…he sounds like Sam.” 
 
    “What’s Womanland?” asked Jeff. 
 
    Judd: “He was not friendly to Silithia?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t think so. But Silithia is said to have fought him off. But…this is all rumor. I don’t know anything positive. 
 
    Sally repeated Jeff’s question. “What is Womanland?” 
 
    Judd answered: “It’s a place in a small European country. It’s supposed to have a big castle on it, and it’s where Silithia went after Stepforth Valley was invaded.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Jeff blurted. “We’re going to a place that has been conquered by the Amazons?’ 
 
    Judd guided the SUV through the traffic. He was starting to speed up. 
 
    “The Amazons invaded. They didn’t stay. Silithia was there and they wanted her, but she got away. I understand there are still some Amazons there, but they are a small force, and the Silithians—they frequently refer to themselves as ‘Witches’—are in control.” 
 
    Everybody was silent for a few miles then. This was a lot of information, unfounded rumor, and they digested it slowly. 
 
      
 
    Cindy stopped her car at a rest stop. Nobody was following her, and she didn’t expect them to, and she needed to make a phone call. She had to describe what she had seen at the border inspection station. That large man showing up, the way he tossed bodies around and  ignored bullets. Unbelievable! 
 
    She stepped away from the car. She was a tall blonde with an ample chest. That was enough to make people stare at her, but the Amazon form fitting, shiny armor on her torso and limbs made onlookers stare all the harder. 
 
    She tapped a number in. 
 
    “Yes?” It was one of Nyoka’s assistants. Nyoka was the leader of the Amazons and her assistant would get any messages to her. 
 
    “Judd and three other people crossed the border in Texas.” 
 
    “No sign of the other women?” 
 
    “No. But there is a problem.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “I was not able to apprehend or talk to. Somebody else appeared. He arrived in an SUV with a woman. The woman didn’t get out of the car, but he man was large. He was Silithia large, and…” 
 
    Cindy continued with her report, telling how the large man had decimated a half a dozen soldiers and terrified a dozen Texas Rangers. She ended up with: “It may have been the man who attacked the Silithian stronghold in Europe.” 
 
    “But now he was attacking our people.” 
 
    “Correct.” 
 
    “Hold.” 
 
    A minute passed, and Cindy intuited that Nyoka’s assistant was apprising the leader of the new developments. Then the assistant came back on the line. 
 
    “Instructions. Take a plane to Stepforth Valley. We have re-enforcements coming to meet you. If this large man shows up you will capture him.” 
 
    Cindy accepted the order without complaint, but she was wondering how on earth she could hope to capture the man. Still, with a couple of squads of Amazon warriors, it would be doable. 
 
    “What about if Judd shows up?” 
 
    “Yes. I want him, too.” 
 
    Cindy acknowledged her instructions and hung up. 
 
      
 
    Sam found an Applebee’s in Fort Stockton. He smiled, pulled in, and held the door of the restaurant open for Shiela. 
 
    Shiela was still in shock. Seeing Sam change into…something else…had shaken her mind. Still, she would not betray him again. 
 
    Inside the Applebee’s Sam ordered a hamburger—no pickles—and fries and a root beer float. 
 
    “The girl taking their order was chewing gum, and as she scribbled out their order she queried: “How come you don’t like pickles?” 
 
    Sam grinned. “My dear, pickles are evil. Anybody who likes pickles are evil. You don’t like pickles, do you?” 
 
    The girl laughed. “Not no more. Now that I know how evil they are. And you, ma’am? 
 
    “Coffee. An apple croissant.” 
 
    “You got it,” and the girl disappeared into the kitchen and relayed the order. 
 
    Shiela was still staring at Sam, trying to keep the surprise and fear off her face. 
 
    Sam reached forth and placed his hands on hers. 
 
    She shivered on the inside, but made herself smile on the outside. 
 
    “Honey, I know you’re probably feeling a little weird about me right now. But we’ll probably stop for the night in Houston. Do you feel like making love?” 
 
    Shiela’s heart was suddenly pounding. Make love to Sam. Or…to whatever it was that possessed Sam. 
 
    “Of course I’m back to being myself, at least for a while, so I won’t be so rough on you. And I’m sorry I was so rough the other day. I know that…” 
 
    Blah, blah, blah. Sam talked, and Shiela’s heart felt like it was going to turn into a spinning top. 
 
    She gripped Sam’s wrist with her two hands, squeezed, and whispered, “Please…how do I make you do it rough?” 
 
    Sam didn’t even blink. He just said, “Right when I’m about to cum, give me a punch in the nuts. That should do it. But are you sure?” 
 
    His eyes looked into her. She was now playing a dangerous game, threatening to wake up the monster inside of Sam. 
 
    She met him, looked into his eyes, and said, “Oh, God! I’m sure!” 
 
      
 
    Cindy drove to the nearest airport and everything was ready for her. A small jet was on the tarmac, its motors rumbling. Several men in uniforms were waiting. Enlisted by the Amazon, they carried weapons and looked ready for action. 
 
    Cindy knew there would be more troops, both male and Amazon, picked up on the way to Stepforth Valley. 
 
    “Okay, gentlemen. Let’s move out.” 
 
    The men appraised her figure, the shiny, metallic colored armor, and followed her onto the plane. The ramp had just been pulled up and locked in place when the small jet sped down the runway and into the sky. 
 
    As the jet moved through the sky Cindy pulled up maps and began to study Stepforth Valley. She discussed the valley with the men, assigned duties, and came up with a plan of action for almost every contingency. 
 
    The soldiers listened, spoke their minds,, but it was obvious that Cindy knew what she was planning to do. 
 
      
 
    In Stepforth Valley the Silithians were becoming aware of increased activity by the Amazons. They pulled up their own maps, collated data concerning the movements of the Amazons, and began making their own counter plans. The roads in and out of town were going to be closed. They knew Judd would be coming from the south, so they had to do something. 
 
    But as the Amazons began driving humvees and troop carriers through the streets of the town the Silithians realized they were in danger of having a real battle on their hands. And therein was the problem. 
 
    The Silithians did not want a war. They didn’t want a fight with bullets and casualties. That was not what they were about. But now that they were faced with large numbers of warriors with guns, they might not have a choice. 
 
    The fact of the matter was that the Amazons wanted Judd. 
 
    They also wanted the eight women who had been taken from the Amazonian ship. They wanted Judd because he was traitor to them. They wanted to give the Silithians a black eye. 
 
      
 
    “Where is Judd?” Nyoka asked. “That is the question.” 
 
    Cindy answered, “He’s got to be driving up the highways. There’s been no word of him from the airports, bus terminals, or whatever.” 
 
    “Put cars out on the roads. I’ll send you more people.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    By the time Cindy put down at Stepforth Valley airport every rental car had been rented for her. A hundred Amazons, manned the cars, and they spread out driving south in a spreading cone, filling the roadways and looking for the SUV Judd was driving. 
 
      
 
    The bell hop opened the door and Sam and Shiela entered the room.  
 
    They immediately gravitated to the window with its view of downtown Houston. 
 
    “Texas is big,” murmured Sam. 
 
    The bell hop cleared his throat, “Will that be all, sir?” 
 
    Sam put a twenty in the man’s hand and thanked him. He turned to Shiela and grinned. “Let’s get this party started.” 
 
    Shiela jumped on him, wrapped here legs around him. 
 
    “Monkey love,” she murmured. “Should I kick you in the balls now?” 
 
    “Better let me fix a couple of drinks first.” 
 
    Sam didn’t want to be kicked in the balls. He who lived through Sam did. 
 
    Sam bent to the small refrigerator and selected a couple of miniature bottles of bourbon. There was a can of ice on the counter of the wet bar, so he scooped ice into glasses, poured in the bourbon, and topped it off with a bit of Coke. 
 
    He turned around and Shiela was waiting. She took the bourbon from his hand and kneed him in the balls. Hard. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” grunted Sam, doubling over. 
 
    Inside Sam the other person grinned. 
 
    Shiela watched the red light of rage come into Sam’s eyes. “Again?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” grunted the inner man. Sam winced at the thought as he was taken over and consumed by the larger him. 
 
    Shiela gave it her all this time. She slammed her knee into Sam’s groin with all the force she had. 
 
    Sam grunted, but now didn’t double over. He stepped back, glugged the bourbon and Coke quickly, put the glass down and smiled. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” he said. He reached a hand out and closed it around her throat. His hand was bigger than it had been. It had a rougher texture. The intent behind the hand was slightly meaner. 
 
    Not real meaner, for that who was replacing Sam knew this was love making and not war. 
 
    Shiela dropped her drink and scrabbled at Sam’s hand. 
 
    Sam walked her back to the bed, watched her excited eyes. He pushed, a mere flick of his hand, and she flew back onto the bed. 
 
    Sam took his clothes off, busting buttons, his eyes inflamed with lust. 
 
    “Get undressed,” he whispered, sounding like a bear with a sore throat. 
 
    “Make me,” she whispered. 
 
    Sam grabbed material and ripped. Shiela’s dress flew up to the ceiling fan and started going around. 
 
    She tried to kick him, but he just grabbed her legs, took off her shoes and dropped them to the floor. 
 
    She was in bra and panties and Sam stood above her, his penis engorged, his balls hanging low. 
 
    Shiela’s hairs stood up all over her body. The threat of him, the most elemental man, electrified her, super charged her lust, she pushed back from him, actually feeling fear, but he grabbed her ankle and pulled her body back. 
 
    “Did you like kicking me in the groin?” His voice was like sandpaper rasping against sandpaper. 
 
    She couldn’t talk in his presence, but she nodded, and gulped. 
 
    Sam knelt on the bed. He was definitely bigger, and the bed sagged under his knee. He pushed her legs apart and knelt between them. “All right, honey. You asked for it.” 
 
    He entered her, roughly. 
 
    She gasped, and was amazed that he didn’t tear her up. But his mere presence had moistened her pussy. She was wetter than she had ever been. 
 
    He slid…slid…slid…grinning down at her. 
 
    She held on, felt the bumpy nature of his cock, felt him seat in her with wondrous perfection. 
 
    She was filled like she had never been. 
 
    He started to fuck her. He rammed inward, causing her heart to miss a beat. She thrust her hips up, miraculously wanting more. 
 
    He shoved in, slithering his pole along her channel, touching all her nerve endings.  
 
    She put her arms around him, or tried to. He was wider, thicker, his muscles were huge! 
 
    He slammed downward and the bed broke. Both of the legs at the foot of the bed snapped, and the whole bed slammed into the floor. 
 
    Shiela was hardly aware of that; she was just aware that she was finally, as all women wanted, filled. 
 
    This was the epitome of sex, the pinnacle. 
 
    This was a woman driven to satisfaction. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She blurted. “Oh, God!” 
 
    She held his face then, kissed him, and asked the question. “Who are you? Who are you? 
 
     
 
    Judd knew the Amazons were looking for him. He had been getting gas, the girls inside getting sandwiches, and he had seen a car pass on the freeway. The car had several people in it. It looked like two Amazons and a soldier. At least he had seen what looked like a weapon through the window. 
 
    He looked over to the side of the service station and saw a tow truck. It was battered, shabby, and ugly. But it had new snow tires and it looked like it was in working condition. 
 
    Judd stopped gassing and drove the SUV to the rear of the little market. He walked into the garage attached to it and asked, “Who owns the tow truck?” 
 
    A pimply kid sitting at a little table in a corner raised a hand, “Need a tow?” 
 
    Judd walked over to the table. “Five thousand dollars. And you can have the 2015 SUV behind his place. 
 
    The kid’s jaw dropped. 
 
    Judd waited.  
 
    “I paid $4000 for it, and I put $3000 into it.” 
 
    “Fifteen thousand. Do you have the pink slip?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Never mind. Come on over to the ATM machine.” 
 
    Dazed, the kid left his hamburger and followed Judd. Judd inserted a card. The machine didn’t have enough money. It stopped at $7000. 
 
    “Do you know where there’s a bank?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    “Come on,” he grinned. “Give me a ride in my new truck.” 
 
    The kid grinned, and fifteen minutes later Judd pulled up in front of the market. The kid jumped down, waved thanks and ran around to the SUV, and Sally and Jeff climbed aboard.  
 
    Only three could fit in the tow truck, so the original driver of the SUV was left to get to Stepforth Valley on her own. 
 
    Judd waved, and pulled the tow truck out into the traffic. 
 
     
 
    The Amazons were gathering at the entrance to Stepforth Valley. They clustered in groups, received assignments, and surrounded the valley. 
 
    Soldiers appeared, and all were under the command of the Amazons. 
 
    Police cars started patrolling the highways leading to Stepforth Valley. 
 
    Sergeant William McCandless was cruising along highway 20 when he saw the SUV. It was dirty and he couldn’t see through the tinted front window, but the license was what it was. He called it in. 
 
    The pimply kid, whose name was John Sawyer, was happy as a clam. He had a new car, late model but newer than what he normally drove. He also had enough money in his pocket to buy another used tow truck and fix it up. 
 
    God was great, beer is good, but people…ha! People were crazy! 
 
    The red and blue lights flashed in his rear view mirror. 
 
    “Oh, crap.” he muttered. “Another day shot to shit!” 
 
    He pulled over. 
 
    The cop car pulled in behind him, and nothing happened. 
 
    The cop stayed in his car. 
 
    John started to get out of his car. 
 
    “Stay in your car!” the loudspeaker blared. 
 
    Puzzled, John closed the door. 
 
    A minute later two more cars pulled in. They weren’t cop cars, they looked like rental cars. They nosed in and prevented him from leaving. 
 
    Women stepped out of the cars, but not regular women. These were tall and beautiful, and they wore shiny armor. Damn! they were built. 
 
    Three of them gathered at his window. “Where’s Judd?” 
 
    “The guy who sold me this car?” 
 
    The three women looked at each other, and the air just went out of them. They turned around, went back to their vehicles and drove off. Then the cop car behind him pulled onto the highway and left. 
 
    John shook his head, thoroughly puzzled, and drove away. 
 
    The Amazons didn’t know it, but they had just screwed up. They didn’t ask what kind of car John had. If they had, they would have been hot on Judd’s trail, and they would have captured him long before he reached Stepforth Valley. But they didn’t, and so do the little things effect the greater pictures. 
 
     
 
    Sam and Shiela, smiles on their faces, left Houston in the morning. 
 
    They drove east on the ten, going through Louisiana, Mississippi and Alabama. 
 
    They traveled through squalls, pointed out the sights to each other, and it was turning into a virtual honeymoon. They were in Florida when Shiela asked the question: “Who are you, Sam.” 
 
    “Sam,” he grinned at her. 
 
    “No, I mean, who is the other you? The one that likes being kicked in the nuts and turns into a fighting demon?” 
 
    Sam’s face lost expression and he considered her question.  
 
    “When I change I become bigger, more me. I become so big, and I see so many things that it’s almost a pleasure to return to just being good, old Sam.” 
 
    “And when you are that way you’re bigger, stronger, and…you can do things.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “So where did you come from?” 
 
    “Silithia didn’t tell you?” 
 
    “She…said things. But…you’re you. You know what really happened. You know who you are better than I do, or Silithia, for all her intuition and power. So I need to hear it from you. 
 
    Sam sighed, and began talking. 
 
    “When we were in Womanland. All the torture, the way i was treated, I was okay with that. But when you whipped me…” 
 
    Shiela almost started crying at that. That was her worst memory in her life. The day she had betrayed Sam. But then he had changed, and she needed to know more. 
 
    “You whipped me and I started coming undone. And then when I tried to escape…that was more pain than I had ever experienced in a dozen lifetimes.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispered. They were driving through a land of sunshine, but there was a black cloud in her mind.  
 
    “For what? Waking me up? Making me come to life? Greatest thing you ever did.” 
 
    “And that’s why you didn’t leave me?” 
 
    He smiled. “I didn’t leave you because I love you.” 
 
    Shiela gave a wan smile. In the midst of all her hurt was sunshine. 
 
    “Anyway, there was a doctor, and she tried to change me into a woman. But she couldn’t, and who I was reacted.” 
 
    Shiela turned to him then, “Who are you, Sam?” 
 
    And there it was. This was the question that she had to know the answer to, but which Sam needed to verbalize. He needed to admit who he was. 
 
    He found a rest stop, pulled into it and faced his wife. 
 
      
 
    Judd knew the Amazons were after him. He saw the presence of more cop cars. He saw vehicles with Amazons in them. He left the freeway and took backroads. It slowed him down, but it was his only choice. It was only a matter of time before they caught up to John and figured out he was driving a tow truck. 
 
    Sally was looking at maps constantly, trying to find the most circuitous routes, hoping what she found wouldn’t slow them down too much. 
 
    Stepforth Valley is, as its name implies, a valley. It is in a heavily wooded area of Tennessee. There are the main roads that merge into a single entry road, a rear road that isn’t much more than mud and ruts, and a couple of fire trails that ring the valley. 
 
    Judd drove around the valley. He passed isolated farms, a few meadows dotted with cows, and a lot of trees. Halfway alongside the valley he angled up a fire trail into the treeline. He looked at Sally and Jeff. “Ready for a little adventure?” 
 
    Judd turned the tow truck around and backed up the slope. Eventually the tires slipped and he could make no more progress. 
 
    They got out of the truck and examined the situation.  
 
    “Pull the two cable up the slope as far as you can and hook it around a tree.” 
 
    Sally and Jeff did, Judd powered up the motor, the winch whined, and the truck backed up the slope. 
 
    When he got near the first tree Judd angled to the side and stopped the rig. 
 
    Sally and Jeff hauled the cable up the slope and found another tree. 
 
    In this manner, fifty feet at a time, the tow truck pulled itself up the steep, gravely slope. Two hours later they were perched atop the crest of the mountain and they peered down into Stepforth Valley. 
 
    The town was on the right, main street with a couple of side streets. Along the side of the valley closest to them were houses. Little cracker box suburbia. At the left end of the valley was the complex where Silithia had lived, and where her scientists had played with chemicals, cosmetics, and other things that changed men into women. 
 
    Judd had memories of this place. They had started turning him into a girl in this place, then Silithia…she had rescued him, shown him a different world. 
 
    Shown him a truth. 
 
    Now he had to come back, find Silithia. He had to get Jeff to her, and he had to help here stave off the Amazons. 
 
    “Okay. Are you ready for a wild ride?” 
 
    Sally and Jeff looked down the steep sides of the valley. They were going to have to go between trees, break out into the valley, avoid the Amazons, and make it to the shelter of the main complex. 
 
    “Yep,” said Jeff. 
 
    Sally just murmured, “Shit.” 
 
     
 
    Sam said to Shiela: “When God created man he created the weakest of creatures. No jaws, no claws, no natural protection of any kind. Yes, he had a mind, but that would take time to evolve. But this weakest of creatures needed protection until his mind could develop, until he stopped trying to fight like an animal and could understand love. For that purpose God created me, and others like me. As man evolved the need for creatures like me no longer existed. I slept in men like Sam.” 
 
    Such a simple explanation, and yet it explained everything. 
 
    “Do you have a name?” 
 
    “No.” He waited a second, then: “Mankind has called us by various names. Silithia referred to me as a warlock. Witches pursue love. Silithia is love. I pursue war. I am a Master of Chaos, and the fiercer the battle the more I awake.” 
 
    “Like the Hulk.” 
 
    Sam smiled. “I suppose so. At any rate, I have long had an affinity for that sad creature.” 
 
    “Sad?” 
 
    “He fights when threatened. Nothing threatens me, so I fight only when those I protect are threatened.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t look that far ahead. When the call comes I will go to where I am needed. Until then…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We’re on vacation.” 
 
    And Sam laughed. 
 
    Shiela, of course, was terrified.  
 
    The more she learned the more horrible it all seemed. 
 
    The saving grace, however, was the one thing she was certain of: no matter who, or what, Sam was…she loved him. 
 
      
 
    Judd, Sally and Jeff sat in the front seat. They were crowded, shoulder to shoulder, Jeff positioned between the two spring seats that made up the front seating. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Are we ready?” 
 
    Sally said, “Yep.” 
 
    “Jeff said, “Never.” 
 
    Judd released the brake and the tow truck started coasting. 
 
    At first it was a smooth ride. Just a slide down grassy slopes, a few trees to be avoided, a few light bumps. Sally even said, “This isn’t so bad…” Then they hit the heavier forest. 
 
    Flying off boulders their heads hit the roof of the tow truck, and it wasn’t padded. Falling down onto the spring seats they bottomed out, their butts taking a pounding.  
 
    Jeff had no seat, he fell back between the two seats, struck hard metal. The worst thing, however, was that his tits bounced. He had never experienced the joy of bouncing mammaries, and he didn’t know how it could hurt. He realized pretty quickly he was being socked in a sensitive sex organ. 
 
    Around the trees, all three bodies being tossed to the side, banging into the door and each others. Another bump, the truck scraping a tree, off a boulder and down a sheer slope of small rocks. 
 
    During a brief moment of easy coasting Judd asked, “Somebody turn on the radio.” 
 
    Sally and Jeff laughed even as their rubs were jounced up and down. 
 
    Across the valley, at the entrance on the other side of town, heads turned. Amazons and soldiers could see the flash of color, could hear the truck as  it careened downslope. 
 
    “It’s Judd!” yelled somebody, and everybody ran for cars, or being in cars, turned quickly and aimed for where they thought he might come out. 
 
    There were four buildings atop the complex and the Silithians were standing guard. Fingers were pointed and shouts reached outward. Shortly a squad of Silithians gathered in the front of the building. They watched the truck crash through the brush and veer around tall trees. They could hear the crunching of metal, and they watched as cars came out of the town and headed for the slope. 
 
    “Can he make it?” breathed a Silithian. 
 
    “Pray to God,” came an answer. 
 
    Inside the cab Sally had been knocked unconscious. She had been bounced up into the ceiling too many times. Judd had managed to hold to the wheel and keep himself down, at least protecting himself from cranial impact. 
 
    Jeff, however, was faring the best. He was wedged in between the front seats and was hanging on for dear life. 
 
    The steepness of the slope gave way to a milder incline and the tow truck burst out of the foliage above the cookie cutter houses. 
 
    Jeff pulled himself up, grabbed Sally and held on. 
 
    “Okay,” muttered Judd. “Here we go.” 
 
    He went through a backyard, across a street, though some more yards, then burst out onto the street just below the houses. 
 
    A car came from the right, hit its brakes, and squealed past in front of the truck. 
 
    The truck bounced over the curb and hurtled through a tall grass meadow. 
 
    Cars behind him tried to follow, but couldn’t build up enough speed. 
 
    In front of him cars were attempting to navigate the circular road to the complex. It was close, but Judd streaked across another road, flew across the lawn, and ran right into the entrance to the building furthest to the left. 
 
    Cars screeched to a stop behind the truck and women and soldiers piled out. 
 
    The women had spears, and a few of them had bows and arrows. The men had assault rifles, black and deadly. 
 
    They rushed the building, clambered over the smashed truck and searched for Judd and his two companions. 
 
    But the windshield was gone and there was no sign of anybody. 
 
    Judd, Sally and Jeff had escaped. 
 
    The Silithians had pried Judd and the others out of the tow truck, pulled them through the front of the car and hustled them down a corridor. 
 
    They reached a stairway and ran down it. Two Silithians helping Sally. 
 
    At the bottom of the stairway they ran down a tunnel. This was the tunnel system that connected the buildings of the complex. 
 
    Judd gasped, “Silithia! I must speak to her.” 
 
    One of the Silithians grunted. “You’re too late. She left yesterday.” 
 
    “For where?” 
 
    “Womanland.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    Judd kept moving. He was stunned. He was sure he would find Silithia here. And she had been here! But now she was on the other side of the world, and he was trapped in Stepforth Valley. 
 
    He could hear the voices of Amazons behind him. 
 
    Jeff, running beside him, asked, “What does that mean?” 
 
    “For you, nothing. For me…I need to talk to her.” 
 
    They reached another complex and ascended through the building. This wasn’t the administration building, it was a science building, where the Silithians had explored chemicals that could change men into women. 
 
    The Amazons would head straight for the admin building, they would come last to a building they already knew about, so Judd would be safe for a while. 
 
    They were taken to an office on the third floor where they were told to wait. Judd went to a big picture window and looked out at the valley. 
 
    The Amazons were invading once again.  
 
    “This is not good.” 
 
    “What’s not good?” 
 
    Judd turned to face…Donna. Donna had been in charge of a scientific section, she had changed him into a woman at one point. 
 
    And he had beaten her. 
 
    Now she wasn’t looking so beaten. Silithia had been working her magic and had resurrected the shattered woman. 
 
    “Hello, Donna.” 
 
    “What’s not good?” she approached him, stopped, faced him. 
 
    He could see desire in her face, he could feel her lust, but he wasn’t here for that. 
 
    “Silithia is at Womanland.” 
 
    Donna said nothing for a long moment, then she walked around a desk and sat down. “Have a seat.” To an assistant, “Bourbon and Coke, i believe. And for your friend?” 
 
    “This is Jeff.” 
 
    If Donna was surprised that a beautiful woman had a male name she didn’t show it. Of course, she had turned many men into women. 
 
    “I’d like to speak to Silithia, and Jeff needs to be turned back into a man.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    Both Judd and Donna turned to him. 
 
    Donna said, “You’ll have to get permission if you want to be a woman.” 
 
    Judd explained, “Men have to earn the right to be women here. They can change you back, but for you to proceed, you need to get an official OK. 
 
    “From who?” 
 
    “A board, but the final approval comes from Silithia herself.” 
 
    Jeff didn’t even hesitate. “Where’s Silithia.” 
 
    Donna sighed. “I might as well tell you. Silithia is in Womanland. She left yesterday.” 
 
    “That’s why I’ve got to talk to her.” 
 
    “Tell me first.” 
 
    “No. You’re a piece of shit and I won’t have anything to do with you.” 
 
    “Then you get nothing.” 
 
    “If you don’t put me in contact with Silithia right now she will be mad.” 
 
    “Says you.” 
 
    “Guarantees me. Furthermore, if you don’t put me in communication, right now, I will walk out the front door.” 
 
    “Go over to the Amazons?” 
 
    “They will take me to Womanland.” 
 
    “But they won’t let you go. You would never get onto the grounds, let alone the castle.” 
 
    “I’ll risk it.” 
 
    They stared at each other. Mexican stand off. Then Donna broke. She reached to the phone on her desk, tapped a number, and said, “Direct line to Silithia.” She spoke to Judd. “She might not want to talk to you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    But a minute later Silithia’s rich tones came through the phone speaker. “Judd.” 
 
    “Amazons are gathering to attack. They have the numbers now, and they have infiltrated military organizations in a number of countries.” 
 
    “Report to Womanland with as many of my subjects as you can bring.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Donna’s eyes were now wide. “She speaks to you.” 
 
    “Things have changed since last we met. I need to gather all your people in the administration building.” 
 
    “Of course,” she picked up the phone. 
 
    “Except for you.” 
 
    Donna turned white. “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “You, my dear, are going to provide a distraction. 
 
      
 
    Sam bypassed Disneyland. He headed south for Miami. 
 
    He stopped at the finest restaurants, they stayed at five star hotels, they made love every night. 
 
    Amazingly, Sam’s nuts were recovered every morning. 
 
    The same couldn’t be said for Shiela vagina. 
 
    She was aching and sore every morning, but by night she was recovered enough, and dizzy with desire, that she kicked him in the chestnuts again. 
 
    “How come no Disneyland?” asked Shiela. 
 
    “They arrested a bunch of pedos there. People are calling the place ‘pedo-land.’” 
 
    “You’re kidding me!” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    They drove through the Everglades, the monstrous swamp, to Miami. 
 
    Again, they dined luxuriously, stayed in the finest hotel, and looked down from the penthouse on one of the most beautiful cities in America. 
 
    They went dancing, drank too much, and went giggling to their hotel room. 
 
    Standing by the window looking out over Biscayne Bay they swayed to soft music, kissed passionately, and lost their clothes. 
 
    “How long are we going to do this?” 
 
    “This vacation?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.” She grabbed his dong, it was huge, and twisted it mercilessly. 
 
    Sam grunted, grinned, and said, “Maybe a week.” 
 
    He picked her up and carried to the huge bed. He tossed her into the air and she landed on the massive mattress. She laughed, kicked at him, but he avoided her feet and crawled between her legs. 
 
    She kneed for his balls, but he twisted a thigh. 
 
    “Stop that! Let me kick you!” 
 
    He nuzzled her, rubbing his beard into her neck. “Maybe you should try some pain.” 
 
    “Maybe you should let me have what I want.” 
 
    “I want your cock!” 
 
    He gripped her nipple with one hand, pinched it and twisted. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    But he wasn’t that hard, and he was persistent. 
 
    Suddenly she was wiggling, trying to relieve the pressure…even though it was causing her tits to burn and her pussy to grow even more wet. 
 
    Then Sam spread his legs. She reached down, didn’t bother to kick him, just grabbed his testicles and squeezed as hard as she could. 
 
    Sam grunted, groaned, and laughed. His voice had gone low, and he gripped her wrists hard so she would let go. 
 
    “Okay, bitch,” he kissed her. 
 
    “Okay, bastard,” she responded, breathless from the intensity of his lips. 
 
    He shoved, and she thrust up to meet him, to take him all in. 
 
    “GAH!” she groaned. 
 
    He began to move in and out, and she held on and sobbed. 
 
    This was what she wanted. This. 
 
      
 
    “Jeff. I want you to stay here.” 
 
    “I want to go to Womanland.” 
 
    “Even if I took you, Silithia would just tell you to come back.” 
 
    Jeff sulked. 
 
    “Look. You have a wife. You need to find out if she knew anything about the Amazons, or Silithia. If she’s clean, not conflicted, then you can level with her about being a woman.” 
 
    “What does she have to do with it?” 
 
    “If you can get her on your side then you’ll have a sponsor. Every candidate for change must have a few people behind him. “I’ll back you up, so will Sally, and I have a few friends that will help. But if your wife, your first real contact with the virtues of womanhood, doesn’t get behind you, you’ll be at a big disadvantage. Where does she live?” 
 
    “We live in San Francisco.” 
 
    “Okay. Go to there. Do you have enough money to get there?” 
 
    Jeff chuckled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I got fired, then shanghaied. It’s what started this whole thing.” 
 
    Judd grunted. He turned to Donna. “Get him money, any other help he needs.” 
 
    Donna nodded. 
 
    “Okay, see you,” Judd turned and walked out of Donna’s office. 
 
      
 
    In the front building office of the complex fifty Silithians were gathered. They wore their armor, but they weren’t carrying weapons. Donna held a cell phone and watched the Amazons build a barricade of cars around the entrance. Finally, one Amazon stepped forward. Donna opened the front door and walked out to meet her. 
 
    They stopped three feet apart and the Amazon spoke first. “Judd is our property. Give him to us, and the ones who came in with him, and there is no more need for hostility.” 
 
    Donna began to obfuscate. “First, you will notice that I have no weapons. You may shoot us, if you wish, but…” 
 
      
 
    At the back of the administration building Judd faced several hundred Silithians. He gave his last instructions to them. 
 
    “If you manage to avoid the Amazons you must go to Womanland. Womanland is about to be attacked, and they need every woman.” 
 
    The Silithians all nodded. They kept a disciplined silence, and prepared themselves. 
 
    “Okay, is everybody ready to go?” 
 
    More nods. 
 
    Judd spoke into a cell phone. “Go.” 
 
      
 
    Donna stopped talking and raised and lowered an arm. Behind her the Silithians simply walked out, hands up, and spread out in a line. 
 
    The Amazons stared. The Silithians had no weapons. What kind of a battle was this going to be. 
 
    The Amazon in charge raised her hands out to the sides in a ‘stop’ motion. 
 
    “They have no weapons!” 
 
    The Amazons, puzzled lowered their weapons, and the Silithians charged. 
 
    To their credit, the Amazons didn’t use their weapons. 
 
    “Contain them!” screamed the leader, but that was easier said than done. Just because the Amazons had no weapons didn’t mean they didn’t know how to fight. They leaped over the cars, throwing themselves at the enemy. They kicked, they punched, they bit. 
 
    Harsh yells erupted over the battlefield. 
 
    Some Silithians made it through the waiting troops. They scattered, sprinted across the valley. Not for cover, but merely to get the Amazons to follow them. 
 
    The leader called over the radio. 
 
    “Troops to the front! We need more people!” 
 
    In the back of the complex the Amazons stirred. They listened to the yells and screams. They heard commands over their cell phones. 
 
    They finally broke. They charged around the sides of the administration building and headed for the front of the complex. Nothing was happening back here, and they were needed at the front. 
 
    Judd smiled. When the Amazons were gone he opened the doors and hundreds of Silithians poured forth. They trotted through the fields in back of the complex, and into the woods. 
 
    Fifty Silithians had sacrificed themselves that Judd and the majority could make their escape. The Amazons would finally find out, but it would be too late. Judd was on his way to Womanland. 
 
     
 
    Womanland covers a thousand acres in a small country in Europe. It was actually modeled after OWK. 
 
    OWK stands for ‘Other World Kingdom.’ It was created in 1996 and was heralded around the world for its commitment to femdom. It has its own police force, currency, passports, courts and so on. It is a true micronation. 
 
    BDSM is a necessary part of the country. Men simply must learn their places. They must be brought under the rule of women. The stated goal OF OWK was to ‘to get as many male creatures under the unlimited rule of Superior Women on as much territory as possible.’ 
 
    Silithia recognized the superior structure of the country and beliefs, and modeled Womanland after that country. 
 
    The thousand acres were surrounded by tall, thick stone walls. Ancient walls constructed in another time, and upgraded by Silithia to modern standards and conveniences. 
 
    Half the country was thick forest, rich in animal life, and, except for lone trails, was left to itself. 
 
    In front of the forest were the fields where the men labored. These were the men who had sinned against women. Abrasive in attitude, not giving proper respect, these men labored in the fields to provide the fresh vegetables for Womanland. 
 
    At the back of the property was the castle. This was a monstrous affair built hundreds of years before and, except for certain security embellishments and modern improvements, kept in the same condition. 
 
    Large halls, ramparts, towers with flags unfurled, Womanland stood as a testament to the industry and vision of Silithia and woman everywhere. 
 
    Under the castle were the dungeons where men were taught their catechism before being allowed to work in the fields. This was where torture chambers abounded and men begged for mercy. 
 
    At least until the tragedy of Sam Worthing. Now the dungeons were used more gently. No one wanted what happened to Sam Worthing to happen again. 
 
    Silithia preferred a relatively small chamber for her work. She had book shelves with ancient texts, comfortable seating, and a simple table behind which she sat and dispensed justice and instructions. 
 
    The furniture in the chamber, except for a few pieces reserved for normal sized humans, was constructed for Silithia’s large body. 
 
    Silithia herself was eight foot tall. Her measurements were 48 by 36 by 48. She had started life as a midget, but once unleashed she never stopped growing. 
 
    She was still growing an inch or two few years. 
 
    At that moment she put down the telephone. Judd had come through. He had convinced the Amazons to take him back, and he had discovered their plans. 
 
    War. They had invaded Stepforth Valley and gotten nothing for it. Silithia had escaped, valuable data concerning experiments for turning men into women had been destroyed, and the Amazons had left frustrated. 
 
    Silithia sat back in her large chair and tapped her teeth with a pencil. 
 
    War. 
 
    And this time they were going to be serious. 
 
    “Ann,” she addressed one of her assistants. “Pull up Stepforth Valley. I want security cameras and the satellite feed. 
 
    Ann, wearing the armor of the Queen’s Guard, moved rapidly to comply. Within a minute the happenings at Stepforth Valley were being displayed on the far wall. 
 
    Silithia watched the confrontation with the Amazons. She smiled at how Judd had escaped. 
 
    But she frowned at the actions of the Amazons. 
 
    They were well armed. Not just bows and arrows, or spears, but military hardware, and men. They had a large force of men working for them. 
 
    So they must have compromised the US government. Well, that wasn’t hard to do. A more corrupt bunch of crooks there never was. 
 
    But where did that leave her? 
 
    Judd was being pursued, had been pursued for over a week, and that meant the Amazon’s plans for Womanland must be well under way. 
 
    “Meeting. Right now. All section leaders, top rank of the Guard. Five minutes.” 
 
    Ann ran for the outer office and grabbed a microphone. 
 
    “Attention! Meeting of section leaders and top rank of the Queen’s Guard. Five minutes.” 
 
    Ann had been chosen for her position because she had a high quotient of intuition. Now she intuited the urgency in Silithia’s commands, and her words spurred the persons called for the meeting to a frantic race through the castle. 
 
    Five minutes later Silithia watched as the last of her people pushed into the small room and stood at attention. 
 
    These were incredibly beautiful women. Not a man among them, and she was sorry for that. She would have liked a man’s thoughts concerning the upcoming war. 
 
    “Womanland is about to be invaded. Amazons are on their way, and we must prepare. All tourists are to be sent away.  
 
    “Jane, I want our pantries full. Hit the nearby villages and get canned goods, other non-perishables, anything we might need for a protracted siege. 
 
    “Wendy, I want doors, windows, any place of potential entrance to be shored up. Use as many men as you need. 
 
    “Diane, I want a complete inventory of our arms. Make a list of things we need.” 
 
    Silithia went on and on, giving instructions, asking for advice. When she finally stopped the question came up: “How long before…?” 
 
    “I have no idea. Our agent found out a week ago, so it’s a good chance they are already here. Sandy, please conduct a very discreet reconnaissance of the woods.” 
 
      
 
    The jumbo jet flew high in the stratosphere. It was midway between Miami and Africa. 
 
    In the back bathroom Sam had lifted Shiela up and pressed her against the door. He kissed her neck, groped her breasts, and reached under her skirt. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Shiela wheezed. 
 
    “You always wanted to be a member of the Mile High Club, right.” 
 
    “I do now,” she bit his neck and reached for one of his nipples. She couldn’t get to his balls, couldn’t kick him, and she wanted to put him over the edge again. She wanted her Warlock. 
 
    Outside the door two men listened to the rumbling and grumbling of their voices. Their faces had twisted smiles. 
 
    Shiela pulled on his nipple, twisted, and Sam started to react. He lifted her skirt, ripped her panties, and rammed into her. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    A stewardess came down the aisle. “Everything okay?” 
 
    The two men looked at each other and snickered. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    The stewardess paused, studied each of them, then heard the bumping of an ass against the thin door. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sor—“ 
 
    “Hey, never mind. We all wish.” 
 
    Still the stewardess wanted to knock on the door and call the captain, or the air marshal, but she allowed herself to be stopped. Then, for a long minute, all three listened to the growling, bumping evidence of lust. 
 
    “Shiela had her arms around Sam’s neck. She was hugging him, gasping, and in heaven. She felt herself climbing the hill, then the world broke apart and she wasn’t holding anything, just lost in an endless orgasm. 
 
    The three on the other side of the door suddenly found themselves silently laughing. 
 
    The two men high fived, and the stewardess found herself raising her own hand for a five. 
 
    A short minute and the door opened. 
 
    Sam and Shiela stopped and stared at the grinning threesome, then they grinned. Shiela, properly embarrassed, scuttled down the aisle. Sam just swaggered after her. 
 
    Back in their seats, Sam and Shiela sat back and chuckled. 
 
    “Are we really going to see lions?” 
 
    “Lions and tigers and bears.” 
 
    “Oh, my.” 
 
    And they laughed some more. 
 
      
 
    Judd entered the forest with a hundred other Silithians and they trotted through the dark greenery. There was no sign of the Amazons. 
 
    Of course the Amazons wouldn’t give up. Judd knew that. But he was surrounded by some very dedicated women, and it would take time for the Amazons to figure out what had happened. 
 
    Hours later they came to a highway. It was the 441 and it lead to Pigeon Forge. 
 
    Pigeon Forge, the home of Dolly Parton’s theme parks, the Titanic Museum, and…an airport. 
 
    Just inside the woods Judd held a meeting. The hundred odd Silithians gathered around and listened. 
 
    “We’ve got to get to Womanland, all of us. The Gatlinburg Airport is within fifty miles. We’re going to break up into smaller groups of four or five. We need to rent cars, or steal them. If you can’t get a plane at Gatlinsburg you’re going to need to go to one of the other airports. Make sure your group has cell phones and back ups. Any questions?” 
 
    There were none, and the women began breaking up into groups and making plans and deciding on airports. 
 
    Judd and Sally and a short lady name of Thomasina walked out to the freeway. Judd already had a plan, and that included flagging down the first car that came along. 
 
    The first one nearly hit him, so Sally stepped in front of the second car. 
 
    A screech of tires, brakes heating up, and the second car slid to a stop. Sally grinned at Judd. “It’s just harder to hit a beautiful woman than an ugly man.” 
 
    The driver of the car was an old lady and Judd stepped up to the window and held up a sheaf of bills. He had replenished his supply of money in Stepforth Valley, and he said, “$10,000 for a ride to the Gatlinsburg Airport. 
 
    Ten seconds later the car had three extra passengers and the old lady was pedal to the metal. 
 
    Behind them women were coming out of the forest and stopping cars. 
 
    “Where you all come from?” asked the old lady. “Ain’t nothing around here ‘cept that Stepforth Valley place.” And she confided, “My cousin, Nancy, she told me that place is filled with Lesbians. Lord knows I don’t have no truck with Lesbians. You ain’t Lesbians are you?” 
 
    Judd was in the front seat and he answered. “I am.” 
 
    The old lady glanced suspiciously at him. You’re what?” 
 
    “I like women. Doesn’t that make me a Lesbian?” 
 
    The old lady blinked, then she chortled. “You’re a scamp, that’s what you are.” 
 
    But the ice had been broken, and they were on their way to the Gatlinburg Airport. 
 
      
 
    Silithia walked along the ramparts. Men from the fields were bringing boulders up from the ground. They stacked them along the high walls, ready for throwing over the walls and onto the heads of attackers. 
 
    The men were basically slaves, but slaves to love. They loved that women were in control of them, and they loved to hustle the large rocks up to the high ramparts. They even loved the loving whipping that occurred when they weren’t fast enough. 
 
    Below, on the ground floor of the castle and in the main halls, men were shaping arrows, fletching them and putting sharp points on them. Is it going to come to this? wondered Silithia, when she had inspected the arrow construction. 
 
    She passed a row of cauldrons with boiling oil in them. Once upon a time they would have required hot fires, now it was done with electricity. 
 
    Who would have thunk, she marveled. 
 
    She ascended a circular staircase inside a turret and came to a window. From here she could see Silithians practicing formations in the front yard. She could see a deer at the far end of the field, daring to browse in the vegetable garden now that the men were elsewhere. 
 
    And, she saw a glimpse of metal. 
 
    “Glasses,” she held out a hand and binoculars were placed in her hand. She raised them to her eyes and focused on the bit of metal. 
 
    It was Amazonian armor. With patience, she could make out a half a dozen of the large women working at the edge of the forest. 
 
    So they were here. Probably making siege machines, catapults and trebuchets. Ruining her precious wood for weapons of war. 
 
    Of course, and she was doing the same. 
 
    But they had come to her. She wasn’t invading them. 
 
    Silithia frowned. She had seen war up close and personal. She had seen tanks rumbling across fields, blowing up a castle, her castle, and she had seen a thousand men slaughtering each other. 
 
    She didn’t want to go to war. She didn’t care about conquering the world; she just wanted to help mankind evolve. 
 
    How could the Amazons not understand that? 
 
    But they didn’t. 
 
    “Patricia,” she called one of her assistants.  
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Take a white flag, go to the end of the field and find out if there is any meeting ground, any compromise we can reach.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” and the shapely woman hurried down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Three minutes later Patricia exited the big doors and strode across the drive and into the fields. She was holding a white flag. 
 
    Silithia stood in the turret, watched with binoculars. 
 
    Patricia walked across the fields, through the dirt furrows, and stopped. She was fifty feet from the forest. 
 
    For a long minute nothing happened. Then a woman came out of the thick shrubbery. She was statuesque. She was over six feet tall, and she was dressed in armor and had a gold crown on her head. 
 
    Silithia intuited: Nyoka. 
 
    It was as if she had spoken into the woman’s head, into Nyoka’s brain. The Queen of the Amazons glanced at the castle, at the tall turret where Silithia watched. 
 
    Then Patricia spoke. 
 
    “I am Patricia and I speak for Silithia. 
 
    “I am Nyoka, and I speak for me.” 
 
    “Silithia would ask if there is some compromise that can be reached. We are all women, we all seek a better path for mankind. Surely there can be a meeting of the minds on our situation.” 
 
    Nyoka made a moue as she listened to Patricia. Her eyes, though beautiful, were half lidded and and a sneer was started upon her lips. 
 
    Nyoka raised a hand. 
 
    Patricia didn’t hear the arrow that struck her, she just felt the pain that was bone deep as the iron tip penetrated her skin and hit her shoulder blade. 
 
    Nyoka stepped back as Patricia spun to her knees and looked up. Pain and disbelief were etched upon her face. 
 
    “I come in peace!” 
 
    “You go in pieces.” 
 
    Nyoka raised her hand and made a fist, then lowered it. 
 
    Now Patricia heard the arrows. Sssst. Thunk. An arrow sprouted out of her abdomen. 
 
    Patricia looked back at the turret. A black speck atop the structure, but there was nothing Silithia could do for her. 
 
    Sssst. Thunk. Sssst. Thunk. 
 
    An arrow in her thigh, another one, striking her hard enough to bring her down on her side. She tried to stand up, to return to the castle. 
 
    Sssst. Thunk. Sssst. Her chest, her shoulder. She was looking like a pin cushion now. She was crying, but issued no sound. 
 
    Sssst. Thunk. Sssst. Thunk. 
 
    Until finally she fell and did not move. 
 
    Nyoka sauntered back into the forest. 
 
    Atop the castle of Womanland Silithia’s hands were clenched in rage. She had sent Patricia to her death. And there would be more deaths. Many more. And there seemed to be nothing she could do. 
 
    She turned and descended through the castle. She was the most advanced woman on earth, and she was powerless. 
 
      
 
    Patricia was left to lay upon the fertile soil of Womanland. Her corpse gathered flies, and would rot. In the forest Amazons chopped down old growth trees. They harvested the ancient wood and cut it into pieces. They were building a siege engine. A tall structure they would roll to the castle. The castle walls would be cut down to a size and the siege machine would lower a platform and the Amazons would rush across the platform to invade the castle. 
 
    Fifty yards to the right of the siege engine was a trebuchet. 
 
    The Amazons sawed and chopped, dragged thick hawsers through the forest, drilled holes in planks and beams, and collected huge boulders to act as missiles. 
 
    The tops of the structures could be seen from the castle. 
 
    And now that hostilities had commenced, Amazons blocked all entrance and egress to the land. 
 
    Of course, Silithia had sent tourists packing as soon as she found out Womanland was about to be attacked. 
 
    Deliveries were ceased. Womanland was effectively isolated, cut off, and more and more Amazons arrived in the old woods. 
 
    Cook fires sent up tendrils of smoke all evening, and when the hour was late some of that gorgeous old wood was used to build the fires higher, giving a glow to the top of the forest. 
 
      
 
    In Africa Sam started to get antsy. 
 
    He watched the lions pull down antelopes, and he frowned. Such a joyous sight for a warlock, and yet…he had other things on his mind. 
 
    Things were happening in Europe. He didn’t know what, but he knew time was growing short. 
 
    He and Shiela were on a safari traveling through herds, taking pictures of large man eating lions, when his mood finally darkened. 
 
    He stepped out of the vehicle he was in and walked towards the lions. 
 
    People in the truck shrieked. The driver yelled through his bullhorn. 
 
    Sam was in another world. His thoughts were murky. He had something to do. He had to be somewhere. 
 
    Two lions who had been taking apart a lone hyena looked up at the puny human. 
 
    A man. Food, basically, was striding through the tall grass. 
 
    Sam felt a dark cloud ripping through his mind. What was he doing? Watching such contest. Didn’t he have to go somewhere? 
 
    The lions stood, growled. 
 
    Sam stopped twenty feet from them. Their growls penetrated his haze, and he looked up. 
 
    One of the lions started padding towards him. 
 
    Sam focused on him, and when the lion leaped he swatted the lions face with one palm. 
 
    The lion was thrust to the side. It stood up, took another look, then, complaining, it backed away. 
 
    Sam stood alone as the sun cooked from overhead. 
 
    He turned to the vehicle. People were standing next to the truck, their voices were shrill, but Sam didn’t care. He walked back. 
 
    “Get in,” he said. 
 
    He didn’t say it loudly, but everybody was suddenly scared. 
 
    To the driver: “Where’s the nearest airport?” 
 
    The driver, his mouth open, stuttered, “Nanyuki.” 
 
    “Can it get me to Europe?” 
 
    The driver shook his head. “Don’t know.” 
 
    “Move over.” 
 
    Sam shoved the driver aside. His body was slightly bigger, slightly heavier, than it had been. 
 
    Sam turned his head to Shiela. “Got to go.” 
 
    There were a couple of people still gawking and wondering what was going on. Shiela snapped. “Everybody on. We’re leaving.” 
 
    Sam started the truck moving, and the people still standing around leaped for their seats. The truck picked up speed, roared over the plains and headed for Nanyuki and the hope of an airport. 
 
    Vacation for the Worthings was over. 
 
      
 
    Judd saw the woman warriors and the soldiers who had been ‘conscripted’ in the towns around Womanland. They manned checkpoints, examined all vehicles, and Judd turned on to a back street and parked. 
 
    “Okay. We’re going to have to try and sneak in.” 
 
    Sally and Thomasina nodded. They had back packs with provisions and water, but no weapons. Judd had neglected to purchase weapons, and there were no more to purchase in the area, anyway. Either Womanland or the Amazons had all the weapons. From rifles to slingshots, the war was about to begin. 
 
    They walked through town, avoiding the Amazons, and crossed fields. Farmers watched them trek through the wheat, and said nothing. The country knew something was happening in Womanland, and they preferred to stay out of it. 
 
    Judd led his two women over the hills and saw the castle rising up in the distance. 
 
    “How are you going to get in?” 
 
    “Don’t know. Try to avoid patrols, sneak over the back walls. Got to be a way. 
 
    Sally nodded. If anybody could get them into Womanland it would be Judd. He had been nothing but competent throughout their whole journey. She chuckled. 
 
    “I’m in charge.” 
 
    He glanced at her. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But you’re the one doing things.” 
 
    He grinned. “Want to give me orders?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
     
 
    The war machines grew taller. A huge pile of boulders stood at the edge of the woods. Nyoka called out and the Amazons and their soldiers began pushing the machines. 
 
    Out from the woods the giant things trundled. The siege engine was one hundred and fifty feet tall. It had sheets of steel bolted to the front. The wheels were eight feet tall, and it took hundreds of people to pull and push it. 
 
    There was a running path around the field and just before the forest. The siege engine groaned and squeaked and the wheels rolled along the path.  
 
    The Amazons pushed the giant machine onto the path and waited. The machine was too wide, but Amazons were throwing thick pieces of plywood and planks in front of the tires in the field. They would be able to push the machine around the running path easily. 
 
    The trebuchet was moved out of the forest and into the center of the field. The earth was soft, but between plywood and planks and the efforts of hundreds of people, the trebuchet took up a position facing the castle and two hundred yards out. Just outside effective range of arrows. 
 
    Silithia could have opened up with rifles at that range, but she was hoping, praying…there had to be a solution where women didn’t have to  die. 
 
    She knew that when the Amazons and the Silithians went hand to hand it was going to be a mess. 
 
    Out in the field Nyoka stood in the shadow of the giant machine. She studied the castle and waited while her engineers set up the machine, angled it, and called for the first boulder. 
 
    The first boulder was 118 pounds. A solid rock. Good for ranging. 
 
    The chute was greased, the weight pushed up, and let go. 
 
    The weight went straight down, making the long arm turn, and the ropes holding the 118 pound missile stretched, and the missile was pulled down the chute, around in a large arc, and up into the air. 
 
    Women from both sides watched as the rock sailed through the sky. It was actually beautiful to watch. It was lost in the blue for a second, then easy to see against the clouds, and then it smashed into the castle of Womanland. 
 
    BOOM! The sound of impact resounded. The Amazons cheered, and shards of stone flew away from the wall of the castle. 
 
    Behind the castle wall the sound was the crack of rock on rock, multiplied a hundred times. 
 
    Nobody was hurt, but Silithians leaned over the wall and examined the small impression the rock had left. It wasn’t large, but enough rocks, and bigger rocks, and the wall was going to give way. 
 
    Another rock was pulled to the trebuchet and put in the sling. This one was over 200 pounds.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    Sam was not pleasant to be around. He was surly and snappish, and the only person who could stand to be around him was Shiela. 
 
    She was scared of Sam. Terrified, in fact. But…she loved him. She forced herself to tag along, to walk at his side, to listen as he made his guttural sounds. 
 
    “I want a plane to Europe now.” 
 
    There were no flights. 
 
    “I SAID NOW!” He threw a cash register across the small terminal and through a window. 
 
    “Sam, it’s okay,” Shiela’s voice trembled. 
 
    Sam turned to her and said, in a calm voice. “No. Sorry, honey. It’s not okay.” 
 
    He turned back to the frozen counter agent. He looked through the window behind the counter agent. “Whose plane is that?” 
 
    The agent turned and whimpered. “Mr. Scott. It belongs to Mr. Scott.” 
 
    A white-haired gent could be see talking to a worker. He was short, a little chubby, and seemed very happy. 
 
    Shiela followed Sam out to the tarmac, and was terrified for the Mr. Scott, whoever he was. 
 
    Sam was like a charging bull. His feet sounded loud, his face looked like thunder. “I need a ride to Europe.” 
 
    Mr. Scott looked up and stepped back. He was a brave man. “Don’t think so, old chap.” 
 
    Shiela intervened. “Look, you’ve got to. Or Sam will pull the wings off that plane and then he’ll pull your arms out of the sockets.” 
 
    Scott smiled and tilted his head. “And how is he going to do this.” 
 
    Normally, Shiela would have prevaricated, made up a story, done something, anything, to forestall Sam from taking apart the jovial Mr. Scott and his plane. But something deep inside her spoke. It was that little voice, the conscience, and it said: Truth. 
 
    “Mr. Scott. My husband is some sort of demigod. Sometimes he’s referred to as a Warlock. He really will have his way, and your best chance of living to tell the tale is to give us a ride to Europe.” 
 
    Sam growled. It was the kind of growl that caused little kids to shit. And maybe some big kids. 
 
    Scoot glanced at him, then spoke to Shiela. “What’s in Europe, little lady?” 
 
    “A war, I think.” 
 
    “Hmm, sounds interesting.” 
 
    Sam grabbed Scott’s shoulder and turned the man to him. He was right in Scott’s face, and Shiela knew the end was here…but she underestimated Scott. 
 
    “Hands off, old chap. Now, you’ve got my interest, so I’ll tell you what…you see that pick up truck they use for baggage?” 
 
    Ten feet away stood an old Ford. Probably the eighties, and it was filled with suitcases and duffle bags. 
 
    If Sam had interested Scott, Scott had actually interested Sam. 
 
    “You throw that truck a ways and I’ll give you a ride.” 
 
    Sam grunted, which was probably a sort of a half assed chuckle. He walked over to the baggage truck, picked it up and threw it. It sailed a hundred yards, not as far as a trebuchet missile, but far enough for a heavy, old truck. Suitcases flew out on the runway and Scott watched the display of strength…and grinned. 
 
    “Good show, old man. Hop in. Wheels up as soon as we’re gassed.” 
 
    Sam blinked, he was still sort of confused by the situation, by having to barter in this manner, but he got onto the plane. 
 
    Scott watched the tires flatten a bit. He turned to Shiela. 
 
    “Heavy sort, ain’t he.” 
 
    “You don’t know the half of it.” 
 
    Scott went to see to the gassing, Sam settled into the back of the plane. His eyes glowered and he stared with a fixedness that would scare the normal person. Or even the abnormal person. 
 
    Outside the plane Shiela ran for the luggage, and as she handled their bags she wondered: The police didn’t come, or the military, or whoever runs things in this place. Why not? 
 
    But, in that little place in her mind where the voice of intuition lived she knew. 
 
    The military wasn’t about to get in the way of a Warlock. 
 
    Men might not have much intuition, but when it came to Warlocks they had racial memories, and all men would avoid Sam. 
 
    Only women, who were so good at controlling men, would be so foolish as to mess with Sam, and the last time they had tried things hadn’t worked out too well. 
 
      
 
    The trebuchet was angled and adjusted. Huge boulders flew through the air. Loud crashes echoed over the fields of Womanland, and down into the depths of the castle. 
 
    The Silithians weren’t scared, but they were apprehensive. They had joined for womanhood, to subdue men, to become better people.  
 
    To evolve. To become Silithic in their hearts and souls. 
 
    Now they were facing a battle. 
 
    CHUNK! 
 
    No heads ducked. They were used to the sound. 
 
    On top of the wall engineers looked over the edge. The wall was coming apart. Mortar was shattered, blocks of stone were shifting, and some had come loose and crashed to the ground. 
 
    The cheering from out in the fields had lessened. Now the Amazons were into the hard work of destroying a castle. 
 
    Many of the Amazons were feeling apprehensive. They had joined a sisterhood dedicated to evolution. Men were being brought to heel. War was to be a memory. 
 
    And here they were, at war. 
 
    They believed it would be the last war, that they would win and the Silithians would step aside, let them turn men into slaves, and feminize them, and change them to a race fitting to serve the superior woman. 
 
    Yet, watching the crunch of boulder, the spray of rocks and shards from the impact…they couldn’t help but think. 
 
    Are we supposed to be fighting other women? 
 
    Nyoka watched the destruction of the castle with interest. So far the Silithians hadn’t offered any defense. But they would. Silithia could only hold on so long, then she would fight back. And that’s what Nyoka wanted. 
 
    She had lived a long time. She had seen war through the ages. And now she had a chance to make a new civilization, one in which woman ruled and men knew their place. 
 
    Wasn’t that the way it was supposed to be? 
 
    And this Silithia person, whoever she was, no matter what her book said…she could not be allowed to stand in Nyoka’s way. 
 
    BOOM! Another boulder hit the wall. More stones were dislodged. And Nyoka smiled. 
 
      
 
    Judd led Sally and Thomasina through an orchard. He had excellent perception, and he could detect nothing. The moon was behind the castle and everything was shadow. 
 
    They came to a lane, crossed it quickly, spurted across it and lay in a drainage ditch. 
 
    Sally crawled over to Judd. “Is that the back wall?” 
 
    “I think so. We get a little closer we can climb a tree and jump over.” 
 
    Sally nodded, then slid to the side to give herself room. 
 
    At a whisper from Judd they slithered through the darkness, tree to tree. Judd placed a hand on a low limb and prepared to haul himself up. He pulled and— 
 
    “FREEZE!” 
 
    Lights illuminated Judd and the two women. 
 
    Half a dozen Amazons converged on them. One of them smiled. “Hello, Judd.” 
 
    “Hello, Judith.” 
 
    “We’ve been wanting to talk to you. You left the ship in a hurry.” 
 
    “Yes, well, as you may have guessed, I’m not exactly on your side anymore.” 
 
    Judith shook her head, a dim movement behind the flashlight she held. 
 
    “Poor Judd. Well, let’s go to the front gate. No need for old friends to climb walls and get all dirty. You can walk right in the front.” 
 
    “And meet with Nyoka?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And if I choose not to?” 
 
    “Then we shoot you in the leg and drag your bleeding body to the front gate.” 
 
    Judd sighed. “My, how the world has changed.” 
 
    Judith and the other Amazons positioned themselves and Judith pointed with her chin. “Walk slow. No foolishness now. We had too many good times together to want to puncturate your hide.” 
 
    Judd turned, and his path was illuminated by the flashlights. Sally and Thomasina kept close to them, and they walked along the wall. 
 
      
 
    “Call me if we crash.” Scott put the auto pilot on and got out of the pilot’s chair. He walked into the back of the plane. 
 
    Shiela stared in horror at the array of instruments. She was flying the plane? 
 
    “Hey, sport! What kind of brew do demigods prefer?” 
 
    Sam was sitting on a couple of crates. He looked bigger, stronger, and his face was…cruel. 
 
    Scott opened a big box and took out a bottle of whiskey. He stepped back to Sam. 
 
    Sam eyed him truculently. His eyes were piggish. It looked like his canines were larger. 
 
    Scott opened the bottle and took a sip. He made a sound like an appreciative ‘whoosh.’ He handed the bottle to Sam. 
 
    Sam took the bottle. He bit the neck off and drank the whole thing. 
 
    Scott’s mouth opened. “You don’t worry about drinking glass?”
Sam wiped his sleeve across his mouth, the shirt looked a little tight, and belched. “Nope.” 
 
    “So is there really a war in Europe? I’ve heard nothing.” 
 
    Sam nodded. 
 
    Scott’s freewheeling, friendly manner was calming Sam down. 
 
    Shiela kept turning her head and looking back at the men. They talked. Well, Scott did most of the talking, Sam just listened and spoke every once in a while. 
 
    “So how did you become a Demigod?” 
 
    Unbelievably, Sam said, “Call me Sam. I don’t know. I guess I just happened to be in the right place at the right time.” 
 
    “So you’re going to…what? Kill everybody? Declare your own war?” 
 
    Sam frowned. His eyebrows looked heavy, thicker. “I don’t believe in war.” 
 
    “And here you are…going to war!” 
 
    “I stop war.” 
 
    Scott looked dubious. 
 
    “I kill war.” 
 
    Scott turned and took another bottle of whiskey out of the box. “I’ll drink to that.” He took a big gulp. He started to hand the bottle to Sam, then stopped. “I can’t drink glass, so if you could not hog it all?” 
 
    Sam nodded. He took the bottle, tilted it, and drank it down to an inch. 
 
    Again, he wiped his mouth, and Scott grinned. “That’s more like it.” then he looked towards the cockpit. “Shiela, dear, would you like a bit of the devil’s brew?” 
 
    Shiela stared at the man. They were going to war, her husband was a Warlock, and she was flying the fucking plane! 
 
    “No thanks,” she called back. Then she thought about it. “Yes, I would!” What the fuck. If this was all the on the job training she was getting then she needed a drink! 
 
      
 
    Resignedly, Silithia gave the command to fire arrows down on the invaders. The Silithians were fine archers, but they were shooting at targets that had heaping helpings of intuition. 
 
    Every once in a while an arrow would find its target, but all too often they wouldn’t. 
 
    Still, now the Amazons had to take care. They dodged behind the trebuchet. They used shields. They shot back. 
 
    Luckily for the Silithians it is more difficult to find a target when shooting up than when shooting down. 
 
    Slowly the bodies accumulated on the ground. But there were more women to fight, more soldiers, and— 
 
    BOOM! A giant rocked crashed into the wall. A split appeared in the wall and the big chunks of stone of which the wall was built rained down to the ground. 
 
    Through night the bombardment continued. Wounded were tended to. Fresh women were brought to replace those who were tired. 
 
    In the castle the Silithians rested, except for the squads manning the wall defenses, the archers who rained down arrows. 
 
    Then came the dawn, and the damage could be seen. 
 
    The front wall, above the massive double doors, was holed. Piles of debris lay on the front steps. 
 
    BOOM! 
 
    Another boulder tore the castle wall apart. 
 
    Sssst! Sssst! Sssst! Sssst! Arrows filled the air. Bodies dropped were replaced. Blood seeped into the ground in big puddles. 
 
    From the side of the valley came a cheer. The ramparts were going to be reduced enough for the siege engine to have effect. Hundreds of Amazons pushed the mighty siege machine along the side of the forest. 
 
    Along the edge of the forest Amazons stood and a cheer rose up. They could smell victory. 
 
      
 
    Judd sat against the wall next to the gate. He listened to the crash of rocks against the castle. He heard the cries and screams. Yet this was but a skirmish. When he looked around the corner, through the iron gates, he could see the top of the trebuchet over a stand of trees. He watched as missiles arced through the air and into the castle. 
 
    Over the tops of trees he could see the tip of the siege engine coming around the running path. 
 
    They wouldn’t let him stand up and walk across the gate so he could see the castle, but from the sound of it the castle, Womanland, was taking a beating. 
 
    He thought about it: the Amazons were aggressive. The Silithians, Silithia, seemed to be holding back. 
 
    Yet, there would come a time when Silithia would be forced to fight. And then the blood would flow. 
 
    All day long he listened to the impact of boulders on castle walls. All day long he worried. He had not been able to reach Silithia. Not that any intelligence he had to offer would be useful in this war. 
 
    Still, he wanted to be inside. He should be doing the fighting. Men were built for war. Not women. If only he could… 
 
    His thoughts were interrupted by a massive cheer. He looked. 
 
    The siege engine was in front of the wall. It was slightly to the side of the steps in front of the big double doors, but it was now in a position which could be used. 
 
    He stood up, and was pushed down. 
 
    He stood up and said, “I’m going to watch.” 
 
    The woman in charge nodded, and he was allowed to move in front of the gate. 
 
    Bodies littered the ground, were even under the big siege engine. Amazons crowded up stairs, and two things happened at once. 
 
    First, the battle atop the castle walls erupted in ferocity. Amazons fought Silithians at very close quarters. From the siege engine, and from the ramparts, women rushed across the ramp and collided. Spears were the main weapon, but now the soldiers on the ground were taking shots with their rifles when a target presented itself. Spears poked back and forth. Faces snarled and screams filled the air. Women were pushed off the length of platform and fell to their deaths. 
 
    The second thing that happened was a taxi pulled up on the road behind where Judd stood looking through the gate. The door opened and Sam, Shiela, and Scott stepped out. 
 
    Nobody noticed. 
 
    Sam was taller now, about seven feet tall, and he strode to the gate. 
 
    Now the Amazons saw him, and they spun and warned him away. 
 
    “Get back!” 
 
    “Get back in the car.” 
 
    Judd turned and gawped. Out of all the people in the world he might expect to see, this was not one of them.  
 
    All the way from Texas, and they had been going to the same place and didn’t know it! 
 
    One of the Amazons thrust at Sam. Sam grabbed the spear out of her hands and tossed it aside. 
 
    Two soldiers raised their rifles. 
 
    Sam growled. 
 
    One of the soldiers shat his pants. The other one dropped his rifle. 
 
    Sam seemed even taller. Maybe eight feet. 
 
    “You!” blurted Judd. 
 
    “You should have come with me,” Sam grinned. His teeth were bigger, the canines actually a half inch longer than his other teeth. 
 
    Shiela stepped up next to him, looked through the gate. 
 
    “You’ve got to stop them!” 
 
    Sam laughed. It was a half maniacal laugh, and he said, “Stop them? This is war! This is what I live for!” 
 
    “Judd!” Shiela appealed, not understanding why, just that Judd, even in this chaos, was a powerful person. 
 
    “We do need the battle stopped,” Judd said calmly. 
 
    “Shoot me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Sam picked up the rifle the soldier had dropped, and presented the rifle to Shiela. “Shoot me.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “I need to wake all the way up. Shoot me. And make it somewhere that will hurt.” 
 
    “I…I can’t!” 
 
    And she really couldn’t. She had hurt Sam before, and she never would again. Kicking him in the nuts for a little sex was one thing, actually hurting him was another. She was totally incapable of shooting her husband. 
 
    Sam frowned and watched the battle raging a quarter mile away. “Somebody’s got to shoot me.” 
 
    Mr. Scott stepped forth. “Really? Old chap?” 
 
    Sam turned to Judd. “Shoot me.” 
 
    Judd took the rifle. He had doubts on his face, but he had seen Sam in action. And this was their best hope. 
 
    Judd aimed the rifle at Sam’s foot and pulled the trigger. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Is that all you’ve got? Make it hurt!” 
 
    Scott looked at Sam’s foot. It was bursting the edges of his shoes. He straightened up. “Give me the rifle.” 
 
    Scott took the rifle, smiled a British smile of tea and crumpets, and faced Judd as if he was going to do a bayonet lunge. But instead of lunging, he lowered the rifle and shot Sam in the balls. 
 
    Sam collapsed, Shiela bent over him. She was sobbing. She didn’t understand any of this. 
 
    Then they felt it. 
 
    First, Sam groaned, then he started to stand up. 
 
    His canines had grown even longer, his head was larger, bulging with ridges, armor for the head. 
 
    He stood up, and he was growing taller even as everybody but Shiela stepped back. 
 
    His face was twisted in rage. His shape was becoming thicker, warped with gigantic muscles. 
 
    Compared to him the Hulk was a shrimp! 
 
    “Sam?” asked Shiela. 
 
    Sam looked at her, clinging to him, and growled. 
 
    Shiela fainted. 
 
    Judd and Scott were back to the car now, and they wanted to get in the car and drive until they came to an ocean, and then drive into the ocean. 
 
    The soldiers and the Amazons guarding the gate were running down the street. 
 
    Sam turned to the gates that led into Womanland. A single kick and the gates didn’t just fly open, they flew into the fields. 
 
    And Sam, a Warlock created by God to protect the human race, finally had his deepest desire. He went to war. 
 
    Judd and Scott moved forward and watched as Sam raced down the drive towards the castle. 
 
    Sam’s was twelve feet tall now, he looked like a monster with his canines sprouting. He growled and drool was flung out to the sides. 
 
    The Silithians atop the walls saw him coming first. Then the Amazons saw him. 
 
    The Amazons cheering on the ground, feeding into the siege machine, turned and stared. 
 
    A giant, growling monster hurtled into their midst. 
 
    Sam struck the siege engine like it was a tackling dummy. He crushed in the side of the thing and it began to collapse. Women tumbled from the heights, screaming to the ground. 
 
    Now inside the machine Sam took it apart. He bashed stairways. He picked up women and threw them through the walls of the thing. Then he stepped out of the collapsing debris. 
 
    There were no Silithians, and that was all that saved them. Only the Amazons were close enough, and they attacked. Spears were thrust forward, and some even touched Sam, but they only angered him more. 
 
    Sam grabbed spears and swung them. Heavy shafts splatted agains Amazon skulls. 
 
    Arrows flew through the air, and bodies were flung back through the air at the archers. 
 
    Behind the siege engine Nyoka took off and began running across the fields. 
 
    Sam picked up a warrior and threw her at the terrified queen.  
 
    Soldiers fired rifles, their bullets hitting Sam. Now Sam was fully grown and completely enraged. The bullets bounced off him and threw more bodies at the soldiers. 
 
    Screams. Slaughter. Carnage. 
 
    The Amazons finally broke and fled. 
 
    Sam stood, breathing heavily, then turned towards the castle. 
 
    The ramparts had been broken and the debris had fallen on the front steps. Still, there was a bit of room, and the Silithians were pushing on the great doors. They rumbled, rocks were pushed back with scraping sounds, and Silithia stepped forth. 
 
    Eight feet tall, yet she was a child to the bulk and anger of Sam. 
 
    She was not there to fight, however. She was there to surrender. 
 
    She flung off her armor and bent to her knees. She lowered her head and kow towed. 
 
    For a moment there was nothing, nobody moved, nobody spoke. Then Sam raised his head to the skies and screamed. It was a savage banshee of a yell, and it expressed all his rage. 
 
    Silithia had defused him through the simple act of surrender, and poor Sam, he still wanted to fight. This was what he was built for, after all. 
 
    But he accepted the surrender, and the war was over.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Terms were discussed in the Great Hall. As many Amazons and Silithians as could were squeezed into the hall. Hundreds more were waiting outside. 
 
    Sam sat on a table, and the table groaned under his bulk. He was a couple of inches taller than twelve feet. He weighed 700 pounds. His face was disfigured and his features were downright gargoyle-esque. His was a mass of pure muscle, and even though he had been surrendered to, his frame quivered with rage and the desire to resume hostilities. 
 
    On one end of the table Silithia sat. Eight feet tall. 
 
    On the other end of the table was Nyoka. Seven feet tall. 
 
    Except for being frighteningly ugly, Sam might have been their older brother. 
 
    To the sides of the table stood Judd, Shiela, Scott, and other important people. 
 
    Sam opened the proceedings in simple manner. He grunted. “Make peace.” 
 
    Nyoka started right in. “The Amazons are in charge of this planet. We find the men who are ready and change them into women. We—“ 
 
    “SHUT!” Sam growled. Then he turned and leaned towards Nyoka. Nyoka tried to back up in her chair, but there was no where to go. 
 
    Sam lowered his voice. “I remember you. From Indus Valley. You were a trouble maker then. You want me to twist your head off?” 
 
    Nyoka shook her head. She wanted to scream, but she was suddenly alone. 
 
    Sam sat back. He stared out at the crowd with lowered brows. “Make peace.” 
 
    Silithia cleared her throat. 
 
    She was terrified of this man…this Warlock. Yet, she had to speak. “Silithians and Amazons can co-exist. We want the same things, feminization for men, and we Silithians shall, from this point on, show respect and kindness for our sisters. If there are disagreements they will be settled at Womanland with fairness for all. 
 
    Sam grunted and nodded. 
 
    Nyoka whimpered, “But that would put us under the Silithians! We would be judged by their courts, their sense of justice.” 
 
    Silithia had a quick answer. “This is right because the Amazons use dangerous chemicals, and they change men before their time. From this time on all feminization changes must be approved by Womanland, and we will not approve any method which uses dangerous chemicals, surgeries, or any other method that might be harmful to men.” 
 
    Nyoka leaped to her feet, quivering with rage. “That’s not going to—“ 
 
    Sam leaned towards her again. He said one word, “Peace.” 
 
    And it was agreed. 
 
      
 
    Nyoka and her Amazons, except for a group chosen to be ambassadors, were gone. 
 
    The Silithians were removing the signs of war and starting to rebuild the castle. 
 
    Queen Silithia was holding a celebration feast in a minor dining hall. 
 
    Succulent pork, hot off the spit. Fresh apples. Steaks. Tons of mashed potatoes. Pies, vegetables, delicate fruit. 
 
    Around the table were Silithia, Judd and Sally, Mr. Scott, several high ranking Silithians and a couple of Amazons, Shiela, and…Sam. 
 
    Sam was shrinking. He was only nine feet tall now, but he was also behaving in a more human manner. The rage was tamped down, his eyes were level and considerate, and he picked up a glass of Coke and bourbon and offered a toast. 
 
    “Peace forever.” 
 
    Every one drank. 
 
    “Do you really think it will be peace forever?” Shiela asked him. The table grew silent and waited for his answer. 
 
    Sam considered his words carefully. He was human enough to not want to go to war again. 
 
    “Yes. I do.” Yet he wasn’t done. “Man is designed for war. Women for love. Man’s time is over and we must change.” 
 
    “Change or die,” muttered Scott. 
 
    “Exactly. Oh, there will still be upsets, maybe even a battle or two, but under the leadership of Silithia, and Nyoka’s Amazons, such affairs will be brief and settled easily. 
 
    “I’ll drink to that,” said Judd. 
 
    Again, the table hoisted their glasses. 
 
    The war over, resolved to an extent that nobody expected, but which everybody appreciated, it was a night of merriment. 
 
    Stories were told, Silithians and Amazons talked about building a future where men could be led down the pink path without war. 
 
    And when the festivities were over, Shiela turned to Sam and whispered. “How big are you?” 
 
    Sam smiled. He wasn’t totally ugly, just a little bit ugly. He looked like a combination of a handsome man and a pig. 
 
    “Pretty big.” 
 
    “Oh, goody. Can you keep it big when you completely return to being Sam?” 
 
    “What? You don’t like my crude ways of slamming you against a wall and fucking your brains out at the slightest provocation?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t mind it, but it does make me sore for a while. The size is okay, but maybe a little more gentle would be okay, too.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll make you a deal.” 
 
    Shiela looked around the table. Judd and Scott were talked to Silithia. The Amazons were exchanging toasts with the Silithians, and for the moment they were alone. 
 
    She looked back at Sam. “What kind of a deal?” 
 
    “I’ll keep my big dick, and I’ll try to control my inner beast…” He grinned. “Which is hard considering how beautiful you are…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “As long as you don’t kick me in the balls.” 
 
    Shiela thought about that. She countered. “Twice a year. My birthday and Christmas, I get to kick you in the balls.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I think I can live with that.” 
 
    “And tonight.” 
 
    Sam laughed. “You’re addicted to me.” 
 
    “It’s true. Shall we go upstairs for my final kick of the season?” 
 
    Sam stood, held out his hand. 
 
    Shiela rose and they began walking out of the dining hall. 
 
    “Hey! Where are you two going?” Judd yelled. 
 
    They turned and Shiela was embarrassed. Blushing, she said, “Got to see a man about a horse.” 
 
    And Scott, who had appeared from nowhere, but had saved the day by shooting Sam in the nuts, muttered. “See a man about a horse’s dick, you mean.” 
 
    Her face red, Shiela pulled Sam out of the room, and the party went on. 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I have included a couple of Silithia related stories, stories in which she is mentioned or plays a somewhat minor part. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Sorority Feminized Me 
 
    Steamy feminization with a side of humiliation! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I thought I was a big stud. I partied hearty, I was handsome, a jock with lots of muscles, BMOC, the whole bit. And I had the chickies at my feet. They all wanted a piece of me. Ah, paradise. Except, man in paradise is out of place. He is, and I speak from my own personal experience, too stupid to be in paradise. 
 
    For instance, I was seeing Kelly, a buxom beauty. We were rocking and socking and doing the dirty, and then along came Josie. And I snuck around with her a bit, and wetted my dipstick. And then there was…you get the idea. 
 
    Then, one day, Kelly came up to me. She had been crying, she still had dark shadows on her cheeks from where it had run. Her face was somber, no smile. 
 
    “Hey! Kell, how are you?” 
 
    “I know why you broke it off with me.” 
 
    Uh oh. Time to do a little damage repair. “Look, I’m sorry. It’s just that I met Josie, and my feelings were stronger. I certainly didn’t want to hurt your feelings. 
 
    “But you were doing us at the same time!” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, I was pretty confused. I mean, I loved you, I thought I did, and then Josie comes along, and…I’m sorry…” 
 
    “And at the same time you were doing Mia and Rhonda and Shirley. And before you met me, and pulled me into your little ‘harem,’” Oh, the bitterness dripped out of that fine babe, “you were doing Roxanne and Deborah.” 
 
    Now there was nothing I could say. Any apology would have been insincere, which my apologies always were, and…there was no way out. 
 
    I turned around and walked away. 
 
    Fuck. I had been getting all the nookie I ever wanted. I guess it was only a matter of time until a couple of my babes put their heads together and figured out what a Lothario I was. 
 
    “You haven’t heard the end of this, Rex. Not by a long shot.” 
 
    Ha. As if I hadn’t heard that before. 
 
    Hey, I’m not a bad guy, I’m just a little over-sexed. A horndog, you know? And if the market is there and the babes are willing…why not? Right? 
 
    But five babes finding out about each other, maybe seven…that was bad luck. But I didn’t believe in Karma, so I went to my next class and put it all out of my mind. I mean, there’s always another fish or ten in the ocean, right? 
 
    A month passed. I had a couple of girls in mind, but, surprisingly, there were no bites. Lots of nibbles, but I was starting to wonder if those stupid girls had outed me. Maybe I should check out the bulletin board, make sure my name and picture wasn’t up there. 
 
    I could see it now. A picture of handsome me under the legend… 
 
      
 
    NOT WANTED 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    Rex Fielding is guilty of 
 
    INDISCRIMINATE FUCKING 
 
    Ladies are warned to be on the look out for… 
 
      
 
    I snickered. Yeah. Right. Wouldn’t that be a laugh? 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK. 
 
    Ah, cripes. I was about done studying. I wanted to game a little, then hit the hay. I certainly didn’t want to some bozo, or worse, some gal, busting my ear. 
 
    I sighed and stood up, stretched, and walked to the door. 
 
    “Hi, Rex.” 
 
    My eyes opened and my jaw dropped. 
 
    She was blonde, easily eight feet tall. and absolutely gorgeous. I mean, I guess a normal gal would be something like 36 by 24 by 36. Or maybe 36 by 24 by 40. Triple Ds or whatever. Or maybe 36 by 24 by 44.  quadruple Fs, or whatever. I mean, why not? Right? 
 
    But she was a perfectly proportioned 48 by 36 by 48. I stared at her body, I mean, I checked her out, seriously.  I studied her sexy calves, noted the way her dress hugged her curves, I wanted to reach out and touch those amazing breasts. I mean, the nipples were huge, and they poked through material and looked like giant thimbles. And that was just her body. 
 
    I looked up at the face. Stunning. Made Marilyn Monroe look dowdy. Large lips, shiny red with lipstick. Eyes shadowed to give her a mysterious look. Her eyes were greenish, and mesmerizing. I looked at those eyes and I felt like I had seen the mysteries of the universe. 
 
    BOING! I had an instant boner. 
 
    “Going to invite me in?” And she didn’t wait. She just ducked her head and sauntered in. She passed within inches of me and I swear, I could smell a sweetness overpowering.  
 
    “What…who…” 
 
    “Don’t blather, Rex, dear. Have a seat and let’s talk. And close the door. And your mouth, too.” 
 
    I snapped my jaw shut, closed the door—and locked it—and turned to her. 
 
    She sat on the bed, no chair would hold her large, buxom frame, and even the bed looked a little shaky under her weight. I mean, she must have weighed over three hundred pounds, and all of it superpowered sexy. 
 
    “Come, sit here,” she patted the bed next to her. 
 
    Happily, like a puppy, I trotted across the room and sat down next to her. 
 
    She turned to me, she put an arm around my shoulders and held me. Our eyes were inches apart. 
 
    “Dear Rex. My name is Silithia. Perhaps you’ve heard of me?” 
 
    I shook my head. Tell the truth, my mind was pretty gobsmacked. 
 
    “Well, I have heard of you. I have heard of you from Kelly, and Josie, and Mia, and Rhonda, and Shirley, and Roxanne, and Deborah, and…” She named a few more girls. 
 
    “How did you ever expect to keep them straight in your mind? Let alone stop them from figuring out what you were doing?” 
 
    “Uh, I…” 
 
    “Go on, tell m. I am most curious.” 
 
    There was this feel to her, this…this ‘magic,’ that inspired me to talk. Not compelled, that would mean she forced me. But, no, I wanted to talk, to toot my own horn. She was my kind of woman. She would understand, and then…then maybe I’d make her my girlfriend. 
 
    She suddenly laughed, a merry laugh, a chuckle that was deeper and fulfilling. “Oh, Rex, I am your girlfriend, forever and ever. Now tell me how you did it.” 
 
    “Well, I’m pretty handsome, and I’m on the football team and the baseball team, I’ve got some real muscles, you want to feel?” I held up my arm and flexed the biceps. 
 
    I admit, I was blathering, but I couldn’t help it. This girl, this woman…she was just…overpowering! 
 
    But she didn’t laugh or make fun of me, she just felt my muscle and said, “Oh, my. You are a handsome brute, aren’t you. Go on.” 
 
    “And the chicks dig me, and I dig sex, I like sex, and they were willing, and nobody really asked me, so I just…started collecting girlfriends.” 
 
    She smiled. “Collected girlfriends. I like that. You are quite the stud, Rex.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I’m a catch. Say, maybe you’d like to…” 
 
    “Oh, I would.” Her big hand moved up and held the back of my head, my whole head, I mean, she was big, and she moved my head into her lips. 
 
    Her lips were big, bigger than mine, and soft, and I could taste this delicious aroma. It must be her lipstick, I thought, as I swooned. 
 
    “You see, the girls told me all about you. And they were all crying, and you really hurt them, Rex.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sorry about that. I sure didn’t mean to hurt anybody’s feelings. It’s just that—“ 
 
    “You’re lying now, Rex.” 
 
    I frowned. “Yeah. I guess I am.” 
 
    “The truth is that it was all a game, and you didn’t care who you hurt, and you even laughed about it. Right?” 
 
    “Man, you must be reading my mind. You—“ 
 
    She kissed me again. And her tongue, large and soft, entered my mouth. I felt warmth popping in my chest. I felt dizzy. I was sinking into a pit of hot quicksand, and my boner was threatening to explode. 
 
    She moved away, pulled my head back with that big hand of hers. “So the girls sent me to you. I’m your little present. What do you think about that?” 
 
    “They did that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “They must really love me!” 
 
    “Or something,” Silithia smiled. There was something I didn’t understand in her smile. There were lights dancing in her magical eyes. something was going down, and I didn’t…I didn’t— 
 
    She kissed me, and this time she didn’t stop. She soul scoured me. She blew my mind to Pluto. She turned and began ripping my clothes off. 
 
    And I mean ripping. 
 
    She grabbed my shirt with one hand and pulled it right off my body. Buttons flew through the air and seams popped and material ripped. 
 
    I was naked from the waist up, and I realized she had pulled my tee shirt apart, too. 
 
    Then she grabbed my ankles and lifted me, upside down, and pulled off my jeans. 
 
    I was on the bed now, and she reached down and with one big hand she grabbed the waist band of my underpants and yanked. 
 
    “Yikes!” I yelped. I had never been so manhandled in my life. Heck, I wish I could have handled my girlfriends this easily. 
 
    She grabbed my penis. 
 
    I have a pretty good-sized penis. It’s maybe eight inches long…okay, it’s 8.3 inches long, I measure that sucker daily, and it’s as big around as my wrist (I don’t have small wrists), and the head, ah…the head. My pride and joy, it is as big as a tennis ball. My dick…it was dripping. Funny, I didn’t remember my dick dripping so hard before, but it was dripping now, in fact, it was spewing pre-cum. I had never seen it spew like that. I mean, I dripped, but this…this was making the floor wet! And my bed. And…and it looked so small in her hand. 
 
    “Oh, Rex,” she whispered, nibbling on my ear with her large lips, “We’re going to have so much fun.” 
 
    Then she threw me on my back and mounted me. 
 
    She was rough, moving me around like I was a feather, but gentle, because she didn’t squash me. 
 
    She lowered herself, and I had a glimpse of that big vagina. 
 
    I mean, it was big, larger than a normal woman’s, but when it touched my dripping dick, when it slithered down over my cock, it was tight. And it gripped me, tight. And it felt so…so…so heavenly. 
 
    I had never felt a pussy so soft and wonderful. And I had the feeling, a quick vision in my head, that my whole body was a penis, and that my whole body was being swallowed, my whole body, and my mind…and my soul. 
 
    She went up and down, and I could feel muscles inside her gripping me, twisting me, wringing my dick out. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I groaned. “Oh, God…” 
 
    “That’s ‘Oh, Goddess, baby.” Her voice was rumbling now, like thunder. 
 
    I couldn’t last. She had just gotten onto me, and yet I was feeling my balls roil, the fluid inside swirling, searching for a way out. Then the semen began moving up my shaft. Swelling it, making me feel like a giant dick inside her. 
 
    “That’s it, baby, give it to me. Give me everything. Be a man.” 
 
    I began to squirt, deep in her pussy. Well, as deep as an eight inch dick could be. My whole body began to spasm, the gism kept erupting and erupting. 
 
    Silithia on top of me, holding me, watching me. “Yes, get it out, get it all out. Get all that nasty man stuff out of you.  
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” 
 
    Then it felt like I was empty, but stuff still kept coming out. It felt like her snatch was squeezing me, pulling me, pulling more than gism out of me. It felt…it felt like she was turning me inside out. 
 
    “I am, baby.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” I was getting dizzy, I felt the world spinning away. 
 
    The last thing I remember, she leaned down and kissed me. “Don’t worry, Rexaline, when you wake up the girls will take care of you.” 
 
    Then her face drifted away, those marvelous lips left, and…I slept. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and couldn’t figure anything out. I remembered…and I felt this heavenly swelling in my chest…Silithia. Ah, Silithia. Why hadn’t I ever met her before. I—I realized something was wrong. 
 
    I was stretched out, askew, like I had been tossed on my bed in a heap, the covers all messed up and…I sat up, looked down, and screamed. 
 
    “EEE!” 
 
    Oh, my God! My voice was shrill! It was…girly! 
 
    I heard chatter outside, footsteps in the hallway, and the door burst open. Half a dozen guys crowded in and stared at me. 
 
    I was, I measured myself later, I was five foot two, eyes of blue, with a huge set of mammaries. 
 
    And I was naked. 
 
    And a half a dozen men were staring at me, some of them wearing just underwear, and all were rubbing their crotches. And staring at me. 
 
    “Looks like Rex got a little,” growled Ben. He was on the football team with me, and his dick was actually sprouting through the slit in his boxers. 
 
    “And he didn’t call us in to share.” That was Tom. He played tennis, but his dick was bigger than mine. 
 
    “Maybe it’s not too late?” Sam. A linebacker. Big and black and with one of those African cocks that went all the way to his knees. And he didn’t have short legs. 
 
    “How about it, baby? You want to share a little?” 
 
    Guys moved forward, more guys were trying to get into the room, trying to get a look, jumping up to see over the shoulders of those taller than them. 
 
    “Hey!” My voice was high, like a girl’s. I pushed back and tried to pull sheets around myself. 
 
    “All right, out of the way, knock it off!” 
 
    Guys started objecting, but then they started moving back. Into the room, shoving ahead of everybody, was Kelly and Josie and Rhonda. And it sounded like there were more girls in the hallway, pushing and shoving the guys around. 
 
    “Hey, we didn’t mean anything!” 
 
    “Ow! That’s my dick!” 
 
    “Well get it out of the way!” 
 
    More girls crowded into the room. All the girls I had used and cheated on. They stood in front of me and made a wall. They stared at the guys, and a couple of the girls pushed and shoved the guys out of the room. And closed the door. And turned and stared at me. 
 
    “I don’t…please…I don’t…” I was blubbering. Like a girl. Not even crying like a man. The tears just poured out and I looked up at them…and I was so confused. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you,” and I was starting to feel sorry, sincerely and real sorry, “but something has happened to me! I’m…I’ve changed into a girl. I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    For a long moment the girls just looked at me, then Kelly said, “Jeez, when she said she was going to fix him, I didn’t know…” 
 
    Then the girls started talking. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “What do we do with him?” 
 
    “Don’t you mean ‘her?’” 
 
    “It looks like we’re going to have to save her.” 
 
    “Why not let the guys back in and let them do her?” 
 
    “No! No!” I cried. This was terrifying.  
 
    “That would be cruel. That would be like we were Rex.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    Finally, silence. Them staring down at me. Me huddled on the bed, sobbing, scared out of my wits. 
 
    “Well,” said Kelly, “It looks like we’re stuck with her. We wanted revenge, but we can’t just turn her over to the guys.” 
 
    “Then…then you’ll help me?” 
 
    One of the girls giggled. “It’s sort of funny, you know?” 
 
    The others looked at her. 
 
    “He…she…we have to make her into a woman, and then he…she, will find out what it’s like.” 
 
    Heads turned back to me. Some were tilted, all were quizzical. 
 
    “It is the best revenge,” said Josie. 
 
    “And it’ll be fun. He’s so stupid, can we make him into a smart girl?” 
 
    “If she ever does turn back…she won’t be so cruel.” 
 
    Then they were chuckling, and little mini conversations started up as they discussed me. Then Shirley took my arm, helped me to stand up. 
 
    I saw myself in the mirror over my desk. I was built. I was, in a way, like a miniature Silithia. I had a body that wouldn’t quit, with large boobs, and my face, it was still mine, but a female mine. 
 
    “You’ll help me?” My voice was quivering and I was blubbering. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend.” Roxanne wrapped the sheet around me. “We’ll take you home and help you learn to be a girl.” 
 
    They walked me out of the room. 
 
    Past the leering boys, many of whom had their hands in the pants and were jacking. 
 
    Down the stairs, out the door and across the campus to Delta Zeta. 
 
    Delta Zeta. Die-zies. The worst sorority, with the worst reputation (they all actually peed on a statue of the college’s founder! And one of them, no one knows who, smeared poop on his nose!) in the country. 
 
    And it was my stomping grounds. I always chose girls from Delta Zeta. Heck, with the worst reputation, where else would I hunt? 
 
    And, I suddenly figured it out, of course they all found out about each other. If I had chosen girls from different sororities they never would have. 
 
    Crap. Me bad. 
 
    They took me into the house, up the stairs, and deposited me in the attic. 
 
    “There’s trunks up here,” said Mia. “Find some clothes and get dressed, and come down for breakfast. You get to do the dishes today, so you’d better hurry.” 
 
    Deborah chimed in, “And I wouldn’t think about leaving. You saw what those guys were like.” 
 
    Kelly: “Man, whatever Silithia did to him…her.” 
 
    “Just call her her from now on,” interjected Shirley.  
 
    “What she did, she made you a babe, like you’re a meat magnet.” 
 
    “A meat magnet?” Being on the other side of the skirt now, I didn’t completely understand.” 
 
    “A dick draw. A peter puller.” 
 
    I was blank. 
 
    “Men want to fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    They left. 
 
    I stood in the middle of the old attic. Decades of stuff were up here. Clothes left by former Die-Zies. Props from plays. Signs advertising dances, beauty tips, every sort of thing a sorority could get involved in. 
 
    I went to the window and took advantage of the light to inspect my body. 
 
    Jeez, I was so built…I would have made myself hard. If I had a dick. 
 
    But I didn’t. 
 
    I did, however, have a snatch. And tits. 
 
    I felt myself. My boobs were big and plump, and the nipples…I touched one. 
 
    “OH!” A shock ran through me. Sexuality stirred my innards. It was worse than horny…it was my whole body heating up and wanting…wanting… 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo!” A voice blurted from behind me. I whirled around. It was Kelly. 
 
    “We leave you alone for one minute and you start groping yourself.” 
 
    I looked down. I had one hand on my tit and the other hand was inserting a finger into my snatch. I hadn’t even known it. I had just…I was… “I’m sorry,” I whined. “I just don’t understand.” 
 
    For a second I thought Kelly was going to yell at me some more. Then her face softened, and she came to me. She pulled my hand away from my breast and out of my pussy. “Okay. I understand. You’re in a state of shock. But you can’t go around playing with yourself all the time. I mean, get a life, right?” 
 
    I nodded. Tears were streaming down my face. 
 
    “Come here.” She took me to a rack of clothes. She grabbed a handkerchief and dried my eyes. “Now stop blubbering and let’s see if we can get you fixed up, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She moved through the rack quickly, selected a skirt and a blouse, handed them to me, then moved to a trunk. 
 
    “All right, I knew we had underwear up here.” She pulled out a thong and a bra. She smiled. 
 
    “Sexy. You’ll like that.” 
 
    “I will?” 
 
    “All girls like sexy. Even the ones that don’t like sex like sexy. It’s just the way we’re built. 
 
    She helped me into the thong.  
 
    “This feels funny.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “My…my ass is out. And it feels like a string is rubbing my asshole.” 
 
    “It is and it is.” Your ass will sway, most provocatively, and that little rub a dub dub on your button is going to make you horny.” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t want…” 
 
    “You don’t want to be horny? Nonsense. Every girl loves that warm feeling that just sort of swarms over us. Wait until the first time some guy diddles your fiddle. You’re going to be a worse sex addict than, well, than Rex.” 
 
    “Than me?” 
 
    She laughed. “Why do you think we girls were such easy pickings? It’s because we want a little.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She helped me put on a bra. “Man, we need to do your nails, and your hair. You’re a mess.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Yes, you are.” She pulled the skirt up my legs and buttoned my blouse. She stood back. “Now, I’m going to go down, breakfast is being served. You find yourself a pair of shoes and hurry down.” 
 
    She left. 
 
    Again, I stood alone. 
 
    But now I had direction. Shoes. 
 
    I found some tennis shoes in a box, tied them on, then left the attic. 
 
    I crept down the stairs and towards the sound of noise. The noise resolved into voices, and I came to the dining room. 
 
    All noise stopped. All heads looked at me. 
 
    I choked and made a sobbing sound, then turned and ran. 
 
    Except I ran into Josie. 
 
    “Hey, where you going?” She caught me by the arms. 
 
    I was blubbering, crying, didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Come on, come on. It’s okay.” She walked me back into the dining room. 
 
    The girls made a point of not looking at me, and forced conversations moved into easier conversations. Josie took me to a seat. “Sit here. Girls, a little help?” 
 
    Deborah was sitting next to me. “A little mush, girlfriend?” She plopped a glob of the stuff into a bowl and shoved it in front of me. 
 
    I sat, my shoulders slumped, and wanted to hide in myself. 
 
    “Hey, Rexaline…” 
 
    I looked up. 
 
    Kelly and Shirley were looking at me. 
 
    “So are you like going to class?” 
 
    “I don’t…I mean…” 
 
    “You have to keep your grades up.” 
 
    “Besides, nobody will notice. Professors never take roll, they just pass you or fail you according to test. They don’t care if you come or not.” 
 
    “Boy, that’s true. I had this prof in Lit that never even looked at us. He just sat at his desk and talked and talked, then closed the book and…” 
 
    “That’s nothing. I had a lady prof in…” 
 
    The conversation swirled around me, and I risked putting a spoon into the oatmeal and taking a bite. 
 
    “Ack!” I spit it out. 
 
    Everybody stopped talking, then they started grinning. “Want a big, old steak? How about ten pizzas with everything.” 
 
    I looked at the small glop of bland stuff. It sat on the table in front of me and didn’t do anything. 
 
    Deborah elbowed me. “Guys can eat anything. You ever eat oatmeal? As a guy?” 
 
    “Yeah. But with lots of butter and sugar and stuff.” 
 
    “Ha. We do that. But we still have to watch figures.” 
 
    She put a slice of butter on my oatmeal and sprinkled some sugar. Try that. It will still be like cardboard, but it will be palatable.” 
 
    I tried it, and she was right. 
 
    “What do you usually eat for breakfast?” 
 
    “A steak. Eggs. Hash browns if I can’t get pancakes.” 
 
    The girls around me were silent. “Wow,” said Shirley. “If only.” 
 
    “Just one day I’d like to do that. Stuff myself. But I would spend the rest of my life on weight watchers.” 
 
    “You could always exercise, you slut.” 
 
    Jibes. It wasn’t that much different than a guy table, except the insults were different. 
 
    “Being a slut is a kind of exercise.” 
 
    Little cheers. Yep. Not different. 
 
    “So what’s your first class?” 
 
    I looked at Kelly. “I usually work out until eight. Nine o’clock and I have Peterson for Latin.” 
 
    “Latin? For a jock?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not all muscles.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me,” and Deborah felt my biceps. 
 
    Felt my biceps, like Silithia had the night before. What had happened? 
 
    “Okay, who’s got Peterson?” 
 
    Nobody. But Roxanne had a class next to mine, so she volunteered to walk me over and pick me up afterwards. 
 
    And the rest of my classes were parceled out. 
 
    “Good,” said Kelly, at the end. “We have time to fix her up.” 
 
    “Fix me up?” 
 
    “Girlfriend, you are drab. Your clothes are passable, but your hair looks like a pig nested in it, and your face…your face…blech!” She stuck a finger down her throat. 
 
    I was a little frightened by this. “What…what’s wrong with my face?” 
 
    “Nothing,” said Deborah. “You just need a little color. Don’t worry.” 
 
    “What happened?” I blurted. 
 
    They all looked at me. 
 
    “How did this happen? What happened last night?” 
 
    I was hurt and confused, and the girls got guilty looks on their faces. 
 
    “I called Silithia,” admitted Kelly. 
 
    “But…who…” 
 
    “Shush. I’ll tell you.” 
 
    Then she was silent, all the girls were silent, as she formed her words. 
 
    “I heard of Silithia a couple of years ago. My mother had a problem and Silithia helped her. Then I called my mother, after you…dumped me.” 
 
    “Oh,” I sounded small. 
 
    She waved her hand dismissively. What had happened to me…in her mind it canceled out what I had done to her. 
 
    “Silithia is a legend. Legend has it she was a normal woman, and somehow became transformed. Now she grows, but never old. She just gets bigger, and she’s a master of witchcraft and mysterious energies.” 
 
    “But how did she…” I indicated my body. 
 
    “She helps girls. That’s it.” 
 
    “She helps you.” 
 
    “I told mother, and Silithia showed up and talked to me. It’s hard to remember everything, I was sort of struck dumb by her presence…” 
 
    I knew about that. 
 
    “…but she said she would help me. I didn’t know what that help entailed…what she would do. Believe me, I’m just as shocked as you. But she told us that we had to show up at your fraternity and take you in hand. She said, ‘If I help you, then you have to help me. And the help I require will be for that boy.’” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Anyway, you don’t have to worry about nails, so it’s your turn to do the dishes.” 
 
    With that the breakfast broke up. The girls deposited their dishes in the kitchen sink, then went upstairs to get ready for their classes. I was left to wipe the table and do the dishes. 
 
    I normally hate dishes. I equate them with the ‘eat your vegetables’ chant, which every mother seems to browbeat their children with. But, oddly, I felt a sort of comfort in doing them. I stacked the dirty ones to one side, then soaped them, then rinsed them, then dried and stacked them on the other side. 
 
    It was comforting, to have a routine. To have a duty to do while the mind went crazy. Or, rather, while I tried to straighten out the craziness in my mind. 
 
    I washed, rinsed, stacked, and I found that now that I wasn’t resisting, it was sort of…cool. 
 
    I had never felt that way about work before, and I realized something: my mind was changed. 
 
    Oh, I still knew who I was, but I was responding in a more feminine fashion. Usually I grab and throw. Now I picked up and placed. And I never cried. I had broken bones and never cried, but now I was constantly on edge, the tears threatening to spill. 
 
    This was a girl thing, and I was reminded of an old saw my grandmother told me, which I had forgotten, but which had suddenly come to mind and seemed appropriate. A man curses so he won’t cry, a girl cries so she won’t curse. 
 
    Then the dishes were done, and I wiped down the drainboard, then the dining room table. 
 
    “Hey, Rexaline! Are you going to be a waitress your whole life.” 
 
    Shirley took me by the arm, grabbed my rag and tossed it on the table, and walked me upstairs. 
 
    She took me to her room and Josie and Kelly were waiting. 
 
    “Chop chop, girl. We don’t have all day.” 
 
    They sat me down in a chair and began working over me. 
 
    Kelly started combing out my hair. Shortly she was making a snip here and a snip there. I didn’t remember having so much hair, but apparently Silithia had given me some extra. 
 
    “I love his natural wave. I’d die for a wave like that.” 
 
    “You need to give him highlights.” 
 
    “Tonight. Right now we just have to get him to class.” 
 
    “God, he needs nails.” 
 
    “Just paint them. Tonight we’ll get down and dirty.” 
 
    Josie began painting my nails. Red. “Oh, I feel so dirty,” she quipped. “Working with these stubby, little things.” 
 
    Chuckles. 
 
    Shirley began smoothing my face with a rag.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Cleaning your pores, moisturizing, getting you ready for the serious paint.” 
 
    “You’re going to put make up on me.” 
 
    She stood back and stared at me. “Girl, are you daft? You can’t go into the world looking like a pale pansy. We need some color!” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She went back to work. 
 
    For a half hour they snipped and coated and painted and chatted, and it was the most intimate time I have ever experience. 
 
    I had fucked them, and I realized how brutal and crass I was. These girls were gentle, and they moved around me, and their breasts brushed up against me, and it was…fun. 
 
    I had never thought about what a girl does. The way she fixes herself, the make up…it was fun! 
 
    Finally, I was done, and the girls marched me out of the room and to the stairs. 
 
    The rest of the girls were downstairs, waiting, and they began cheering. 
 
    Oh, how I blushed. Yet it felt good. And I realized: I had fucked them, and never complimented them. 
 
    ‘Oh, baby, you’re so fine.’ That’s not a compliment. 
 
    “I think you’re beautiful. Your hair is so pretty.” That’s a compliment, and I had never, in all the fucking I had done, complimented any of the girls. 
 
    It was a sobering realization. 
 
    The cheers died down and girls started grabbing books and leaving. Finally, it was just me and Roxanne. We sat on a sofa and I looked around. There was a clock ticking. There was a glass cupboard with some trophies in it. The wood on the bannister was shiny. 
 
    “Geez, will you lighten up?” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    More silence. 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “Well, what do girls talk about.” 
 
    She giggled. “Boys, mostly. Classes. Family. Anything and everything. What do boys talk about?” 
 
    “Sports. Sometimes classes, if we have to. Other things.” 
 
    “Well, I know nothing about sports.” 
 
    “You should?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because then you’ll have something to talk about with—“ I stopped, my mouth gaping. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I just realized I could have been talking about myself. I’ve been with girls…” 
 
    “You fucked them,” she said sourly. 
 
    “Well, yeah. But the point is I did all that and never knew what interested them. I never asked them, I never…how did you learn so much about make up and things?” 
 
    She looked at me suspiciously. I was a girl, but I was still a boy in her mind. “Why?” 
 
    “Because I don’t know anything, and I have to start somewhere.” 
 
    “God,” she stared at me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You just admitted you don’t know everything. That’s the first time I ever heard a boy, sorry, a girl, admit that.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess…I guess things are happening to me.” I spoke ruefully, then I brightened up. “So how did you learn about make up?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We just talk about it in school, and read fashion magazines, and we experiment.” 
 
    “Experiment?” 
 
    “Yeah, like we did on you.” 
 
    “You were experimenting on me when you colored my eyes and put lipstick on me?” 
 
    “Of course. Skin colors are different, different hues and shadows, that sort of thing, whether we should tint your lips or use lipstick…we just figured all that out on the spot. But we’ve got lots of experience.” 
 
    “God, you were like a well oiled team. I wish I could get the football team to work that well together.” 
 
    She giggled. “Put make up on them. They’ll come around.” 
 
    We both laughed, and we chatted, and it was the first time in my life that I actually ever talked to a girl. Talked, like without boasting or trying to sell myself or…get into her pants. 
 
    Then it was time for class, and a whole new situation happened. 
 
    The girls were right. Peterson didn’t care if I lived or breathed, but the guys in the class did. I walked into that class, scared and a little shaky, and every male head in that room turned and stared Like one. Like osmosis through the herd. 
 
    Then the girls , picking up on the scent, followed. 
 
    I was the center of attention, and it was absolutely unnerving. 
 
    I mean, when you have the ball and you’re running, you’re in your own world. Everybody is yelling in your ear, but you are too busy to pay attention. 
 
    Now it was like everybody was yelling at me, and I couldn’t not notice. 
 
    I went to my normal seat, which, fortunately, was in the back of the class, and three boys leaned towards me. 
 
    “Hey, good looking.” 
 
    “You in this class?” 
 
    “I haven’t seen you before.” 
 
    My face turned red and I turned into myself and just stared straight ahead. 
 
    Then a girl turned and looked daggers at me. 
 
    What? Why? But I knew why. I was a threat to her, I threatened to take boys away from her. 
 
    Fortunately, Peterson came in and started lecturing. I took out pen and notebook and began taking notes, and it was weird. I was watching my red tipped fingers scribble so intently I missed what he was saying. Still, Managed to figure things out, and before I knew it, the class was over. 
 
    How did that happen? Class was always boring! Now I had a full page of notes, and was even thinking about some of the things he had said. 
 
    I stood up, and was immediately beset by the three boys. 
 
    “Hey, babe. What’s your next class?” 
 
    They had such big bodies, and I was hemmed in. I tried to slide around them, but it was hard. I was afraid to touch them. 
 
    “Hey, get the fuck out!” Roxanne to the rescue. She pushed her way through the three boys and collected my arm. 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    Now, I don’t know, but I can suspect, but I think Silithia gave me a little extra something. Yes, I was good looking, but these boys were too pushy. They wanted to be near me a little too hard. Silithia must have given me an extra dose of…sex appeal. 
 
    These boys, the way they pressed on me, I felt like a skunk in a perfume factory. 
 
    Roxanne looked up at the lug who had challenged her. “I’m your worst enemy. Now make way.” 
 
    But they didn’t. They just stood there, and they eyed me like I was meat. I suddenly got worried. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “We don’t move for bitches.” 
 
    Uh oh. The pack had formed. 
 
    “Well you’d better…” 
 
    The guy reached forward and moved her aside with one arm. 
 
    Roxanne was shocked, and I was surprised, and even the other two boys were surprised. 
 
    “Now then, beautiful.” 
 
    And it happened. The male in me rose up. I had been a football star. I was used to the rough and tumble. And I had survived many a locker room verbal joust. And…maybe I was feeling protective, but I came to Roxanne’s aid. 
 
    I mean, I was weak, and scared, but he was picking on my friend! 
 
    “You short dick.” 
 
    People trying to get out of the classroom suddenly stopped and stared. 
 
    “What did you say to me?” 
 
    “I said that only a guy with a short dick has to pick on two girls. What do you outweigh me by? A hundred pounds? And you have no manners, you stink, and you obviously have a short dick.” 
 
    He blinked, and his mouth opened, and he didn’t know what to say. One second he had been a bully boy, and the next second a little, pint of pussy was standing in his face and upbraiding him. 
 
    Hell, I had no fear I knew about locker room bullies. 
 
    “Now get the fuck out of the way before I tell the world what a short dick you have.” 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    But he was alone now. His friends had stepped back and were actually smirking, and glad they weren’t on the line of fire. 
 
    “Hey! Everybody!” I yelled. “Bozo brain here has a dick that’s only one inch long!” 
 
    He suddenly turned and bolted. His face was red, he was ashamed, and I had won. 
 
    I looked at the other two boys. 
 
    One of them put his hands up, “Hey, sorry. Didn’t mean to be out of line.” They both backed up, and they had big grins on their faces. 
 
    Roxanne stepped to my side. “Holy shit! Girl! You are a terror.” 
 
    “Well, I did use to have a big dick,” I whispered to her. She laughed, and we left the hall. 
 
      
 
    That night I was more accepted by the girls of Die-Zie. Roxanne told everybody, there were rumors on campus, and I had suddenly gone from being a stupid cheat to a defender of the innocent. 
 
    I liked it. It felt good to be on the right side. I realized that I had been on my own side so long that I had come to accept my side as the right side, and it was really the wrong side. 
 
    They took me upstairs and took off my make up, I didn’t need it to study, and did my nails up proper. Even my toenails. 
 
    “Now you have claws,” Josie giggled, making a clawing motion. “Meow!” 
 
    “Fsss!” I made the sound and clawed back at her, and we giggled. 
 
    Giggled. I giggled. It was the first time in my life that I ever giggled. Boys never giggle. And suddenly I understood the joy of the cheerful, little smirky thing. 
 
      
 
    A month passed, and there were lots of things I was enjoying about being a girl. 
 
    I enjoyed just walking, feeling my boobs move back and forth. I enjoyed the feel of cloth on my nipples. I enjoyed swaying my butt. And here’s the thing…these were things I appreciated in women, but had never experienced. 
 
    I liked the feeling of my hair flowing over my shoulders. I loved the feel of lipstick, and smacking my lips. I especially loved the clothes. 
 
    I loved the feeling of a bra, even when the day was long and my boulders grew heavy. I loved the feeling of snugging a thong up, and feeling my little asshole sing. I liked stuffing myself into a dress and posing in front of a mirror. 
 
    Most of all…I enjoyed make up. To just sit and feel your face, to watch it morph into something a little better, a little brighter, it was wonderful. It was heady and intoxicating. 
 
    I loved rolling the lipstick on, shadowing the eyes so I looked exotic and mysterious. 
 
    Truth? I was a better girl than a boy. 
 
    And, my grades were going up. 
 
    I was always a C student. Now I was a B student, and rising. 
 
    The girls always studied together, and we re-enforced our study habits, making sure everybody paid attention and did the work. And if we passed in a paper a friend would read, edit, critique, and my papers were getting higher and higher marks. 
 
    My room in the fraternity house…I never went there. Oh, for a credit card, in the beginning, but I made sure several of the girls went with me. Guys came out and stared, but nobody did anything. It was almost like I was a general and my troops were shielding me. 
 
    I moved into the sorority house. I was an unofficial Zie-Die. I took a spare room, moved some furniture and clothes down from the attic, and not a night passed, after studies were over, that several girls didn’t gather and have a hen party. 
 
    We wore PJs, we scarfed an occasional bag of cookies and moaned about our weight. We whispered and gossiped and had a grand old time. 
 
    The persona known as Rex was fast disappearing. Football season was just over when I had changed, but baseball was fast approaching, and I wondered what I was going to do about that. 
 
    “You could play as a girl?” suggested Kelly.  
 
    I shook my mane. “I’m coordinated enough, and I know the game, but I don’t have the muscle anymore. Besides…” 
 
    “Besides what?” 
 
    “Besides…I feel more like…I have the mentality of…” 
 
    “What? Spit it out!” 
 
    “A cheerleader.” 
 
    Oh, the hoots and gibes. But it was all in fun. I knew I could make it as a cheerleader, and I knew the girls would support me in any endeavor, but…things were about to change. 
 
    I was walking across campus, Kelly and Shirley with me, and I felt something. A pull, a magnetism, something that drew me, made my head turn. 
 
    A man. 
 
    “What?” asked Kelly, noting that I had slowed down. 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    A man was sitting on a bench on the quad. He was feeding pigeons popcorn out of a sack, but he was watching us. 
 
    Me. He was watching me. And he had a cheerful, knowing expression on his face. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Handsome, though.” 
 
    I agreed, but I didn’t feel the warmth that a good looking boy generated in my belly. My groin. 
 
    I felt scared. 
 
    I think, under the fear, maybe warmth, but the fear was bigger. 
 
    We continued walking, and I glanced behind us. He had stood up, tossed the bag of popcorn into a trash receptacle, and followeed us. 
 
    We turned down the street Die-Zie was on and he was fifty yards behind us. Just sauntering. We ascended to the Zie-Die porch where several girls were sitting and sunning. They stood up and stared at the man following us. 
 
    “Hey!” yelled Kelly. “What do you want?” 
 
    He just smiled and leaned against a light pole and watched the sorority house. 
 
    “Well, I’m not putting up with this shit…” 
 
    “Better call Campus Security.” 
 
    We chatted about that for a while, then Roxanne went down the stairs and approached him. She talked, and he appeared amiable in his answers, then he turned and walked down the street. Roxanne came back up to the porch. 
 
    “Who was he?” We all gathered around her. 
 
    “His name is Judd.” Then she looked at me. “He says that Silithia sent him.” 
 
    We all looked at each other. 
 
    Silithia. 
 
    And that meant he was likely here for…me. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” asked Kelly. 
 
    The other girls clustered around me like they wanted to protect me. 
 
    Roxanne said, “That’s not all.” 
 
    They turned back to her. 
 
    “He wants a steak for dinner.” 
 
    A few mouths opened in surprise. 
 
    “He’ll be back at seven. And potatoes. Lots of butter. And a Coke and bourbon.” 
 
    Nobody said anything. We didn’t even look at each other. 
 
    Then they looked at me. I don’t know why. Osmosis or something. 
 
    But I didn’t have anything to say. 
 
    “Who does he think he is?” asked some one. 
 
    “He’s from Silithia,” somebody else said. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    I knew what to do. I felt the fear inside, I was actually shaking a little, but I said, “Fix him dinner.” 
 
      
 
    Roxanne prepared the steak. She was the best cook amongst us, and she pulled out all the stops. Salted and peppered, hammered it, onions and…and the smell filled the house, and I almost swooned. 
 
    I had been eating salads for a month. I had almost forgotten that delicious, mouth watering aroma. 
 
    Kelly prepared the potatoes. “I hope he likes baked.” There was an attitude in her voice, but she was, also pulling out the stops. 
 
    Roxanne went out for the bourbon and Coke. 
 
    At seven o’clock we were all sitting around the big table. The table was set, the clock ticked, and we waited. 
 
    Seven oh one. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    We all jumped, then a few of us giggled, and I went to get the door. 
 
    He was bigger than I thought. Bigger than me when I was a studly man. 
 
    He smiled, reached forward and took my hand and kissed the back of it. He looked up with a grin. I used to be shorter, but I’ve been helping Silithia.” He straightened up. 
 
    Heysoos! He was reading my mind! “Won’t you come in?” 
 
    I was nervous. Butterflies held a war in my belly, but I led him into the dining room. 
 
    The girls stared at him. 
 
    He was well over six feet, closer to seven than six, and he was well shaped. His shoulders were broad, his physique was proportionate, and I realized: he’s like Silithia. 
 
    “Thank you for the compliment,” he murmured to me. And, “Hello, ladies. It is my pleasure to finally meet you.” 
 
    The girls melted, and I realized: he’s like Silithia. He has a…presence. An ambience. Girls like him. 
 
    He sat down at the head of the table and, without any conversation, dug in. 
 
    We watched as he sliced and forked. He made the Coke and bourbon looked like nectar of the Gods, slurping and smacking his lips appreciatively. 
 
    Finally, Kelly: “Who are you?” 
 
    Judd smiled. His face was a semi-square and his teeth were white and even. “I work with Silithia. I do pretty much what she says. And she sent me to check on you girls. Say, could I have that bottle?” he indicated the bourbon on a side table. 
 
    Shirley handed it to him. 
 
    He looked at us, “Anybody? I’ll share….” 
 
    “We have studies tonight.” 
 
    “Excellent,” he grinned and tilted the bottle. He drank it straight down, a quarter of the bottle, and he acted like it was a soft drink. He placed it on the table and said, “Woo!” He looked at us. “You had more questions?” 
 
    “Who is Silithia?” 
 
    “She’s a witch. More than that I can’t say. She speaks for herself…when she has something to say. And I believe she said something to you a month ago.” 
 
    Kelly ignored his comment. “What are you here for?” 
 
    He said, “Silithia said you had a problem a month ago. She didn’t tell me what it was, just told me to do a follow up.” 
 
    Everybody looked at everybody, and especially at me. 
 
    Judd looked at me. “I thought so. You have a pleasant feeling to you. You feel like you’ve been,…like Silithia adjusted you. Tell me about it.” 
 
    Roxanne tried, “You can’t come in here and…we don’t really know who you are.” 
 
    We were a confused bunch of girls. On one hand, Judd was an unknown, a potential threat, and he had just moved in and taken over. 
 
    On the other hand…I felt him. 
 
    “No, it’s okay. He’s here for me.” 
 
    Judd sat back, his dinner finished, and asked, “And why am I here for you?” 
 
    “Silithia made me into a girl.” 
 
    “So you were a boy,” not a question, just an affirmation. 
 
    “I was a rude boy. I treated girls like shit. Silithia was called—“ 
 
    “I called her,” said Kelly, challengingly. 
 
    I went on. “Silithia…she made love to me and…I woke up the next morning as a girl.” 
 
    Judd chuckled. “Well, that sounds like Silithia.” 
 
    “What do you know about her? Silithia, I mean,” asked Shirley. 
 
    Judd contemplated, then he nodded. “I guess you should know a little bit. But, like I said, I don’t speak for Silithia.” 
 
    He looked up, framed words, then looked back at us. “Silithia was abused by mankind. By a lot of men. But she realized that not all men were bad. When she came into her…powers…she decided to help mankind. Not men specifically, except for those who showed potential, but women. She empowers women, comes to their aid, and—“ 
 
    “What about men?” 
 
    This was a pregnant moment. Only I, of all present, hadn’t been abused by a man. Every girl at the table had suffered snide comments, called bitches, been insulted, fucked and talked about. 
 
    I, having been one of their tormentors, knew this truth on a most intimate level. I was one of the worst when it came to abusing women. 
 
    “Men are encouraged to be kind, and some men, as I said, if they show potential, are raised up.” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘raised up?’” 
 
    He leaned forward then, placed his elbows on the table, and said to me, “Rexaline has potential. Look at him. Not her…but him. He’s strong and handsome, he’s a star athlete, he gets good grades…but what’s he going to do with his life?” 
 
    I was suddenly ashamed. “I insulted women.” 
 
    “Yes, you did. And have you learned anything?” 
 
    “Yes.” That was the most heartfelt ‘yes’ in my life. 
 
    He nodded. He looked at the girls. 
 
    Silithia doesn’t make men into girls before their time. They must earn the right to be the superior species. Sometimes this takes lifetimes, but in Rex’s case he has at least earned the right to see where he’s going. 
 
    “He hasn’t earned the right to be a woman. Not yet. But with this little adventure he’s been on, this glimpse of how superior a species can be, he has deserved Silithia’s help.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” asked somebody, but I don’t know who. I was engrossed in looking at Judd. He was focused on me, and his eyes were mesmerizing. I could feel the goodness of him. I could feel… 
 
    “You understand, don’t you.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Understand what?” 
 
    “Tell them, Rex.” 
 
    “I have to go back to being a man.” 
 
    There were gasps and exclamations around the table. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You can’t!” 
 
    “He not only can…he must,” Judd addressed the objection. “Tell them why.” 
 
    They all looked at me. I began to cry. “Because I was born a man. there’s a balance here…and I must keep the balance.” 
 
    Judd sat back. He nodded. “Silithia was wise to help you. I can see the potential.” 
 
    “But you can’t take her from us!” 
 
    Judd turned to Josie. “I don’t take him, I return him, to himself…and to you in better shape. In Rex you will always have a friend, and he will never abuse you again. And his life will be lived, moral and upstanding, and in his actions, without even planning, he will assist Silithia in reshaping the world. In putting the world back in balance.” 
 
    We all sat glumly then. 
 
    Kelly, “When are you going to do this?” 
 
    “Rex?” 
 
    “Can I have an hour to be with my friends?” 
 
    “Of course. It’s a little before eight now. “I’ll come back at ten.” He smiled, bowed to the ladies, and left. 
 
    I sat, stunned and shocked and saddened beyond belief. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” somebody breathed. 
 
    “Heck,” I quipped, “You were getting tired of me, anyway.”               
 
    A few held in sobs, then it started. 
 
    “I won’t miss your fat ass.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    “His tits are too big, anyway.” 
 
    And the insults flew, the roast, and soon we were laughing, even as we cried on the inside. 
 
      
 
    Judd came back at ten. On the dot. He didn’t knock, just opened the door and walked into the living room. 
 
    A couple of the girls had gone upstairs. They couldn’t handle the parting. A lot of them were still there. A bottle of bourbon had appeared and, breaking all their own rules, the girls were actually taking shots straight from the bottle. 
 
    I wasn’t. I was waiting. 
 
    Judd came to me and put out his hand. I took it and he helped me up. “Any particular place?” 
 
    “Upstairs?” I looked at the girls, and a few of them nodded. The rest just looked glum. 
 
    Judd turned to the girls. “You might want to get him some of his own clothes, and he’ll probably be a little confused tomorrow morning, or at least all weepy.” 
 
    There were nods. One of the girls started crying. 
 
    Judd looked at me. “Lead on.” 
 
    I took him up the stairs to my room.  
 
    “You made some fine friends,” he observed, inspecting nicknacks in the room. 
 
    “I love them. I love them all.” 
 
    “I know what you mean. I once belonged to a great organization. I loved thousands of women, and they loved me.” 
 
    “But you gave them up for Silithia?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    We didn’t say anything then. I took off my dress and hung it over a chair. I took off my bra and thong. Judd watched me silently. 
 
    I felt cold, goose pimply, and I was scared. I had been a woman for a month, but had never kissed a boy, let alone…be with them. 
 
    I turned around. 
 
    “You want a drink?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He nodded. He came to me. 
 
    He kissed me, and my fears evaporated. As I said, he had an ambience that was not unlike Silithia’s. He had a magnetism, and a softness and sweetness to him. His muscles were like nothing I’d ever felt. Hard as rock, yet yielding to the touch, very gentle. 
 
    He held me, and he was so much bigger and stronger than I. He held me and lowered me to the bed. He began to kiss my breasts. Loving kisses that ended with soft but insistent lips pulling my nipples. 
 
    Oh, I had missed out. The feelings of sexual heat slammed into me and took my breath away. 
 
    His hand found my pussy and he inserted gentle fingers. He began to scratch my itch. 
 
    “OH!” I blurted, arching my back. 
 
    “Take your time,” he whispered. “Enjoy it.” 
 
    “Oh, I am!” 
 
    He slithered down and began to eat my pussy. I could feel his tongue laving my labia, his lips pulling at the clitoris. He worked his fingers, rimming me, bringing floods of sensation into my groin. 
 
    “Oh! God!” I whispered. I could hardly think for the feel of his strength taking me and shaping me. 
 
    “That’s Goddess,” he chuckled. 
 
    “Oh! Goddess!” I blurted, and we both laughed. 
 
    Then he was on top of me, pushing my knees apart with his strong legs. He looked down on me, and I could see nothing but care and concern.  
 
    I was moist, ready, and trembling like a bride on her wedding night. He slid his cock into me. Easy, smooth, adapting to my contours, opening me up. 
 
    “Oh!” I cried, amazed, my mind trying to grasp the immensity of being fucked. 
 
    He tilted his hips and drove into me, then untilted them and pulled out. He wiggled and squirmed and his cock felt huge inside of me. 
 
    He began to drive in and out, stopping here and there, slowing down and speeding up, and always watching me, loving me. 
 
    I felt it. Not like the quick ignition a male has, but a slow building, like waves coming into the shore. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” I mumbled. I began to cum. Hard surges that froze me, and made my body jerk. 
 
    “Yes,” he said, and he began to cum. His body jerked, and I could actually feel his dick throbbing, stiffening, and spewing. 
 
    I began to cry. It was so good, and I wanted it so much. 
 
    He kept spurting, and my orgasm waned, but he wasn’t done. 
 
    “Take it. Take my maleness. I have an unending supply. Take all you need.” 
 
    I did. I took all that sperm, I used my hips, my pussy, and I kept pulling and pulling, and he kept spewing and spewing. Long minutes passed, and still he came, and then I felt it…I was…filled. I was topped off. He had filled me with his maleness. 
 
    He kissed me and whispered into my happiness… “Sleep.” And I did. 
 
      
 
    I woke up in my own bed. In my own body. I opened my eyes, and I knew that I was back to being studly Rex the football star. 
 
    And I sorrowed. 
 
    But I rejoiced. I knew that Judd was right. Sometimes you have to earn being a woman. 
 
    Then I was surprised. I was in my own bed! I wasn’t in the bed at the sorority! But I was…I was supposed to wake up there! 
 
    I stood up, put on my clothes, and opened my door. 
 
    “Hey! He’s awake!” 
 
    It was Ben. And guys started coming out of their rooms. They were cheering and congratulating me and tousling my hair. 
 
    I was glad, and I hugged and shook hands, but I was also confused. 
 
    “Hey, Ben,” I asked when the hub bub de-bubbed. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “We couldn’t believe it. About midnight the girls brought you back. I mean, they marched across campus, carrying you on their shoulders. They brought you up here and tucked you in, and all they would say was that you had done your deed and you deserved to wake up in your own bed. Man, I tell you…you are the most envied man on campus.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, and I grinned. 
 
    Yet, I missed my body. My girl body. Well, I would just have to spend more time with the the girls, and treat them like ladies this time. No more of that horn dog cheating stuff. 
 
    “When’s baseball try outs?” I asked. 
 
    “Tomorrow. You just made it. Where you been, anyway? I see your name on the Dean’s List, but I haven’t seen hide nor hair of you for a month.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” 
 
    “I might.” 
 
    “Naw.” And I laughed. 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Frank Rutherford, you have been brought before this tribunal to be judged for the crimes you have committed against women kind.” 
 
    Frank stood in the center of the hall. He was in a cone of light, and his naked body shivered. 
 
    The hall was built of polished wood, like a regular court would be. The wood was polished, the grains aligned, and it faded out as his vision reached the edge of the cone of light. Beyond the light were shadows and shapes. 
 
    Except for the three women sitting on the high dais in front of him. They were illuminated, and they sat, regal in robes, austere in attitude, and looked down upon him. 
 
    Frank was a healthy specimen of a man. He was five foot nine with mid-length hair. His muscles were nicely shaped and he gave the impression of strength. His face was oval, his lips a bit petulant, and his eyes confused and wondering. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” he blustered, trying to overcome his fright. 
 
    The three women gazed down upon him. They were all naked and one was a blonde, was brunette and one was red headed. Their bodies were lush, ripe with curve, full with sexual possibilities. 
 
    Frank would have had a boner, if it wasn’t for his prison. 
 
    His prison was a tube around his package. His manhood was firmly encased, unable even to get hard, and even his testicles were inside see through globes. It was as if his cock and balls were frozen in ice, except it wasn’t ice that was keeping him quiet and compliant, it was electricity. 
 
    A tall woman, with a full and statuesque body, hair done up in a top knot and wearing severe make up, stood behind him. She was the bailiff, or the sergeant at arms, or whatever else they might call a guard in this place. She was holding what looked like a miniature TV remote, but it wasn’t connected to a TV. A simple press on a red button and Frank would be instantly brought to his knees. Pain shooting through his groin, his package feeling like it had been boiled in oil and slapped with a ping pong paddle at the same time. 
 
    It hadn’t taken many shocks before he had stopped resisting and started following directions. 
 
    “You can’t just kidnap some guy off the street and…and…do what you’re doing.” 
 
    He protested, but he was confused. They had kidnapped him, and they were doing things to him, but he didn’t know what they planned to do to him. 
 
    Why was this happening to him? 
 
    The three ‘judges’ conferred briefly, and as they talked Frank’s mind went back to the night before. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, baby,” Frank poured Penny a drink. She was already high, and she never noticed the roofie he slipped into her glass.  
 
    He swirled it, helped the pill he had crushed into powder dissolve, then handed her the drink with a big smile. 
 
    Penny was good looking. 21 years old, fresh out of college, and the body of a stripper. She had high breasts that made him gulp. She had a round butt that made him want to cup her cheeks and bury his face in her honeypot. Her face was like that of an angel, and, best of all, she was really into him. All of which made it easy to get her up to his place and prone to his advances. 
 
    Advances which, unfortunately for her, included drugs that would rob her of mind and spirit. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Frank smiled and took the glass out of her hand. 
 
    She was just sitting there, staring into space, not even wondering what was happening. 
 
    “Baby,” Frank whispered into her ear, lifting the wisps of find blonde and kissing the lobe, “You really dig me.” 
 
    “I…” she moved her head around, sort of faced him, trying to figure out what was happening. “I really…like you.” 
 
    She sounded confused, puzzled. She did like him, he was handsome and witty, and a gentlemen, but…but it was like she hadn’t planned to say this to him. This was a first date and…and she didn’t know what she had planned to say. But telling a man that she really liked him on the first date…that was a bit more than she had wanted to say. 
 
    “I bet you really want to kiss me, don’t you?” 
 
    He was in front of her, his face took up her world, and his lips were right there. She found herself leaning forward, then their lips met. 
 
    Soft, warm, tasting her lipstick, licking her lips, sticking his tongue in her mouth. 
 
    She felt, as if in some far off land, a bit of revulsion. She liked kissing, but this was…this was more…it was too fast. Why was she doing this so easily? 
 
    Frank, fondled her breasts, ignoring the way she twitched, as if she didn’t want him to. “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “Yes, you do. Say you do.” 
 
    “I like this.” Her voice was a whisper. Things inside her were telling her no. But it was like she was falling down a big, long tube, and he was right in front of her, calling, beckoning, and his hands were all over her. 
 
    She felt like a clay sculpture, being shaped by his greedy hands. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered at one point. “No…no.” 
 
    “I don’t like that word,” Frank said, a smirky grin curling over his mouth. “Don’t say it again. Don’t even think it again.” 
 
    “I…won’t.” 
 
    “Good girl. Now tell me how badly you need me.” 
 
    The circuits of her mind sputtering and fitzing, she heard herself say, “I like you, Frank.” True. At least she had, before she felt…weak and sick. Before she started doing things and not knowing why. Things she wouldn’t normally do. 
 
    “And how much do you need me?” 
 
    “I…need…you.” Something was wrong…wrong…wrong. 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “Badly. I need you badly.” 
 
    “You need to show me how badly.” 
 
    “What…but…how…I don’t…” 
 
    “You need to show me by taking off your clothes.” 
 
    “My clothes.” a statement of fact. Inwardly a shriek of protest. 
 
    “Yes, your clothes. Take off your clothes. I’ve got something for you.” 
 
    “I…” tears were coming out of her eyes, but she couldn’t stop to take notice of them. She had to take off her clothes. She had to…she had to. 
 
    She took off her blouse. Her breasts were revealed, large, soft, white. She wasn’t an experienced girl, she had only been with a few men, and none of them had defiled her like this. 
 
    Yes, they had felt her, and she had liked the feel of their hands on her chest, cupping her womanliness, sliding their thumbs over her nipples. 
 
    But she hadn’t done more than that. She was innocent, and didn’t understand that that innocence was like a magnet for men like Frank. 
 
    “Beautiful,” said Frank. “You have wonderful breasts.” He kissed them, cupped them, felt them. His hands were rough, and he paid no attention to any sign of discomfort Penny might evince. 
 
    Penny was sobbing now, but firmly under the control of the drug. It was like she knew, and understood, but from far away. She could only sit there, helpless, and do what she was told. 
 
    He kissed her, bruising her mouth with his. He reached down to her groin and squeezed her. Hard. She gave a yelp, but couldn’t do anything more. 
 
    “Take off your skirt.” he commanded, growing in confidence, become more matter of factly brutal. 
 
    She undid the button and the zipper, the skirt slid off her smooth thighs, and Frank marveled at her perfection. 
 
    In his mind she was a prick teaser, and she deserved what she got. And he intended to be the one to teach her a lesson. 
 
    “Now your underpants…” 
 
    And the night went on. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later Frank dumped Penny in front of a club. It was a rough biker bar. He had told her to go in and have a drink and forget about everything that had happened. 
 
    As he drove away he saw her stumbling towards the entrance. Her mouth was red with smeared kissing, her hair was tousled from being used as a handle. Her clothes were askew on her body. 
 
    But she walked into the bar and that was fine with him. Let the bikers take care of the bitch. 
 
    Laughing, entirely pleased with himself, he drove home. 
 
      
 
    Five in the morning, two hours after dropping Penny off, he was awakened by a punch to the gut. 
 
    He curled around his belly and tried to breath, not understanding what was happening, barely registering that he was still in his own bed, naked, and several big shapes were standing over him. 
 
    “Punch him again,” said one of the big shapes. 
 
    A smaller shape came forth, but not smaller. And this shape resolved to his tear curtained vision as…a woman! Tall, statuesque, hair in a topknot and… 
 
    “No.” He’s done,” she said, as she leaned over him. 
 
    He was aware of her large breasts. Even in pain, barely recovering the ability to gulp air down, he was aware of her very feminine shape. 
 
    She was doing something to him, to his manhood. She had a hold of him and she was… 
 
    “He wasn’t much, was he?” said one of the figures. Frank’s vision resolved further and he could tell that the guy was a biker. Big, tall, more muscles than a gorilla, a beard that was big and square and glittering eyes that showed no patience or forgiveness. 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    He tried to push the woman’s hands away, but she brushed him off. “Hold his hands.” 
 
    Two big shadows moved in. He could smell motor oil and leather, beer and sweat. 
 
    The woman fastened something around his junk and he heard a  
 
      
 
    Click! 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what…” he was trying to struggle, but his muscles were crafted by machine. Pretty to look at, but not really much in a real contest. 
 
    The two bikers holding him had work toughened muscles. They held him with no difficulty. 
 
    The woman stood back. “Okay, let him go.” 
 
    The bikers moved back. Showing from the depths of their beards were smirky, knowing kinds of grins. 
 
    “What the fuck,” Frank said, getting out of his bed. Naked. Something on his cock and balls. Something tight. “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Frank Rutherford. I am arresting you in the name of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. You have been charged with crimes against womankind. I will be taking you to a place of incarceration where you will await trial and judgement. 
 
    “The fuck you say, you dumb bit—“ 
 
    From somewhere far away he heard a ZZZZing sound. And his body curled into a ball and fell on the floor. His groin felt like a king kong had just kicked his balls for a field goal. 
 
    The two bikers snickered. 
 
    The woman said nothing, just waited. 
 
    “Help him up.” 
 
    One of the bikers grabbed him by the arm and lifted. He couldn’t resist. Every muscle in his body was complaining. Every fiber of his being felt like it had been slammed by a sledge hammer. 
 
    Wobbly, he stood. The biker steadied him. Suddenly he didn’t care about being naked. He just cared about living. So much pain, delivered right to his scrotum…what the fuck had happened? 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford,” said the woman. “Resistance has no reward. Come with me.” 
 
    The woman turned and walked out. 
 
    The biker whispered to him in a grating voice, “I suggest you follow her, slick. Unless you want her to fry your balls again.” 
 
    Frank took a step, then came to himself enough to not take another step. 
 
    The woman was standing outside his apartment, waiting. At his balk she lifted a hand, pressed her thumb on a little remote type thing in her hand, and… 
 
    “Gah!” Frank managed to grunt as his balls exploded into pain. He dropped to the floor, curled around himself again, and tried to figure out what was happening. 
 
    His balls felt like somebody had electrified them. He could imagine them smoking, the sensation was so real. 
 
    “Help him up.” 
 
    Now Frank didn’t want to get up. He just wanted to lie there, a helpless puddle of pain, but two sets of hands grabbed his biceps and lifted him. 
 
    He stood, wavering, and his thought process started up just enough to realize that she was doing it. The woman was pulling the trigger, and that thing she had put on his groin was delivering the pain, and…and he better do what she said. 
 
    “‘Kay. Okay. I…let me…” 
 
    He stumbled forward. He stepped through the door and the woman was already half way to the stairs. 
 
    Like a colt with drunken legs he staggered down the hallway. Recovery was slow, but walking was helping. But it was so painful. 
 
    He came to the top of the stairs and she was already at the bottom, watching him, waiting. 
 
    He started to take a step, and began to fall. The bikers grabbed him and helped him navigate the stairs. 
 
    His legs stumped down the steps like they were prosthetics. 
 
    He reached the bottom, and the woman was waiting at the front door to his apartment. 
 
    He reached the door, and she was waiting by a black van with an open door. 
 
    He looked out at the world, he was naked. The sun was just starting to lighten the world. 
 
    “My clothes,” he managed to say. 
 
    She lifted the remote and he stumbled out into the city morning. He could hear a garbage truck grinding its load on the next street. He caught glimpses of car headlights, not yet turned off, whizzing by on the far side street. 
 
    His bare feet went over the cement, finally feeling the surface he was walking on. 
 
    The woman stood back and he climbed into the van. The door shut and he was in darkness. 
 
      
 
    And opened. Just a few minutes had passed, but the sunlight was already brighter. It splashed into his eyes and made him blink. 
 
    He was sitting on the floor in the back. Two of the bikers were gone, there was one left, the driver, and the woman, who had sat in the passenger seat. Now she was standing to the side of the sliding door. 
 
    “Get out,” she said, conversationally. 
 
    He was starting to recover. Still weak, his muscles felt a little noodle-ish, he climbed out of the van. 
 
    They were in front of a big block or a warehouse. They were in. shabby section of town, but the warehouse didn’t look rundown. Windows had been upgraded and were shiny clean. There were no broken boards or missing bricks. The doors were modern and had been painted a dull red.  
 
    “Go to the door.” 
 
    He walked gingerly. Though the parking lot was new asphalt, he was still in bare feet. And naked. He walked, and risked asking, “Can I get some clothes?” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    There was a pad next to the door, but she ignored it. There was a camera over the door, and somebody inside doubtless pressed a button and the door swung in noiselessly.  
 
    Inside the warehouse it was cool, but not cold. Apparently there was a controlled environment. 
 
    They walked through a small room and down a long corridor. They reached a door and and it swung back. Frank entered. 
 
    The woman smiled wanly, and closed the door. A very firm ‘click’ told Frank there was a major locking mechanism in play. 
 
      
 
    It was cool in the room, and there was no furniture. No windows. Nothing but the fresh paint on the walls and an overhead vent through which blew cold air. 
 
    Frank was tired. He had had two hours sleep, been shocked twice, and wanted to sleep. 
 
    But he was also wired. 
 
    He sat down in a corner, away from the vent, and put his head back. What the fuck was happening? Why was he brought to— 
 
    Click. 
 
    He looked up as the door opened. The same woman was there, holding the remote. She was wearing the same black cat suit, had the same smiling but slightly disdainful look on her face. 
 
    She stepped into the room and another woman entered. Dressed in white. Good figure under the uniform. A pleasant and even compassionate face. This one was a nurse, or maybe a doctor. She held a small black kit. 
 
    “I’m going to be drawing blood. I suggest you let me, Janey is pretty quick on the trigger.” 
 
    The guard, who now had a name, smiled, just the corners of her mouth going up. 
 
    The woman knelt next to Frank and inserted a needle. He watched as the blood slipped out of him. 
 
    “Why am I here?” 
 
    She just glanced at him. It was hard to tell whether she even knew.  
 
    She took out the needle, packed the sample in her kit, put a bandaid on his arm, and left. 
 
    The ‘guard’ did, too. 
 
    Frank sat in the corner. Tired, wired, his head back against the wall. He sat there for a long time, then drifted into a nervous sleep. 
 
      
 
    And awoke to the sound of the door being opened, and the tall blonde to the big room and a cone of light where three judgmental woman stared down at him. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, we have reason to believe you have committed crimes against womankind. We have specific complaint and there is ample evidence. How do you plead.” 
 
    “I want a lawyer.” 
 
    The blonde judge cleared her throat. “Mr. Rutherford, we are not your normal court, playing games and looking for loopholes. We have no vested interest in money, nor politics to play. We care only for the truth.” 
 
    “Well, the truth is that you crazies have kidnapped me, against my will,” a bit redundant there, but what the heck. He was building a head of steam up. “You’ve brought me here, shocked my fucking nuts, and imprisoned me against my will. I don’t want just a lawyer, I want a cop! I want a whole bunch of cops. Lady, when I get through with you I will own you!” 
 
    “Your statements have been noted, Mr. Rutherford. And, for your information, we are not associated with the laws and politics of your normal world. We are not bound by your silly and often contradictory laws. We have our own laws, and we do our own enforcement. You are being held accountable for your actions of the last 24 hours. Justice will be swift, you won’t be able to make a deal or plead for mercy. Now, how do you plead?” 
 
    “I plead the fifth. You can’t make me speak. You can’t force a confession out of me with your fucking cattle prod bitch back there.” 
 
    The redhead spoke now. She had a high and pleasant. voice, but, again, a no nonsense attitude. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, your testicles will not be shocked for speaking. Shocking is only for enforcing compliance. You are free to speak. You may say anything you like.” 
 
    Frank stood for a long moment. He figured the bitch was lying, but he had to find out. Only one way to do that. 
 
    “You’re a fucking cunt!” he screamed. 
 
    Nothing. His balls were safe in the…the prison they were in. 
 
    The judges waited. 
 
    Okay, so maybe he could speak. He eyed the three ladies sourly. “So who are you, and by what right do you kidnap me and imprison me.” 
 
    The blonde again. “We have had you arrested to investigate allegations that you did give an illegal substance to one Penny Thornton. You have had no mistreatment, and you have only received the amount of force necessary to compel you to attend this trial. 
 
    Frank was casting about for things to say. He wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, he wasn’t a particularly knowledgable person when it came to the law. He did, however, latch on to one fact. 
 
    “You say I gave somebody a roofie, you say it’s an illegal substance, but who are you to say what is legal or illegal.” 
 
    The brunette spoke for the first time. “Your point is taken, Mr. Rutherford. A roofie is illegal in your system of laws. In our system it is illegal in that the chemical substance was used to abuse Ms Thornton. I would point out that you claim it was a roofie, and that point had not been stated. Thus, you are condemning yourself through knowledge of the drug, and therefore the crime.” 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    “How do you plead?” 
 
    Frank had nothing left. He snarled at them: “I’m innocent! I’m not fucking guilty!” 
 
    One of the judges bent her head, and Frank realized she was scribbling something, or maybe typing something. 
 
    The blonde said, “Very well. Your plea has been noted. Since you contest the charges we will now begin the trial.” 
 
    Frank snorted and folded his arms. 
 
    A woman came out of the shadows and placed a chair under the cone of light. Frank realized he was being allowed to sit, and he did so. 
 
    The redhead: “First witness.” 
 
    A light winked on to one side of Frank. It was a cone of light like the one he was under. In the center of the cone of light, sitting in a chair like the one he was sitting in, was Penny. 
 
    Frank’s heart sank, and he twisted to look at her with a sudden motion. 
 
    Penny was looking at him. Her lipstick was still smeared, but almost wiped off. Her hair was still mussed, but it looked like she had tried to comb it. Her clothes were shifted into the proper wearing position. 
 
    “Penny! Baby! Are you all right?” 
 
    Penny didn’t look at him. 
 
    “Ms Thornton, asked the redhead. “Please tell your story.” 
 
    Penny sniffed, but kept her head averted from Frank. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford has been contained…”  
 
    Man, say that again, thought Frank. 
 
    “…you have nothing to fear, and you may speak plainly.” 
 
    Penny snuffled a bit more, then began to timidly speak. “I met Frank a couple of days ago, and I thought he was a real gentleman…” 
 
    Frank smiled. This was going to be okay. 
 
    But when Penny reached the previous night he began to panic. 
 
    “I realized I had been drugged, and there was nothing I could do. I remember reading about roofies, and I sort of knew that was what I had been given, but I couldn’t not do what he told me to.” 
 
    “Penny…” 
 
    “The prisoner will not speak,” the blonde cut him off quickly. “If he interrupts he may be subject to penalties.” 
 
    Yeah, penalties like having my dick shocked off! 
 
    “Continue, Ms Thornton.” 
 
    “So he had me take my clothes off. I didn’t want to, but he would tell me to, and I just…did it. And whenever I tried to object he kept telling me how much I had to like him.” 
 
    The story went on and on, and Frank listened as she described how he had taken her on the couch, made her suck his dick, then put his penis in her. Repeatedly. 
 
    Finally, Frank had had enough. 
 
    “She’s lying!” he jumped up. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford—“ 
 
    “I swear, it’s the truth,” Penny was crying. 
 
    “You fucking bitch!” He started for her. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    He lay down on the floor, rather abruptly, and groaned. He felt like somebody had stepped on his balls, again and again and again, with size 16 golf shoes, with sharpened spikes. 
 
    He was aware, through the pain, that somebody had gone into Penny’s cone of light and given her a drink of water. Nobody came to him. He just lay there and groaned and held his plastic encasement. 
 
    Finally, the pain started to wane. He tried to sit up, and finally managed to make it. 
 
    He was sitting on the edge of the cone of light. Penny was sobbing softly in her cone of light, and shadows moved outside the cones. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford. If you would please take your seat.” 
 
    Frank nodded. He rolled over and crawled back to his chair. He put his hand on the seat, went to his knees, then managed to give an effort that twisted him around and landed him on the chair. 
 
    He still held his package in one hand, and his vision was a bit blurry. 
 
    “We will tolerate no more outbursts, Mr. Rutherford.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” gulped Frank, waving a hand towards the high three judges. 
 
    “The witness will continue with her story.” 
 
    Penny continued. She told how she had been dropped off in front of. a bar. She described how the bikers had taken pity on her, and how one of the biker ‘mamas’ had called the Ladies’ Sissy society. When she was done the courtroom was silent. 
 
    Really, there wasn’t much more to say. Penny’s testimony had been heartfelt, and her demeanor was honest, and enhanced by her sobbing. 
 
    “Very well. We will take a ten minute break. Water for Mr. Rutherford, please.” 
 
    A bottle of water was handed to Frank, and he unscrewed the cap and drank. He had somewhat recovered from his latest shock, and though dazed, was looking around. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Rutherford,” it was the blonde judge. She was apparently in charge. Or at least in charge of speaking to him. “Records indicate you have been shocked three times. As you may have noticed, the electrical shocks build in intensity. You are cautioned to control yourself. You have reached the point where the shocks could result in permanent damage. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He wasn’t intending to jump up and do the cha cha anyway. 
 
    “Very well. We have heard from the first witness. Her testimony has been substantiated through an interview with a lie detector. Do you have any specific questions to ask Ms Thornton? Mr. Rutherford?” 
 
    Frank did. He was supposed to be able to say what he wanted. 
 
    His first question was: “How can you tell these lies about me?” 
 
    Penny started crying all over again. “I’m not lying. I swear it.” 
 
    “But what’s your proof?” He looked up at the judges, “This is just her word against mine?” 
 
    “We have seen the lie detector results,” said the redhead. “While this is not condemning by itself, there are other proofs. Would you like to hear the other proofs before continuing with your questions?” 
 
    “Yeah!” he spoke defiantly. “Yes. What’s her fucking proof?” 
 
    “Very well, we will examine medical reports for the night in question. The court will now hear from Doctor Anderson. 
 
    On the left of Frank another cone of light sprang into existence. The doctor who had drawn his blood was sitting on a chair. 
 
    Frank blinked. What the fuck was this? 
 
    “Dr. Anderson, would you read your first report?” 
 
    The doctor nodded, cleared her throat and opened a folder that was sitting in her lap. 
 
    “On the night of…” she rattled off the specifics of time and location, then got into the good stuff. 
 
    “Ms Thornton had been given flunitrazepam, a member of a class of tranquilizers sometimes referred to as Roofies.” 
 
    One of the judges asked, “Is this also known as Rohypnol.” 
 
    “Yes, your honor. The drug acts as suppressant, and people who take it are compelled to follow directions given to them. Further, it is also called a ‘forget me.’ People who take it are then compelled to follow the directions of the person who gave it to them, and don’t remember the incident afterwards.” 
 
    “How do you account for Ms Thornton remembering the incident?” 
 
    “Two things. First, she received aid from the motorcyclists quickly. And second, the drug was watered down, which would have reduced the effectiveness of the drug.” 
 
    “Very well. Mr. Rutherford? Do you have any questions at this point?” 
 
    “She’s just lying, that’s all.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr. Rutherford. Doctor Anderson, you have another report for us?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I took a blood sample from Mr. Rutherford. The result was negative.” 
 
    “Aha!” Frank started to jump up, then sat down quick. I didn’t want anymore shocks. 
 
    “However,” the doctor continued, “We found a vial of pills in Mr. Rutherford’s apartment. These pills were analyzed, and were a perfect match for the chemicals in Ms Thornton’s system. They were cut to the exact same percentages, and contained the exact same other ingredients. There is no doubt that this vial is where the pills that were given to Ms Thornton came from.” 
 
    “That is a…” Frank stopped and looked around at the tall guard. She had her hand up, was ready to press the remote, but as Frank seemed to have controlled herself, she held back. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford. I would caution you again to watch your outbursts.” She paused, and Frank straightened himself out in the chair and looked up at the three judges. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, would you like to ask the doctor any questions?” 
 
    “I don’t see as how I can. I mean, what she said…it’s all a pack of lies! I never gave Penny any drugs, and this bogus drug testing is just that…bogus.” 
 
    Very well. Dr. Anderson, you are excused.” 
 
    The cone of light winked out. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, would you like to ask any more questions of Ms. Thornton?” 
 
    Frank remembered seeing Law and Order SVU on TV. He remembered the court cases they usually finished up each episode with. 
 
    “Not at this time, your honor.”  
 
    He sounded so good he almost snickered, but he controlled himself. 
 
    “The next witness is Bradley Thompson.” 
 
    The light shining down on Penny winked out. A moment later it winked on, and the big biker with the beard was sitting in the chair. 
 
    “Mr. Thompson, would you tell us what happened at the bar known as the Golden Monkey last night? 
 
    Thompson nodded. “We wuz sittin’ around, doin’ shooters, and this babe walks in. Sorry, this girl walks in. She’s sure out of place. Nice lookin’ girl, but looked like she’d been roughed up—“ 
 
    “Can you clarify that statement…’roughed up?’ 
 
    “Yeah. Her clothes wasn’t on straight, and she was acting stupid and crying.” 
 
    “And what happened then?” 
 
    “Galoshes, that’s my wing mate, he brung her over to us and we helped her out. One of our girls took her to the bathroom, and another of our girls called you guys. Heck, I didn’t even know about you guys. I never heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Are you going to cut off his nuts?” 
 
    Frank gasped. His nuts cut off? Castrated? His best friend severed and…and… 
 
    “As an interested party you will be apprised of the verdict. Please continue with your story.” 
 
    The biker nodded. “From there we just helped Janey, the babe with the shocker, round up numb nuts over there and bring him here.” 
 
    “He’s lying,” Frank blurted. He was stunned by the idea that he might be…separated from his…his best friend. 
 
    Before anybody could say anything the biker turned towards him and grinned a hard grin. “Listen, asshole. I got ten guys what was with me. They’ll back me up. What kind of a scuzz butt are you, anyway? Doing that to a girl?” 
 
    “Order in the court.” 
 
    Thompson was done, however, and Frank had nothing to say in the face of such quick vehemence. 
 
    A moment passed, then the judge said, “Thank you, Mr. Thompson. You are excused.” 
 
    The cone of light over the biker winked out and Frank heard slight sounds, as of a chair being removed and shuffling footsteps. Then he realized his was the only light left on. He was alone, and the women looking down on him didn’t look too happy. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, before we pass judgement, is there anything you would like to say? Any other evidence you may wish to present?” 
 
    Oh, man. Oh, man, Frank thought. He knew he was in the hot seat. He began to talk. Desperately. Frantically. 
 
    “Yeah! I didn’t do anything! Sure, I went out with Penny, and we had a great night, and now she says all this stuff about me…she’s lying. She’s got to have a screw loose. And that doctor woman. I don’t know why she’d make up all that stuff, but it’s just…it’s lies. I didn’t do anything. And that biker guy. That Thompson. You know what bikers are like. They murder and rape people and deal in drugs and…and this is all illegal and that guard bitch broke into my house and shocking me is cruel and unusual punishment and…” 
 
    Frank went on and on. He spoke for maybe 15 minutes without pause, protesting his innocence and accusing everybody of being in a big conspiracy. Finally, however, he ran down. He was repeating himself, and the women just watched him and listened to him, and…and it all seemed hopeless. He finally stopped talking. 
 
    The women above him talked briefly among themselves, then the blonde spoke again. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, it is the opinion of this court, based on scientific evidence, that you did maliciously and with intent administer a foreign substance to Mr. Penny Thornton, and that while Ms Thornton was under the influence of this drug you did commit sexual crimes against her, including rape and sodomy, and forced her to do fellatio on your person.” 
 
    Frank was shaking his head, stunned, and in his head, though he knew it was all the truth, he was trying desperately to convince himself that it wasn’t the truth. 
 
    “It is, therefore, the sentence of this court that you be held in custody for 24 hours, to meditate upon your crimes. At the end of 24 hours you will be spanked.” 
 
    “What?” Frank looked up, his mouth open in surprise. “I’m going to be spanked?” 
 
    But the women didn’t answer him. They were already filing out of the light that surrounded them. 
 
    “That’s it? I’m supposed to have raped somebody and you’re going to spank me?” 
 
    He didn’t understand that his words were actually sounding like a protest at the lightness of his punishment. 
 
    “That’s it? Spank me?” 
 
    In his head it felt like a barrel of monkeys were trying to play musical instruments.  
 
    A spanking? 
 
    He could take a spanking on his head! That was nothing! Absolutely nothing! 
 
    “That’s all you got? A spanking? You fucking bitches put me through this for a fucking spanking!” 
 
    The lights went on and Frank looked around. He was in a big warehouse room. Everything polished. Chairs stacked. The dais stood in front of him, now looking smaller and…and inconsequential, just a piece of big furniture. 
 
    “You’re going to spank me?” His voice was hollow and disbelieving. 
 
    As the guard motioned him to walk to a door, and back to his cell, he began to chuckle, and the chuckle became a laugh. high and shrill, loud and long. 
 
    They were going to spank him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Frank was not taken back to his ‘cell,’ he was put in another room. This cell had a bunk against one wall, a small desk with a swivel chair against the other wall. There was a toilet in one corner. There was even a window opposite the door. 
 
    The door clicked behind him and he stood in the center of the room and inspected the room. 
 
    The furniture was bolted to the floor. There was a jug of water on the small desk. In two upper corners of the room were cameras. 
 
    He walked to the window and looked out. He could see miles and miles of pasture, dotted with trees. Cows grazed in the pasture, swishing their tails, heads bent to mow the grass. It was like a peaceful painting. 
 
    Frank sat down on the bed. He looked at his junk, encased in a weird plastic contraption. He tugged on it, but it was there to stay. He was about to lie down when he heard the door click. He looked up just as the door swung back and an older lady entered the room.  
 
    “Good morning, Frank.” 
 
    Frank didn’t say anything. As she crossed to the desk she said, “You are being watched through the cameras in the upper corners of the room. Any attempt to violate my person in any manner and you will be shocked. Okay?” 
 
    Frank just stared at her. 
 
    She was five and a half feet tall, probably 50 years old. A little thick in the middle, a hefty bosom, and a grey bubble cut atop her square face. She turned the swivel chair and sat down facing him. 
 
    “I’m here to counsel you during the 24 hour period. If you don’t wish for me to be present that is fine. I’m quite willing to leave you to your meditations. But I must first explain a couple of things to you.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Frank couldn’t help it, he sounded challenging. 
 
    “My name is Gloria, I am a member of some position in the Ladies’ Sissy Society.” 
 
    “Yeah. What is that?” 
 
    “I’ll explain in a minute. First, I must ask you, is there anything you would like? In the way of reading materials?” 
 
    Frank didn’t read much, so he just kept his trap shut. 
 
    “Would you like to speak to anyone of faith? We have members who are quite practiced in all faiths. They would be quite willing to meet with you.” 
 
    Frank shook his head. He wanted to find out about this ‘society’ thing. 
 
    “Okay, then let me explain how this 24 hours work. You are given this time to contemplate upon your misdeeds. You will be given opportunity to make any confession you see fit. I suggest you avail yourself of this opportunity. If you have other crimes you have committed it is helpful to relieve yourself of that burden. During this time anything you say will not be used against you. You have already received sentence, and until that sentence is carried out you may not be subjected to any other punishment. That is a loophole you may use. Do you understand what I have said so far?” 
 
    “Yeah. I got it.” 
 
    “Very well. Before I answer any questions you might have…you will be served a meal this evening. It is the last meal you will receive before punishment is administered. Do you have any special dishes you might prefer?” 
 
    He snorted. Dishes. “So I get a last meal.” 
 
    “An ominous way to put it, but yes. You won’t get to eat tomorrow morning before punishment because it will likely not stay down.” 
 
    I want ribs, falling off the bone. Mashed potatoes. And lots of ice cream.” He had a sneer on his face while he made his order. Again, he was disdainful, challenging. 
 
    Gloria didn’t blink. “Would you like butter, sour cream? Chives.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure. All of that.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay then. If you have questions I will do my best to answer them. 
 
    “What’s this Ladies’ Sissy thing?” 
 
    “The Ladies’ Sissy Society was initiated by a lady, our leader, whose name is Silithia. It was obvious that the normal institutions of law in this country, and around the world, did not take care of women. Women could be abused, beaten, raped, even murdered, and the courts treated the victims like they were guilty. 
 
    “Rape victims, in particular were subjected to unreasonable violations of their body to procure evidence. They were interrogated mercilessly, with no regard for their feelings. The Ladies’ Sissy Society was designed to offer real justice, an alternative to the mockery that modern society has offered. 
 
    “Yes, we have to procure evidence, but it is done quickly and without fanfare. 
 
    “Yes, we have to speak to the victims, but any ‘interrogation’ respects the victim. 
 
    “The perpetrator, yourself in this case, is afforded his chance to present his own witnesses, conduct cross examinations, and so on, but without the usual demeaning and abusive circus. 
 
    “If you consider your trial, and the manner in which you were treated you will see that my description is accurate.” 
 
    “You bitches shocked me! And those biker assholes punched me!” 
 
    “There was sufficient evidence against you, and we do not wish any fanfare concerning what we do. For any undue violence we do apologize, but you were secured quickly and efficiently.” 
 
    “When do I get some clothes?” 
 
    “You don’t.” 
 
    Frank stared at her. 
 
    “As you are awaiting one of the more severe punishments you are on suicide watch. Your bed sheets are not of sufficient strength for you to hang or choke yourself. Your writing implements, should you wish to make a written statement they are in the desk, are not of sufficient substance to allow you to stab yourself or otherwise injure yourself. 
 
    “In the event you do come up with a method to harm yourself…you are being watched. You will be shocked, women will come into the room and rescue you, and your next accommodations will include chains.” 
 
    Frank snorted. 
 
    Gloria continued with her explanation, “Silithia has established various methods to right the balance in society and give womankind her proper place. 
 
    “In addition to the Ladies’ Sissy Society there are programs to begin changing women into men.” 
 
    This one got to Frank, and his mouth opened. 
 
    “Oh, yes. It has been scientifically proven that women are superior, and there are programs to help men begin a transition and ascension. We are an open and loving society who wish only to avail all humankind of the opportunity to ascend to the highest stages of which they are capable.” 
 
    “You…you change men into women.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Of course, the man must earn this privilege. He must prove that he is of a sturdy mind and able to withstand the challenge of transition.” 
 
    Frank shook his head. He couldn’t believe all this. Then he had a thought. He looked at Gloria. “You said this spanking thing is one of the more severe punishments?” 
 
    “Yes. Quite so. The punishment should fit the crime. And I will tell you, serious consideration was given to castration in your case.” 
 
    “You would have cut my…my…” 
 
    “Your nuts off. Quickly and efficiently. If that had been your sentence we wouldn’t be speaking right now. You would be sans testicles by now.” 
 
    “But…that’s fucking nuts.” 
 
    “Interesting choice of words,” Gloria spoke in a droll manner, for the first time revealing that there was anything besides tour guide to her personality. “The range of punishments begins with simple apologies and amendments. On the upper end there are whippings, spankings, and…castration. 
 
    “To tell the truth, we actually don’t like to castrate males, and that punishment is saved for a last resort. We don’t like to neuter males because if they do reach a place where they are eligible to become women the presence of testicles is necessary. If we take your testicles we won’t be able to alter your body so that it has ovaries, the proper balance of hormones, and so on. 
 
    “It is considered extremely cruel punishment to deprive a man of the ability to be a woman.” 
 
    Frank took this in, and realized that he was having trouble thinking about it all. Men into women? One woman, this ‘Silithia’ person, in charge of transitioning the world. It was worse than a conspiracy theory.” 
 
    “So why is spanking considered so harsh? I mean, it’s just a spanking, right?” 
 
    “I am not at liberty to apprise you of the details. It is considered cruel and unusual as it would cause you much mental anguish.” 
 
    “Mental stress. Huh!” Frank soughed. 
 
    “At any rate, I’m done here. Are you sure there’s nothing you would like to read?” 
 
    “Nah.” He was sure they wouldn’t have comic books, or the Walking Dead compendium. 
 
    “Then if you have questions you can talk to the camera and I will be summoned. Oh, and by the way, we have notified any important women in your life, and they will have the opportunity to visit you. Is there any woman you would like to speak to specifically? I am speaking more of confessional speech than ordering a low level woman for her favors.” 
 
    Frank just shook his head. 
 
    “Then, Mr. Rutherford, our meeting is at an end. I may speak to again, but if you choose not to speak to me, I wish you well with your punishment. I truly hope you survive…and with an enlightened frame of mind.” 
 
    She stood up, walked to the door, which opened, and left. The door swung shut and ‘clicked.’ 
 
      
 
    Frank lay on the bunk. From his position he could see through the window, at least a portion of sky. He watched wispy clouds trail by in the far blue. 
 
    He couldn’t believe his situation. He had never been in jail. In all the time he had roofied girls he had never been caught. And he wasn’t one for burglary or writing bad checks or any of that stuff. 
 
    And now to be caught for one stupid girl. Heysoos wipe his butt, this was ridiculous. 
 
    After an hour he was bored. So he slept for a while. Then he woke up and was bored some more.  
 
    Finally, he figured it was only about noon, he heard the ‘click’ of the door. From his position on the bed he looked at the door. 
 
    The door swung open and two women entered. One was the tall guard, holding the remote shocker thing. The other…the other one he didn’t recognize. But she looked familiar. 
 
    She was a short girl, blonde and well put together, a sweet face, but a little hard. She was wearing pants and a sweat shirt. Had no make up on.  
 
    Pity, thought Frank. He liked them sharp and shapely, and make up always helped. He sat up and looked at the two women. 
 
    “You don’t recognize me?” 
 
    He cocked his head and stared at her. She was familiar, and she recognized him…but from where?” 
 
    “You gave me drug and…and did things to me, and you don’t even know who I am.” 
 
    He shrugged, at a disadvantage and not liking it. 
 
    “Do you remember going to movie? The Joker? You bought me popcorn and mild duds. We sat in the back row and…and you kissed me.” 
 
    Bingo! Frank grinned and snapped his fingers. Then he stopped grinning. 
 
    “That’s right. You took me back to your apartment where we had a few drinks and you…you took advantage of me. Do you remember me now?” 
 
    He took all emotion off his face and leaned back against the wall. “Yeah. Yeah. We had a good time.” 
 
    “You mean you had a good time. I was destroyed after that night. I don’t trust men, I’m afraid to go out with men.” 
 
    “So be a Lesbian,” he snapped. “Don’t blame me just because you’re off your nut.” 
 
    “Off my…” she took in a breath and controlled herself. “When they told me that you had been arrested, and were going to be punished, I hoped you would…say something…help me understand. But I can see I was wrong. You’re just a selfish asshole, and you deserve whatever they do to you.” 
 
    She turned and left the room. The tall guard contemplated him briefly, then followed the girl. 
 
    Click. 
 
      
 
    Only a few minutes had passed. Frank sighed in disgust and laid back down and returned to being bored A few minutes later, however, he heard the click of the door again. It was Gloria. 
 
    “Hello, Frank,” she said as she took the swivel chair. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “That went poorly.” 
 
    “What? You mean that crazy bitch?” 
 
    Gloria pursed her lips and looked at him dourly. “That ‘crazy bitch’ has been in and out of therapy. She can’t hold a relationship together, and it all started with one date with you.” 
 
    “Blame me for the world,” Frank muttered. He had not sat up, but was lying on his back, his head cradled in his hands and held up to look at her. 
 
    “Frank, I don’t think you understand what an opportunity you have here. You are in the never never land between sentencing and punishment. You can’t be punished further, and that includes the levying  of punishment, or even future trial for crimes you admit to while in this period. 
 
    “You have a chance to speak freely and openly, honestly. You have a chance to understand what you did, be it through the eyes of your victims. I encourage you to take advantage of this time.” 
 
    “Ahh!” Frank waved her off rudely. “I don’t need no bitches schoolin’ me.” 
 
    Gloria nodded. “You’re a piece of work, Frank Rutherford.” 
 
    “You bet I am.” 
 
    She stood up and left the room. 
 
      
 
    More boredom. More clouds in the sky. Frank wished they’d get on with it. He was already tired of all this bullshit. 
 
    Click. 
 
    “Frank?” 
 
    “Ma?” 
 
    Frank stood up. 
 
    There were two guards. One was the tall one, she held the remote and said, “There will be no physical contact.” 
 
    The other one held on to his mother’s arm. 
 
    The guard: “Sit down.” 
 
    There was a total no nonsense look in her eyes. Frank knew she was serious, so he sat down. 
 
    “Frank. How could you do this…this thing you did?” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything. They made it all up. I been railroaded.” 
 
    “But the evidence! And the girl, this Penny, she passed a lie detector test!” 
 
    Frank studied his mother. She was skinny, tired looking, and she had been crying. 
 
    For him, he knew. 
 
    “Frank, I have to tell you, I joined the Ladies’ Sissy Society last year. I have even sat in judgment. What you are saying…I know how the ladies work. I know how serious and thorough they are. Please, son. Don’t lie to me.” 
 
    “You’re one of them?” This stunned Frank. 
 
    “Frank, Gloria told me that you have shown no remorse. Please, son, try to understand. These women are beautiful people, you must not mistreat them. You have to—“ 
 
    Frank sighed. 
 
    His mother picked up on his attitude. 
 
    “Frank…” 
 
    But he was closed to her. 
 
    She turned and left the room. There was defeat in her shoulders, and the door closed with a sad ‘click.’ 
 
    Gloria didn’t show up after that, and Frank watched some more sky. He wished he had a cigarette. Or maybe a quart of whiskey. He wanted to be done with this stupid stuff. Spank him and get over it. 
 
    And, in the midst of boredom, Frank started fantasizing. 
 
    The next girl he met he would be more careful. He would rent a room, cash only, and maybe grow a mustache. Then, after he had had his fun, they wouldn’t be able to find him, and he could shave off his mustache. 
 
    Yeah. And he would meet the next girls in a variety of places, avoid a ‘modus operandi’ thing. He could have his fun, and this stupid Ladies’ Sissy Society could go to hell. 
 
    So thinking, he dozed, happy in his make believe world, dreaming his dreams of degradation and abuse. 
 
      
 
    Click. 
 
    The door opened and the guard pushed a cart in. “Stay on your bed.” 
 
    Frank did so. 
 
    The guard took two plates off the cart. She placed them on the desk. Then one bowl. She left the room. 
 
    Frank got up and sauntered over to the desk. The plates were covered. Two were hot, and one was cold, moisture condensing on the sides. 
 
    He lifted one cover and almost fell over. A big rack of ribs, more than he could eat, and the aroma almost overwhelmed him. 
 
    The next platter held a smaller plate of mashed potatoes. There were two little cups, one of butter, the other of sour cream and chives. 
 
    The final platter, the cold one, had ice cream. Moose Tracks. His favorite. 
 
    Frank grinned and sat down. He picked at the ribs with his fingers, he only had a plastic spoon for the potatoes and ice cream, and the meat fell off the bone. 
 
    Suddenly he was ravenous. He hadn’t had anything for breakfast or lunch. And, according to Gloria, he wasn’t getting anything else for a while. He devoured the ribs, and they were the best tasting ribs he had ever had in his life. 
 
    Then the mashed potatoes, drenched in butter and sour cream, those stupid, little green things all over them. He shoveled the potatoes into his maw and knew he was out of control. 
 
    Finally, the ice cream. It galloped down his throat, soothing and tasting so good. For a meal, this was close to heaven. 
 
    Finally, he got up and went to the bunk. He laid down and closed his eyes. Fuck, that was good! 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    But he slept restlessly. He wasn’t really tired, just bored, and he kept wondering what the big deal about a spanking was. 
 
    At one point he wondered whether they would have a gorilla administer the spanking. That would be something. And he giggled at the thought of a woman gorilla, in bra and panties, spanking him. 
 
    He gazed at the empty plates midway through the evening. He wasn’t hungry, but he was bored, and he wanted to eat to relieve the boredom. 
 
    Some time after mid night he got up and stood by the window. He watched the darkness, searched for shapes, even clouds in the sky, but it was too dark. 
 
    He finally went back to bed, and in the early morning he fell into a deep sleep. 
 
      
 
    Click. 
 
    Frank opened his eyes. 
 
    Two guards at the door. 
 
    “Well,” he said, and swung around to a sitting position. 
 
    He didn’t yawn, he wasn’t tired, he was quite wired. Time to get this spanking thing over with. 
 
    They walked him down a corridor, down some stairs, and into a basement. 
 
    There were about a hundred women waiting for him. No men. They sat in folding chairs around the edges of the room. Most of them were dressed, but a few had no clothes on. In the center of the room was an odd looking bench. 
 
    “We don’t have many spankings, and the ladies like to watch,” said Gloria who moved up to his side. “They want to see how it works, what the benefits are, how it might change you.”  
 
    “A spanking is going to change me. I hate to tell you, lady, my old man used to spank me.” 
 
    “Yes, well, we’ll try to do better.” 
 
    Frank stared at the older lady. She had a very dry manner about her statement. 
 
    He was marched out to the center of the basement, and all talk died down. He was now the center of attention. 
 
    The machinery in the center of the basement was a bench. Sort of. There was a padded board for him to lie on, looked a bit contoured. There was a hole where his dick would be, and four little platforms on the legs of the table. 
 
    “We’re going to take your chastity device off. No resistance,” the guard warned. Another woman, same topknot and harsh make up, removed the device and his dick immediatley boned up. It stuck right out and he turned and looked a tthe woman starign at him. His cock pointed at them and bobbed. 
 
    “Get on,” commanded the guard. She was watching him closely, and he had no doubt that if he showed the slightest bit of reluctance she was going to press the remote, and they would put him on the machine. 
 
    Frank stepped up to the machine. It was pretty self-explanatory, and he threw a leg over the bench and lay on his belly. His cock went through the little hole. His knees were on two of the platforms, and his elbows were on the other two. The platforms were padded and quite comfortable. 
 
    “Hunh,” he grunted. 
 
    Two women stepped forward and fastened straps around his arms and legs. He was totally fastened to the machine. He could still move his back up and down, but the women quickly fixed that. They fastened a large strap around his back. He could now move his butt up and down, and wiggle his head. 
 
    His butt nobody cared about, but they attached a kind of harness to secure his head.  
 
    He lay there, and his dick was super hard. Hanging through the hole in the table, a hundred women watching him, tied down so he couldn’t move…he was feeling very horny. 
 
    “What is this? Some kind of BDSM crap?” he asked of no one. 
 
    Gloria knelt next to him. He could hear the sound of something being rolled up behind him. It sounded heavy, but he couldn’t move his head to look. 
 
    “This is not BDSM, Frank, although you will shortly think otherwise.” 
 
    “What is it, then?” 
 
    “Frank, you abused a girl, against her will. We are about to abuse you against your will.” 
 
    Frank listened. Whatever they had rolled up to him was right behind the bench he was on, and he could sense women moving behind him. Suddenly somebody grabbed his cock. He gasped, and his cock was shoved into…something. 
 
    “What is that?” he blurted. 
 
    “That is a milking machine. You are about to be milked.” 
 
    “But I thought I was going to be spanked?” 
 
    “You are. This is just part of the procedure.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    “Frank, calm down and I will explain.” 
 
    Frank was breathing with difficulty now. He felt the big machine being pulled closer to the back of the bench, he felt a couple of lurches, and heard sounds, and it sounded like they were fastening the bench and the machine together. 
 
    “I think you guys better let me go.” His bravado was disappearing faster than mice at a cat convention. 
 
    “Frank. You caused pain in the name of sex. If you truly understood what you caused you never would have caused it. This spanking will educate you, it will show you what you did, and it is then hoped that you will be loathe to ever cause such pain again.  
 
    “Suddenly somebody was pulling his buns apart and squirting something in his butt. It was cool and slick, and he realized it was lubricant. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! What are you guys doing?” 
 
    “You put something in Penny, and now something is being put in you.” 
 
    “You can’t do that! You can’t…it’s not fair!” 
 
    “Was it fair what you did to her?” 
 
    Suddenly he felt something being pushed into him. Because of the lubrication it went in easily. He felt his rim expand, then he felt the sensation of something being inserted into his anal cavity. 
 
    “You should heed your lesson, Frank, because after this, should you backslide, comes castration.” 
 
    “You guys…you guys…” his teeth were chattering. Somebody was feeling his ass, touching something to it. Something flat and hard. The dildo, or whatever it was, was just sitting in him, not moving. 
 
    “They are positioning the paddle,” explained Gloria, knowing what he was feeling, what he was thinking. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry. You don’t have to go any further. I’ll never hurt anybody again. I’ll never to the drug thing again…” 
 
    “That is good, Frank. Please take this lesson to heart.” 
 
    He felt bodies moving, then the paddle, or whatever it was, was lifted off his ass. 
 
    “Can you not do this?” he begged. 
 
    “Sorry, Frank. You have to learn there are consequences in this world. But I will tell you this: when everything is at its darkest, when you think you can’t take any more, force yourself to relax. You will have reached a point where being rigid will stop you from climaxing. If you can relax, then your natural desire to squirt will reassert itself. Honestly, if you want to survive this…if you want to stay sane…then you must learn to relax. We’re going to start now. Are you ready.” 
 
    “No…no…let me go. I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Sorry, Frank.” Gloria stepped away and gave a nod to the women at the back of the apparatus. A switch was flicked and he heard the milking machine start up. 
 
    Chunka chunka, and he felt the tube around his penis contract.  
 
    “Hey…hey” he blurted. 
 
    He tried to wiggle his hips, and the only result was that he drove his dick into the tube. 
 
    It felt good. He lowered his hips again, drove his dick into the tube, and the mechanism sucked him, massaged him, then stopped. 
 
    “Hey! What’s happ—“ 
 
    The plastic penis inside his rectum started to rise, and it made him lift his ass up. His penis slid back from the milking tube, and…it felt good! This wasn’t so bad! Even the big dick in his fanny was feeling pretty good! 
 
    Then Gloria nodded and another switch was flicked. 
 
    Frank heard the motor start up, he heard the creak of gears, and, suddenly…SMACK! 
 
    He yelped at the sudden pain on his butt, and his butt shied away from the pain, which drove his dick into the milking machine, which sucked him and felt so good. 
 
    Then the dildo went in and lifted up, and his butt was raised.  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went, into the milker. 
 
    Chugga chugga, gears turned and the dildo raised up and his butt went up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went, into the milker. 
 
    Up he came, on the point of the dildo. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went. 
 
    Up he came. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” Frank was yelping with each smack of the large ping pong shaped fanny smacker. 
 
    Gloria knelt next to him. 
 
    “Everything all right, Frank?” 
 
    “Get me off this thing!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He jerked down and the penis went to work. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “We have attached electrodes to you, and a computer will monitor you. If you have heart flutters or something, the machine will adjust so that you are not in danger of being physically maimed. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “This is what you did, Frank. You caused pain, and now you are learning what that pain feels like.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Frank. Pay attention now. You will be spanked until you have cum ten times. That’s how long a spanking lasts. It can be over quickly, if you can keep having cums. It can last for days if you aren’t a good cummer. Do you understand? 
 
    “Bu—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down into pleasure, up on the point of a dick. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “And don’t worry, Frank. If you go insane we will have you institutionalized until some degree of sanity returns.” 
 
    “You can’t—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “—do this! You can’t—“  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He was crying now. His ass was already red. And he became accustomed to the sound of the machine. 
 
    SMACK, as the paddle flattened his ass. 
 
    Shlurp, as the milker engaged. 
 
    Chunka chunka, as the motor drove the dildo to lift his ass. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Around the room the ladies watched. Mostly silently, but there were a few scattered conversations as they discussed the procedure. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Frank listened to the sound, came to hate it, and his groin started to feel warm.  
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Then it was hot, and he felt the building of fluids. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Suddenly, he squirted. Oh, God! It felt good!…until… SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Crap! he thought. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Down into the milker he went, up he came, his penis being sucked quite efficiently, but he had just cum, he didn’t have another cum in him! At least, not right away. 
 
    “Please…” he stuttered. SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… “Let me go…” SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    His mind fastened on the sound, tried to ignore it, but the dread of the spank was too much, and he began sobbing. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    His dick was flaccid, but still held prisoner by the milker. Slowly, after long minutes, it began to get hard again. 
 
    The ladies watching him. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    The feeling of his dick being abused endlessly. 
 
    An hour later he came again. 
 
    He felt like his ass was exploding with every smack, and his dick felt raw and like it didn’t want to ever be in a pussy again. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    He entered a land of daze. His body falling and rising. His ass an explosion of hurt. His dick feeling worn out. 
 
    Three hours later he came again. And it was not a pleasurable cum. The first two had been. In spite of the pain, he enjoyed the spurting of squirt. but now, thousands of spanks into his punishment, his third cum felt like somebody was running his dick through a wringer. 
 
    Back into the land of daze, now no longer fighting the mighty smack, now letting it lower him into pleasure that wasn’t pleasure any more. Now letting the dick lift his fanny up to the endless smack of the giant ‘hand’ on his checks. 
 
    Suddenly the speed of the machine shifted. It went slower, and Gloria whispered to him. “The computer picked up an anomaly in your heart beat. It’s adjusting. 
 
    Frank said something back, but wasn’t sure what. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Some eternity later he felt a fourth cum. A terrible dribble of pain that made his whole body fight the straps holding him down. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Now he was begging, whimpering, crying to be let go. He would never, ever, never hurt a girl again. He understood now, and couldn’t they please let him go? 
 
    They couldn’t, and the machine kept going on and on. The paddle swirled around, smacking him down. 
 
    The dildo went in and in, lifting him up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Somewhere around smack seven he gave up. He laid there and let the machine abuse him. 
 
    The machine stopped. 
 
    Gloria knelt by his ear. “How long can you give up, Frank? How long before your dick wants pleasure and descends into the milker?” 
 
    She backed up, and Frank wondered. And the wonder became a question, and a confusion, and…finally…desire. 
 
    He pumped down. 
 
    Shlurp…chunka chunka…SMACK! 
 
    He screamed. 
 
    By nine he wasn’t, in any sense of the word, sane. But his punishment had been so well crafted that he still felt it, and he still had the wherewithal of mind to know that he had done a bad thing, and now a bad thing was being done to him.  
 
    And he should never, ever, never hurt a girl again. 
 
    The tenth cum, and the machine ground to a stop. 
 
    Frank lay on the bench. He didn’t know where he was or even when he was. He was sobbed out. His butt felt like somebody had exploded a bundle of C4 on top of it. His dick felt so empty he didn’t think he would ever want to cum again. 
 
    Hands unfastened the straps holding him. 
 
    He was lifted onto a gurney and the doctor bent over him with a stethoscope. She listened for a moment, examined his ass minutely, and then gave a nod. He was rolled out of the basement.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Frank Rutherford walked gingerly down the street. It had been months since his punishment, yet he still walked funny. 
 
    He thought maybe his muscles had been pounded into a new shape. 
 
    More likely, it was probably just a mental quirk. 
 
    For the weeks after his punishment he had been afraid to even talk to a woman. But as the pain left and his pecker once again began to stand up, the fear left him. 
 
    But the fear of the Ladies’ Sissy Society didn’t. 
 
    Did he have the desire to abuse any woman? 
 
    Not really. 
 
    Was it because of the spanking he had endured? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    Was it because he had a definite fear of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?’ 
 
    Absolutely. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked this book. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    HAVE A HORNY DAY! 
 
      
 
    Grace 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    THE 21 STORY BUNDLES! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    A massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each book! 
 
    All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination, 
 
    chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    21 STORIES! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Do you have all the bundles of 
 
    THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD? 
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    each bundle has 
 
    15 steamy five star stories 
 
    PLUS a complete novel! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    The Best of Grace Mansfield 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him! 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady! 
 
      
 
    I was Feminized and Dominated! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Here is the first part of… 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
    Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?”  
 
    “Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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