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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Talia Brown grunted and bucked and actually snarled. It felt good, but there was something she didn’t like about the positioning. 
 
    Charley Harris slammed downward again and grinned. 
 
    He knew that Talia didn’t like it when men were in control, and he loved taking the top position. 
 
    Talia was medium height with large breasts. Her hips were chunky, but her tits swayed beautifully. Her face was happy and slightly angular. She was beautiful, but just barely. Her real attribute was her smile. It was a politician’s smile, but she managed to goose it a bit, especially when she turned on the horsepower and radiated a little sex appeal. And she could radiate quite a lot of sex appeal. 
 
    Charley was chunky bordering on fat. His features were round and he had a bristly, little mustache. Talia hated the mustache, which was why he kept it. And kissed her under it. And rubbed and ate her pussy with it. 
 
    “Fu-u-uck!” Talia groaned, and then she managed to roll, and unbalance Charley, and take the cowgirl position. 
 
    “Whoa!” laughed Charley. “Ride ‘em, cowgirl!” 
 
    Talia grinned a hard grin. No man was going to ride her like a donkey. She was the rider, and the man was the ridee, and that was the way she liked it. 
 
    Charley didn’t mind. He was two decades older than Talia, her mentor in the political arena, and he was retiring next year. She could ride him all she wanted, and he would still get to pop his cork. 
 
    Talia bore down on the pudgy man, victory written across her face, and she howled when he came. 
 
    An oddity, she didn’t care about orgasms. But making a man do what she wanted, that was power, and power was sex, so she felt vindicated and in control. 
 
    They slowed. Talia sat astride Charley and felt the throbbing of his dick in her pussy slow down. Then she felt the iron rod morph into a slug and start to slide out of her. Along with all his sperm. 
 
    “Got to go, babe,” he crawled out from under her. This was just an afternoon quickie. 
 
    But Talia didn’t care either. Not that was going to be sleeping, this was a quickie for her, too. 
 
    Finally, getting dressed, Talia brought up the subject that had been on her mind all through their humping and bumping. 
 
    “We’re short on appeal to Asians.” 
 
    “Nobody to align with? Will donations work?” 
 
    Talia shook her head as she buttoned up her blouse. Her long, red fingernails moved smoothly as they pushed the pearly buttons through the holes. 
 
    “That’s 35% of the San Francisco population.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “And 15% of California. You have got to find some way to sway that many people.” 
 
    “Tell me about it twice.” 
 
    Charley sat on the bed and began tying his shoes. He was deep in thought and didn’t say anything. 
 
    Talia pulled up her hose, snapped her garter clips, then slid into her heels. Then she sat down at a table and began working on repairing her make up. She watched her face come alive with color.  Her eyes sparkled under the smokey eye shadow, and her lips puckered with sexy red. She kept an eye on Charley in the mirror. 
 
    Charley was a bona fide political genius. He had guided her to political success in San Francisco, and she was on the brink of going state. If she could win this next election then the doors opened to state, and then national. 
 
    President Brown. That had a nice feel to it. 
 
    Charley sat back on the bed, leaned on his elbows, and his eyes were far away. He liked political problems like this. Solving these kinds of problems was right up his alley. 
 
    Suddenly, he turned his face towards her and asked, “Will the voters accept a Hindu?” 
 
    “Hindu is good, but that’s a religion.” 
 
    “I know a fellow, might not be anything, but…?” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “So what if you had an Asian/American with strong Hindu beliefs?” 
 
    “That’s quite a combo, but, yes, depending on certain other factors, that might do it. Certainly sounds better than some of the other ideas my staff has come up with.” 
 
    “Okay. Forget the other factors. I’m going to wangle you an invitation to a party this Saturday. It’s artists, and they’re always a little crazy about politicians…” 
 
    Talia knew that. Artists, just because they were famous, thought they had an opinion worth spouting. Unfortunately, except for a few nutballs, their opinions were like sit coms, good for a half hour of laughter. 
 
    “…but there’s one fellow who is half American, half Asian, and was raised up in a Hindu monastery. Now, I don’t know too much about him, how strong his beliefs are, but he certainly fits the bill on your demographics requirement, and it won’t be the first time a man has been seen, but not heard.” 
 
    “Hmm. Solve the Asian question, get a little artistic push, and even satisfy a few religious nuts.” 
 
    “Religious nuts?” He quirked an eye at her. 
 
    “I know. I know. That’s just between you and I. In public I am middle of the road, love all religions no matter how nutty they are, want to reach across the aisle…yadda, yadda, yadda.” 
 
    He grinned. “What if this hotel room was bugged?” 
 
    Talia caught her breath, then relaxed. “Don’t scare me like that. Now who is this answer to all my prayers?” 
 
    “His name is Chitragupta Dharmaraja.” 
 
    “Wow! That really is Hindu. Has he got a shorter name? Maybe a little user friendly name?” 
 
    “That is a problem. Call him ‘Chit,’ and that’s like ‘shit.’ Call him ‘Rag,’ and that’s short for ‘Raghead.’ ‘Gup’ for Guppie, ‘Dharma’ might be a possibility, or…’Raja? Or maybe translate that into Roger? Roger would be good. Nice American feel to it.” 
 
    “Roger. Sounds good to me. Now all I have to do it meet him and christen him and tell him to get all his friends to vote for me.” 
 
    “Heck, that’s the easy part,” Charley laughed. “You ready to go?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Just before he opened the doorway, Charley asked one last question. “Is your staff still bugging you to get married?” 
 
    “Always,” and that irked her. She didn’t mind selling her soul,  and definitely didn’t mind selling her body, she had fucked for votes many times in the past, even taken the submissive position to make a deal work, but marriage? 
 
    She looked at him suspiciously, “You don’t have somebody lined up for me for that, do you? Because I have no intention of—“ 
 
    He held up his palm to stop her. “Not to worry. I don’t want you married, because I don’t want to mess up a good thing for me. You still going to see me once you go state?” 
 
    “Oh, lover,” she lied. “How could I ever give up that big dick of yours.” 
 
    Actually, his dick was rather small, but heck, if she was willing to lie once, why not twice? Besides, being a politician meant never having to tell the truth. 
 
    He laughed. He understood politics, and he knew that once he was retired she would cast him off quicker than a dog scratches fleas. 
 
    “Okay, let’s rock…” 
 
    They opened the door, looked both ways, then entered the hallway. And they went in opposite directions because, even though everybody knew she was boffing him, it was good practice to lie to reporters. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Talia Brown, fashionably late, strode into the lobby of The Mark. She wore a simple dress, showed very little skin either legwise or boobwise. Voters didn’t vote for hookers, but she wondered if she would ever get used to dressing by poll. It seemed like every time she wore something she liked, something that showed off her heavy boobs and her delicious cleavage, one of her staff would go into shock and start spouting statistics at her. That cut is wrong if you want to impress Muslims, that color will offend Christians, those shoes will turn men off. 
 
    So she was stuck wearing nondescript bags with low heels. Well, they weren’t really nondescript, they were fashionable, and attractive, but there is a huge difference between attractive and knock a guy’s eyes out. Funny, she always thought she had won her first election through simple sexual artifice, and now she was trapped by asexual politics. 
 
    The doorman opened the door, recognized her, greeted her with a smile, but had no light in his eyes, no boner struggling in his thong. Politicians are not sex objects. 
 
    She nodded to the security guard, didn’t know him, but one had to recognize all the earthly creatures if one was a politician. 
 
    She stepped onto the elevator, another couple was there and recognized her, but she didn’t know them, but it only took a moment to chat them up, get them to think about voting for her. As she stepped off the elevator she felt a twinge of jealousy. They looked like a couple that were intent on getting to their room for a little flesh bouncing. Lucky fucks. 
 
    Down the hall, listening to the tapping of her low heels across the tiled foyer, then disappointed when they were swallowed by the carpet. 
 
    She sighed. All this to meet some fellow who might…might…be of value to a statistically insignificant portion of her population. Statistically insignificant, but no population was truly insignificant when one was a politician. 
 
    She came to a door, heard a light mumble, more of a buzz, as of a drunken bee, on the other side of the door. She lifted her hand to knock…and the door opened. 
 
    “Oh, ‘scuse us,” a giggling couple squeezed past her and ambled down the hall, weaving a bit. Another twinge of jealousy; another couple about to do the old in out. Talia’s liquid brown eyes followed the couple, the man had his hand on the woman’s ass, except that it looked like the woman had her ass on the man’s hand. 
 
    Once again she sighed, and entered the room. 
 
    A hundred people swirling around an open bar, Queen engulfed her like a warm breeze.. 
 
    “Talia!” a gal Talia barely knew shouted her name, and shortly she was the center of attention. That was the good thing about being a rising political entity, people treated her like a rock star. They told her jokes and hung on whether she laughed or not. They made sure she constantly had a fresh drink, they tried to corner her in a, well, a corner, and tell her how the orphans in some poor district were being abused. 
 
    Well, of course they were. That was the history of the world, and it wasn’t going to change. The only thing that changed were the people who took advantage of the situation by playing on people’s sympathies enough to get elected. 
 
    Fortunately, a waiter happened by and she grabbed a flute of champagne. And people wondered why so many politicians drank…it was to drown the pain, baby. 
 
    Trying not to appear voracious, she downed the drink and grabbed another one from another passing waiter. 
 
    Slowly, the room revolved. It seemed, in her opinion, that people in large rooms moved counter clockwise. No plot or plan, just a continuous and soft circle, too soft to be noticed by most people or drunks, and it would take approximately 45 minutes in this room. She was guesstimating this by comparing the number of people to the size of the room, and—she froze. 
 
    The man was wearing a brown Nehru jacket, top button buttoned. He was not a big man, about her height, but more slender than her. There weren’t any wrinkles on his jacket, so he filled it out. He didn’t look muscular, just fit. 
 
    He had long, black hair—very long—and slightly Asian eyes, except they were blue. Striking blue. The kind of blue one could jump into and swim around in. 
 
    And it hit her: he’s the one. 
 
    The people around him, chatting like fans. His pose of awareness, like an author, I’m smart and I know it but I deign to talk with you, my adoring fans. 
 
    Except it was more than that. It was a confidence of another world. He knew who he was. 
 
    Not many people in this world knew who they were. They thought they were truck drivers, or realtors, or teachers, or some other label. But he was the man beneath the label. 
 
    She moved slightly, shifting the cluster, forestalling the eternal swirling of the crowd, and positioned her self so that he would come to her, the circling of the minions would bring him to her. 
 
    She talked, she chatted, and she felt warm. It was warm in the room, but this was something else. 
 
    She watched him through side glances. He seemed ignorant of her, contenting himself with oblique conversations about…oh, yeah. He had written a book. Now what was the name of that book? Her mind blanked at that. 
 
    She picked up another flute, frowned when she saw he wasn’t drinking. Thought about getting rid of her own joy juice, then decided not to. She needed courage for what she was about to do. She was going to perform a libation. 
 
    Queen had given way to Morrison. Nothing like the old standards. He circled the room, came closer to her. She shifted her path for the collision. 
 
    People around her gabbed about the opposition party and how evil it was. She nodded, giving a good impression of concern. 
 
    The room slowly shifted, and when she knew he was right behind her she turned, bumped her arm, and spilled her drink on him. 
 
    A sudden silence, as of crow’s raucous chatter suddenly stilled.  
 
    “Oh, my gosh! I’m so sorry.” 
 
    Then the crowd returned to buzzing, but she had locked him into her own space. 
 
    He smiled with his lips, which caused his blue eyes to crinkle. Yes. Half American, half Asian. 
 
    He brushed his jacket with a hand, a quick flit downwards. “Not to worry. Polyester.” 
 
    Now she had a hold of him, her hand on his forearm as she flicked her own hand down the front of his jacket. 
 
    People watched, but they left them alone. 
 
    “Come along, let’s get you cleaned up,” and she pulled him, by the wrist, and angled him towards a door. 
 
    He allowed himself to be reeled along, a slight look of bemusement on his angular but handsome face. 
 
    She parted the crowd easily, an expert at manipulating people, and came to a door. Fortunately, it was open, and they entered a small room with a wet sink. It was a closet for waiters, and white jackets hung on a pole. Shelves were filled with napkins and bottles of vinegar and bleach.  
 
    “Here, take that off and let me make sure…” 
 
    Make sure of what she didn’t say, but he didn’t mind. Oddly, he seemed so compliant, as if he was designed to be shaped, as if he was meant to please. 
 
    Under the jacket he wore nothing. His chest was an expanse of flesh, not particularly muscular, but strong and hairless. And the conflict of strong and hairless nibbled at Talia’s consciousness. 
 
    Were Japanese people all hairless? She thought they might be, but, odd, she had never fucked an oriental so she didn’t know. And she wondered: how come I haven’t fucked an oriental? 
 
    “You’re quite beautiful,” he murmured. 
 
    She was practiced. Acting like she was blushing, she said, “So are you.” 
 
    She had his jacket slightly damp now, but clean, and she grabbed a white jacket, stole the hanger, and tossed the white jacket on the floor. She put his jacket on the hanger and placed it in front of a heating grate. It being San Francisco it was always cold, and she knew the jacket would be dry in ten minutes. 
 
    Ten minutes in which to cement this innocent looking fellow to her. 
 
    But was he really innocent? His eyes might be blue, but they had that curious oriental inscrutability. And the way he was looking at her, a smile that wasn’t a smirk but sure looked like it. 
 
    “Why are you looking at me that way?” 
 
    She realized she had been caught in her own thoughts, estimating him instead of manipulating him. She tossed a laugh into the air and said, “Is there a better way?” 
 
    Then it happened: Chitragupta had been following her lead, amused by her actions, wondering what she really wanted, and the voice spoke into his mind. 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Chitragupta didn’t blink, didn’t have flinch or even have a shading of his eyes. He simply changed his life forever, and he began to read Talia like an editor reads a book. 
 
    “You don’t want children.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “You’re strong and you want to be on top.” 
 
    Her mouth opened. He was speaking so nonchalantly, yet he was speaking to her. In the word of politics this was so rare as to be virtually unheard of. 
 
    Then: “Of course, I will. I don’t believe in fun, but this will be an approximation of that for you.” 
 
    “I don’t…” was he looney? What was he talking about? “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Chitragupta smiled, and his eyes were interested, and he said, “Rati smiles upon us. The Gods have spoken to me and I will be yours. Do you want to get married? Or simply have an assignation that will evolve in the manner of beautiful flowers in an unkempt garden?” 
 
    “I don’t know what…are you…what?” 
 
    “Then I shall make the decision.” 
 
    He locked the door, a fatal click that told Talia she was going on a ride that she hadn’t bought a ticket for. 
 
    He turned to her, and then he was suddenly inches in front of her. His face smiling, his breath suddenly on her face, and those damned blue eyes swallowing her. 
 
    Talia liked being in charge, but she wasn’t in charge when he kissed her. She wasn’t in charge when his soft lips collapsed on her own, when he tasted her mouth and closed his eyes in rapture. 
 
    Her eyes were open. 
 
    He touched her right breast, he was such a soft man, and managed to place his fingers directly over her nipple. A shock ran through her flesh, a radiating shock that made her body lurch and caused her cunt to gasp. She had never had such a feeling in her life. 
 
    Still kissing her, he lifted her dress. She could feel his hand through the slithering material. Her thighs woke up and yelped, yet there was nothing she could do. She had no breath to call for help, and no mind cognizant enough to signal a desire for aid. 
 
    He bent his head and trailing his mouth along her flesh, down the side of her neck, burrowing into her hair. 
 
    She held on, all sexed up and nowhere to go. Didn’t know what to do for there was no choice. A tsunami had picked her up and was moving her towards the moment. 
 
    “Would you like me to use my mouth, my fingers, or my penis?” 
 
    She blinked…so many choices, so little time. 
 
    “Since you are unable, I will make the choice.” 
 
    He chose his fingers. 
 
    She clung to him as he hooked a finger into her slit. She lurched as he stroked her insides. Any wetter and she would be splashing. 
 
    He kissed her again, their lips a perfect yin yang, their tongues endearing foes that struggled for a moment, then found the perfect balance, and all the while his fingers, he had two of them in her now, hooked and stroked and searched for the G spot. 
 
    And found it. 
 
    “AHH!” she gasped, and her head became heavy enough to fall back, yet light enough that she managed to hold it up. 
 
    He covered her face with kisses, one hand behind her head, controlling her, the other hand doing its awesome duty between her legs. 
 
    “I…I…I…” changed into “Aye…aye…aye” as the first spasms of an orgasm hit her. 
 
    And it was a big orgasm. It lit up her guts and bucked her legs. It made her hips feel like they were made of jello, and he held her up by the fingers in her cunt and the hand around her head. 
 
    She began crying, tossed through the cosmos like Raggedy Ann. She clutched him, held to him like he was a life preserver and she was far out at sea. 
 
    Then, the spasms fading, he reeled her in, pulled her to him. He removed his fingers, let her head fall to his shoulder, and simply held her. 
 
    And she wept like Jesus was on the cross and a Roman was stabbing him. And she wanted to control him. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    The party was at a fever pitch. Men in silk suits laughed like braying donkeys. Women in heels with sagging tits tittered too loudly. Jim Morrison had been replaced by the Sex Pistols. 
 
    Talia felt like she was attached to Chitragupta like a Siamese twin. It was like dancing to be in his orbit, to be moved through the crowd by him. 
 
    He moved fat drunks with a polite touch, and they apologized for being in his way. 
 
    What happened? What did he do to me? 
 
    Women swirled by, their startled lipstick decorating their faces like Christmas ornaments. 
 
    A waiter, a corner, relatively secluded, and they were sipping champagne. 
 
    “You had some questions to ask me?” 
 
    She suddenly realized that being absorbed by him had been heady, and she was out of breath.  
 
    Did we really fuck in a damned waiter’s closet like horny teens? 
 
    “Come now, drink. Then ask me your questions.” 
 
    So she sipped, and wondered why somebody didn’t come by to rescue her, and then wondered how she had suddenly come to a point in her life where she had to be rescued. 
 
    She. Talia Brown. She ate paparazzi for lunch and kicked cigar smoking political hacks in the balls. And she needed to be rescued? 
 
    But she realized that something had happened, the universe had changed, and she needed to change with it. And to change, she needed answers. But the only thing trembling through her mind was: What the hell is going on? 
 
    What emitted from her slightly parted lips was, “I hear you wrote a book.” 
 
    He tilted his head back and laughed, yet not loudly, more delightedly. He said, “No man writes a book. Always, the book writes the man. But in your vernacular, I wrote a book.” 
 
    “What is it about?” 
 
    “Sayings I collected in the monastery.” 
 
    “You were in a monastery? A real one?” 
 
    She moved away from the shock of the closet. She realized he had not cum, yet that didn’t seem to bother him. 
 
    “Are there any other kind?” he mused. 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    “I was given to the monks as a baby. They raised me.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    Obliquely, he answered, “They are still raising me.” Then: “Their lessons never stop. It was to stay rooted in their lessons that I wrote the book. The book wrote me.” 
 
    Speaking of the book, returning to the mundanity of the universe, the universe seemed to finally fond them. Passersby, in the eternal revolving of the crowd, suddenly began to find them. A fellow greeted Talia, and forced her attention to him. A fan asked Chitragupta to sign a cocktail napkin. A reporter tried to get some off the record remarks from Talia, which both he and she knew would stay off the record about as long as it takes a dog to fart. 
 
    An editor came up and asked Chitragupta about his writing method. 
 
    And, though sometimes people tried to cut the two apart, tried to move one or the other into separate path and so have them for themselves, they stayed together. They leaned against a wall, stood as if hips joined, and laughed and chatted and seemed to almost ignore each other. But they really didn’t. 
 
      
 
    The universe never ends, but everything in it ends. Thus, the universe turned and the party wound down. People drifted off to other affairs. Couples headed for home to fuck their brains out. Waiters began cleaning the arena. And Talia Brown and Chitragupta Dharmaraja descended in the box with buttons on the wall to a waiting Uber. 
 
    She wished she had a limousine. She liked to sit back in the leather and feel her importance. But the party had no definite end, so she gave the limo driver the night off. 
 
    “May I call you Roger?” she asked, studying the scintillating blue eyes of Chitragupta.” 
 
    “Of course,” he said, as if that was his real name but only his friends could address him with it. 
 
    The cage descended, the muzak was broken and the silence was…comfortable. 
 
    After a party any silence is comforting. An end to the endless prattle and nonsense that people cover themselves with. 
 
    “And what is your name?” he asked. 
 
    She barked a laugh. She had fucked a man, and was taken him home with her, and he didn’t even know who she was. What was that line: politics make strange bedfellows? Well, it couldn’t get much stranger than this. Or more comfortable. She felt like she had known him for years, had fucked him for years. They felt closer than brother and sister, but without the incestuousness that such a relationship invokes. 
 
    “Talia Brown.” She shook his hand, which actually seemed to surprise him. Still, his hand was warm, and he didn’t let it go, just held it and moved closer to her. 
 
    The elevator settled to the ground floor and they exited. They walked across the foyer like Fred and Ginger, still connected, their spirits alive and amused. 
 
    “Would you like me to call a taxi?” It was a different doorman. Older, the kind that knew everything and everybody and didn’t make mistakes because they knew everything. 
 
    “We should have an Uber—there it is.” 
 
    Talia and Roger entered the Prius and sat back. The car slid  smoothly away from the curb. And they kissed. 
 
    She couldn’t help herself. She had been finger banged in the most deliciously rude manner, and she wanted more. To be used in such fashion bred desire. 
 
    And him…what about him? He hadn’t had his orgasm…so what did he want? 
 
    Yet he only kissed, and touched her breasts with one gentle hand. Streetlights flickered across their merging faces. His mouth was a sweet confection, tasting fresh. Or was that her champagne coated tongue deciding that everything else was fresh?  
 
    They passed streets, ascended hills, the car leveling and climbing with rude changes of altitude, and yet they kept their mouths attached, breathed in each others essence. The Uber driver watched for a moment in the mirror, then ignored them. As long as they didn’t take off their clothes he was fine with it all. 
 
    They reached her home, a penthouse on a hill, a swank affair with modern plumbing. The chandeliers in the lobby spoke too much and said too little, confusing the eye and the senses both. 
 
    They took an elevator upwards, rose above the glittering lights, entered her home, and got down to business. 
 
    A trail of clothes leading to the bedroom. His and hers  garments intermingled, a daisy chain of strewn apparel. At the door to the bedroom they fleshed, they pressed. They stirred each other’s soul with prick and boobs. She sank back on the bed, pulling him, and found that he had arrived almost before her. 
 
    She reached for him then, searched for his manhandle, groped between his legs. 
 
    He seemed fascinated by her healthy breasts. He held them, held her nipples, one after the other, in his mouth. His hand cupped her mons and rhythmically squeezed, developing a beat that felt like a jungle drum. 
 
    She found his bone, clambered down his body and engulfed it with her mouth. 
 
    He groaned, thrust his hips forward, but somehow managed to do so without giving the crudity of fucking her face. 
 
    She inhaled his penis. She held his balls and created her own rhythm. One then the other. Boom ba ba boom boom. 
 
    He laughed, a delightful, low sound to offset the high pitched feel of the moment. Then he rolled onto his back and pulled her onto him. It was a feat of strength, and she became aware that this supple, slender body possessed unusual strength. 
 
    “You like to be on top,” he said it like an accusation as he pulled her up and onto him. 
 
    She sank to her pubic bone, and her breath was driven from her. Her heart was pounding, she had just enough alcohol in her to subdue her senses even as he exploded them. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she begged. 
 
    “No,” he said. “You’re on top. It is what you do.” 
 
    And so her pleasure became a vexation, which only served to make her hornier, drive her to a realization that she needed to conquer him. Even as she rode him, sat astride and bounced upon him, she was conquered, and she didn’t know what to do about it other than absorb the moment, greet the frustration, get what she could out of the moment. 
 
    For half a minute she squatted upon him, sinking and rising. He pulled her breasts, but didn’t do much other work. He seemed content to just be the victim, to let her fuck him the way she wanted, but wasn’t sure she wanted. 
 
    Then it built in her. The little death. The swelling of ignition. The swirling winds of a mini-typhoon. 
 
    His whole face was smiling. She loved it, but couldn’t control it, but his happiness exuded and consumed her. Then he abruptly stopped her. He reached up and grabbed her hair, dank and damp with exertion, and he pulled her face down to his. He kissed her, palpated her mouth with his, and even sucked on her tongue It surprised her, and she popped. 
 
    “OH!” Then “Ooh…yeah…yes…fuck!” 
 
    Then she collapsed on him. Her heart pounding like a Jamaican kettle drum. Her chest heaving like it would never stop, and her happiness…she felt so fucking complete. 
 
    Slowly, she came down. Slowly, her body returned to normal. 
 
    “I love your breasts,” he said. She had finally rolled off him, and now he rolled on his side and took a nipple between his thumb and forefinger. 
 
    Amazingly, she responded. Her nipple had never really gone down, but now it stiffened again. She groaned. “I can’t do it again.” 
 
    “You could if you wanted.” 
 
    “Please, no.” 
 
    “Okay, but you will have to let me torment you all night then.” 
 
    She turned into him, grabbed him, cuddled forcefully so he couldn’t tickle her chest buds. 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    And she realized: “You never came!” 
 
    She could feel his mirth. His chest didn’t shake, nor his throat speak, but she could feel him, his soul…mirth. 
 
    He said, “Why would I want to?” 
 
    “Why would you…?” and she sat up on one elbow, looked down at him. 
 
    He was a dark stick on the bed, shadowed and blended and emphasized by the white sheets. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t you?” she asked. 
 
    He smiled as he clasped his hands behind his head. “Why would I want this to end? If I have an orgasm it’s all over. This way I can stay in love with you forever.” 
 
    “But don’t you…can’t you…” but there was nothing more to say. His argument had been so succinct and to the point it had won, even before she could think of a counterpoint. 
 
    She lay back down, still facing him, one arm over his chest, her hair spread out like a mop that dries in a weird, radiant pattern. “How long has it been since…you know?” 
 
    “In my religion we don’t believe in sex unless it is for the purpose of procreating.” 
 
    Up on her elbow again, staring at him. “So what did we just do?” 
 
    “It is not sex until we complete.” 
 
    She blinked in the darkness. His eyes watched her, little beacons that swallowed the night. 
 
    “So you’re going to fuck me and fuck me, and never cum.” 
 
    “I will stay hard for your pleasure. Whenever you want me I will delight you. I will fill up your sacred cave with love, but never sperm. I know that you don’t want children.” 
 
    It was true. She was a politician. She wanted power, not kids. But here was the conundrum: power was the sexiest thing in the universe, and control of sex was power. Yet she had fucked him, mercilessly, and had no power. And she should have had it, in spades, as she had with every other person she ever fucked, but according to him, she would never have it.  
 
    “Jesus Christ,” she said with a heavy exhalation, a dawning determination in her soul. 
 
    He laughed, one more laugh in a night of laughs, and merely said, “Blasphemer.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    She slept soundly, no intrusion from the universe, no disturbance from the outside…or the inside. No dreams. 
 
    And awoke refreshed as she had never been.  
 
    Luxuriating in stretch amidst the coils of the sheets, she suddenly realized she was alone. She sat up and looked around the room. 
 
    Chitragupta…Roger…was sitting on a table pushed into a corner. He was facing the corner. His posture was Padmasana, the lotus asana. His knees pointed outward and his index fingers and thumbs created an O on each hand. His wrists were braced on his knees and his back was straight, defeating all natural curves of the spine. 
 
    He didn’t breath, his torso did not rise nor fall; he might as well have been dead. 
 
    She slithered out from under the covers, not wanting to disturb him, but he said, “Good morning.” 
 
    “Good morning,” she responded.  
 
    He raised his hands, clasped them as he inverted the palms towards the ceilings, swayed this way and that, then unfolded his legs and turned around. 
 
    “Why do you face the wall?” she asked. She was standing in the center of the room now, beautifully naked, her breasts starting to rise and fall as she contemplated his nakedness. 
 
    His penis poked into the air in front of his groin. It was throbbing, but the tension in it did not disturb the rest of his body. 
 
    He faced her, a smile that seemed to light her up, “Many people look for beauty, but that is them pivoting to the universe. I look for nothing, for that is my real home.” 
 
    She approached him, tentatively. She placed one hand on his chest and felt a shiver go through her, drive through her, like a big rig through a narrow tunnel. 
 
    “Also,” he continued, placing his own hand on her right breast, “I do not wish to be distracted from my contemplations of your incredibly loveliness. 
 
    She actually blushed, a fine discoloration that spoke of how he was effecting her. 
 
    They kissed then, a gentle caress of lips, an exploration, a memory of the night previous. 
 
    Her hand couldn’t help itself, it wandered south, trickled over his abs and slid over his pubic bone. She marveled at his lack of hair, then she took control of his member. 
 
    “Mmm,” his groan was smothered by her mouth. 
 
    She broke the kiss, examined him carefully, almost scientifically. “You’re big.” 
 
    “Asians are an average of  4.3 inches. Americans are 5.1 inches. Since I am both I must be 9.4 inches.” 
 
    She laughed. “A lie of tremendous proportions.” 
 
    He kissed her cheek, pressed his cheek against hers, pressed his flat chest against her coned one. “Or perhaps, since I am half and half, I am half of 9.4.” 
 
    She couldn’t help herself, this man was pulling her along a path which included both mysticism and logic, and she did the math. “4.7 inches. I don’t think so.” 
 
    He walked her backwards, pushing her body with his, their nakedness tantalized by the pulse in her hand. “Then perhaps we should ignore the tape measure and realize that Kamadeva has put the hand and the glove together, a perfect fit, my penis desires your cave.” 
 
    Then she was falling back on the bed, falling and falling, and holding his penis, which followed her, and he collapsed on top of her…braced by his arms, and her hand guided his tool to her sweetness. 
 
    She scrutinized his flesh as he plunged into her. She felt the smoothness of him, and she thought: is he a man? Or is he my personal dildo? 
 
    “Do you wish to be on top?” he asked. 
 
    “Who is Kamadeva?” she responded. 
 
    “The God of Love. Unless you prefer his assistant, Rati. She’s the ultimate female, like you.” 
 
    She pushed up with her hips and hands, manipulated him like he was a big Gumby, and managed to be on top. And, oddly, her legs were spread, though she was the fucker. 
 
    But, she realized, if I am doing the fucking my legs should be closed, and I should be between his legs, opening him up. 
 
    But she was spread, like a flower, a female flower. She was in the position that assumed the stigma, erect and in charge, and the pistil was under her, but her legs should have been closed. 
 
    “Hold,” she commanded, breathless with what she was doing, not understanding how deep her sex went.  
 
    She pulled one leg around his leg, took the inside track, then the other leg. Now she was male dominate, her legs closed and her hips driving, his legs were spread, like a female’s, and yet his prick was still trapped inside her. 
 
    He groaned with intensity, he knew what she was doing, and he didn’t resist, but rather gave himself up to her. 
 
    She thrust, male like, and her thighs clamped down, grabbed his penis, held it like a vise, then pulled slowly up. 
 
    He felt her pulling, as if she would yank him out by the root, he arched his back, made sure he wouldn’t pop free, and felt the delicious and ultimate slither of flesh. 
 
    “AHH!” was torn out of him. 
 
    She looked down on him in triumph. She had him. She had trapped him, and now she was going to leech all of his juices out of him. She was going to fuck him till he gave up his essence. 
 
    Except he was possessed of divine Eastern discipline, and he held on, held his groin under control. And she realized a truth: I can control him, but he can control himself. 
 
    And there was something so delicious, obtuse, and mysterious about that equation, but she wanted more control. 
 
    Her eyes flicked wide, her neck arched, and she looked particularly male when the orgasm hit. She held his biceps, her red nails looking like talons, yet gentle under the desperate pleasure of release. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she murmured into his chest, collapsing at last upon his nakedness. 
 
    He lay there, content to feel her wetness, marveling at her way of gripping him even after sex. 
 
    Then she pushed up, his prick popped out, stood between them. 
 
    A sentinel? Guarding against laxity? A divining rod? Searching for her pond of wet? A simple prick designed to do one thing? Plumb her and plumb her and never give out? 
 
    “You motherfucker,” she spoke almost as if she was speaking to herself. “You didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I came in my brain.” He kissed one of her hands. He sat up and lavished one nipple with his mouth. 
 
    She arched her back. She had just cum, but the electricity was still there. Something about him always being horny was making her always horny. 
 
    “Stop that,” she pushed his forehead, and he went back onto the mattress like a felled oak, but a smiling felled oak. 
 
    “Let me wash your body. Come.” And somehow he was out from underneath her, pulling her by the hand towards the bathroom.” 
 
    He said: “Wait.” Then he stepped into the shower and turned the cold water on. His skin shivered, but he didn’t. Rather, his flesh  adapted, somehow moving without moving. She could feel the spray from where the water bounced off his flesh, misted and engulfed her, and it was truly cold. San Francisco cold. 
 
    “How do you stand it?” she asked. 
 
    But he was humming, turning on the water water and waiting to assess the temperature. 
 
    Thirty seconds, and it was warm, forty-five seconds and it was perfect. He held her hand and pulled her in after him. 
 
    They stood for a long moment, the water coming out of a circle on the ceiling and engulfing them. His dick bobbed against her thigh, pulsating and wanting, and yet refusing to give her his liquids. 
 
    He reached for a loofah on a shelf and held it under a blue and white bottle that said ‘Vanicream Gentle Body Wash.’ He began gently soaping her. 
 
    It was delicious. Marvelous. His hands smoothed over her flesh like electricity. His fingers delved the loofah into her remote nooks and crannies. He washed her breasts lovingly, caressing the nipples until she jerked and twitched and giggled. And he especially lavished attention on her pussy. He made sure there was no soap on his index and middle fingers and then inserted them and reamed her, taking her breath away, as if washing his non-existent sperm out of her. 
 
    She gasped, and held on to him, her legs weak and her knees shaking, and he took her through several mini orgasms, a string of firecrackers going off in her groin. 
 
    He finished, and she was as clean as she had ever been. Her skin fairly sparkled, and even her soul felt like it had been braced. 
 
    Then he took her out of the shower, she was half dazed with the sensations running through her, and dried her off. He lifted her arms, treated her like a big puppet, and ran the towel gently over all of her parts. 
 
    “Would you like to dress now? Or after breakfast?” 
 
    “Oh, Jeez,” she murmured, never having had a choice like this before. Not knowing how to respond. She was feeling like she was still in the shower, being cleaned to within an inch of her soul. 
 
    “Since you don’t know I will make the decision. 
 
    He led her, naked, into the kitchen. She sat at the table, visible to the world through the thick windows, be it on the 20th floor. It was something she didn’t do. She was clothed everywhere outside of her bedroom, or another’s. 
 
    “Sausage or bacon?” he called as he rummaged through the big, silver box. 
 
    “Sausage.” 
 
    “Eggs?” 
 
    She hesitated, and he picked up on it. “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    He came to her, pushed  one hand against each of her thighs, and squatted between them.  
 
    “Do you know what hell is?” 
 
    This was so non sequitur Talia went mute. 
 
    “Hell is where dead people live, if we can be so oxymoronic. 
 
    “And hell means to hide, to cover…which is what we do to bodies when they die, if you want to pursue the etymological logic. 
 
    “So hell means to cover up, to hide. When you don’t express yourself to me you are hiding something…and thus hiding yourself. And that is the path to hell. Do you understand?” 
 
    His blue eyes were icy at that moment, though his voice was warm. He was a contradiction, which could be two jaws on a bear trap, or two arms that held her. 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “Eggs.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    He waited, and suddenly she knew he was going to wait forever. She was going to have to say something. 
 
    “I loved deviled eggs.” 
 
    “Ha!” he jumped up, leaving her legs apart and her cunt gaping. “Was that so hard?” 
 
    She blinked, belatedly closed her legs and said, as synapses arced within her mind, “I’m having deviled eggs on the way to hell.” 
 
    He laughed at that. He hadn’t put that together, but having written a book, and therefore being a writer, he appreciated the word play. 
 
    Quickly he extracted several eggs from the frig. They looked like large, white pellets in his delicate hands. He filled a large bowl with water and placed the eggs, carefully, as if afraid the very fact of immersion would break them, into the water. 
 
    He opened the microwave… 
 
    “You can’t make hard boiled eggs in a microwave!”  
 
    …placed the bowl in the black box and pressed four minutes. He turned and looked at her triumphantly. “And you call yourself a woman.” 
 
    She shook her head in confusion. “You can?” 
 
    He came to her, lifted her to her feet, dragged her out of the kitchen. She stared at the microwave, lit up like a warm day, as she passed it. 
 
    He led her back the bedroom. “Quickly. We must attire you. While the eggs are cooking. You can put on your make up while I devil them. I don’t know much about make up, anyway.” 
 
    They opened her drawer and he selected items and held them up. Bra. Not a firm one, she might sag a bit today, but flimsy was sexy, and she felt so damn sexy and, looking at him, horny. 
 
    He picked up a pair of panties and she shook her head. “I need a tummy shaper?” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    It’s sort of like a corset. You might call it a mini-corset. It keeps my…” she hesitated, no woman likes to talk about how large she might be, “…fat in.” 
 
    He smiled, threw the panties at her. “Is there a part of you that God didn’t make?” 
 
    “Yes, but…” 
 
    He sat next to her, put her bra on her, centered it, then lifted the cups over her bosoms. She felt like she had been tucked in at night. She hadn’t been dressed by someone since her mother had dressed here when she was a child. There was something delicious about being handled in such a way. Yet there was also a bit of her that objected. She was a woman and could do for herself. 
 
    He picked up on her thought and said, “You can walk on my back later,” which smoothed out that irritation like it had never been. There was something so deliciously wicked about the idea of walking on his back. 
 
    “I’d squash you,” she baited him. 
 
    “That’s the way I wish to die.” 
 
    She pushed him away, stood up and slithered into her panties. “If people make waddling sounds behind me I will make your wishes come true.” 
 
    “What is a waddling sound?” 
 
    “It’s the sound you hear right before I step all over you.” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    She went to her closet and searched for the right outer garment, and he attempted to stay out of the process.  
 
    She held up a brown pants suit. He failed in his attempts. “How can you not choose something that will show off your bounteous beauty? Your voluptuousness? Your perfection?” 
 
    They finally decided on a blouse and skirt, and a jacket with padded shoulders. Her breasts would be full and free under the jacket, the skirt gave her legs length.  
 
    “Do your make up, I go to the devil.” 
 
    He rushed out of the bedroom, looking like a fast walker. A moment passed and she heard him working in the kitchen Ten minutes later she sat down in the kitchen, looking like a professional woman with scads of power, sex appeal being power, and began the delicate process of placing deviled eggs and bacon into her red mouth. 
 
    He watched her for a long minute, his elbows on the table, gazing as if he wished to memorize her every move. 
 
    Suddenly he stood up and went to the stove. He plopped the contents of a pot into a small bowl, washed the pot, then brought the bowl to the table. He sat opposite her, spooning little bites of mush into his mouth and chewing one hundred times. No butter, no sugar or molasses or even honey. 
 
    “Don’t you want some of these eggs?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She said, “Mmm, but they deviled eggs…andthey are heavenly.” 
 
    He said: “I’ve got to watch my girlish figure.” 
 
    She blinked, then chortled, then thought about it. 
 
    He did have a certain femininity to his frame. He didn’t have a butt, but he had a delicate curve to his every body part. His hair was long, sleek and black. His lips were full, and his eyes…that blue…he took her breath away. 
 
    “Besides, I don’t want to get fat.” 
 
    She froze. He was so non-committal. He was just making a statement, and making it in a way that wouldn’t offend, yet…he had knifed her with a soft comment that she couldn’t refute, and she had a choice. Get mad…or…she chose ‘or.’ She laughed. She laughed so hard she sprayed a bit of egg, and she couldn’t stop.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    “Why do you work on Sunday?” he asked? 
 
    They were in the back seat of the limo, sitting so one couldn’t tell where her body began and his left off. 
 
    “Election time,” she nibbled his ear, finding his skin tasty, the action exquisite. She loved the way his penis throbbed against her hand. “We work every day. But we will take it easy today. Off by noon. What will you do while I work?” 
 
    “Work with you.” 
 
    She pushed back from him and frowned. “I’m going to be in meetings.” 
 
    “I will sit in a corner, despairing, heart broken, and pray for a glance.” 
 
    “You’re such an asshole,” she laughed. 
 
    “Would you rather be an asshole, or a whole ass?” 
 
    She snorted, leeched her way around his body and felt his soft heart trying to rip through flesh and clothes to her own heart. 
 
    They arrived at her offices, a tacky, little 50s affair, once a dentist’s office. It had yellow trim and a front full of windows on the second floor. 
 
    “Not sure when we’re leaving,” she told her driver. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Just give a call.” He drove off. To circle the city. To find a bookie. To read the racing news and wish he was driving a racehorse instead of a glorified hack. And to wait for a call back to work. 
 
    They entered through the front door and ascended to the second floor. Her team was already in place and raring to go. 
 
    “I’m Shelby,” one girl introduced herself. 
 
    “Who’s he?” a gay man asked Talia. 
 
    The other four people just stared, not caring much, except as it benefited them. 
 
    “That’s Roger. He’ll sit in the corner and observe.” And that was all Talia said. She was the boss, she needed to make no explanations. “Shall we begin?” 
 
    Shelby gave a report on polls. Everything looked good, but the Asian stats were slightly down, and the LGBTQ community was a bit stand offish. The young, gay man, who was named Terry, snorted at. 
 
    “Yes, Terry?” 
 
    “We just need to get you to a few parties, put you on the arm of a metro. You’re more bi looking than your opponent.” 
 
    Talia grunted. She liked what he said, but knew it was BS. It also wasn’t deep enough. 
 
    “Okay, statistics. That’s you, Terry.” 
 
    Terry didn’t bother to stand up. There was a white board behind him, and he swiveled and stabbed at it with a pointer.  
 
    “Asians, down. LGBTQ down. That proves Shelby. Caucasians holding steady. You’ve got enough horsepower there. Blacks solid.” He went on and on, breaking down groups and making comments. 
 
    In the corner Roger watched with no expression. What they were doing was obvious. Breaking down mankind by sections and trying to appeal to all sections. Difficult, but not impossible. They would lose a few, gain and few, and at the end of the day the plan was to gain more than you lost. 
 
    “I don’t mean to return to LGBTQ and the Asians, but there is a weakness there.” 
 
    “Okay,” acknowledged Talia. “Suggestions?” 
 
    Nobody said anything. All were deep in thought, biting lips, staring into space, but nothing was put forth. 
 
    “There’s a party tonight,” said Terry. “LGBTQ. But short notice, I don’t know anybody we could hang on you.” 
 
    “Shelby? Do you know any gay or lesbian Asians?” 
 
    “Plenty, but none that are appropriate.” 
 
    Talia went around the table, checking with each person. 
 
    Roger cleared his throat. Everybody swiveled and looked at the elephant in the room. 
 
    “I’m Asian. Part Asian.” 
 
    There were a few blinks and glances. Terry: “But you’re not gay.” He said it like an accusation. 
 
    “Doesn’t have to be gay or lesbian.” 
 
    Everybody blanked on that, but only for a second. Shelby breathed, “Bi, trans, queer.” 
 
    Talia sat at the head of the table, totally enraptured by the way this meeting was going. Damned if she didn’t feel wet. She wasn’t sure what Roger was doing, but she had a good feeling. 
 
    “He’s not gay, or lez, so that excludes queer. That means you’re bi or trans.” 
 
    “I’m not bi. My religion forbids me taking a man.” 
 
    “Trans, then,” stated Terry. He was pondering Roger, studying him, trying to figure out what he would look like in a dress. 
 
    “You’re planning to dress up?” blurted Talia, getting it. 
 
    “Somebody would have to dress me,” he returned. 
 
    Talia: “Could you guys all take a break? Let me talk to Roger?” 
 
    All stood and departed, the room was left feeling empty, like a broken eggshell stolen of all the white and yolk. 
 
    Talia stood up and walked to the corner Roger sat in. She grabbed a chair by the back, rolled/spun it so the back faced Roger. She sat down, arms on the back, legs spread, and went face to face with him. 
 
    It was like looking into a shiny mirror. It was like looking into a clear pond with no bottom. It was offsetting, plummeting, and cascading all at the same time. And, to top it off, those scintillating, blue eyes stared back at her.  
 
    No emotion except a directed warmth. It felt like placing her hand on a heated coil, knowing her hand was burning, but not feeling it. 
 
    “Why would you play dress up for me?” 
 
    “I will do anything for you.” 
 
    Not much to say to that. Talia bit her lip and continued to match his gaze. And she realized that she was searching for answers, and he had them, but he was meditating and couldn't tell her. 
 
    She rose, called the others back in. “Okay. Roger is going trans on us. Terry and Shelby, can you fix him up by tonight?” 
 
    Both said they could. 
 
    “Then let’s all go to an early lunch, and I’ll bring Roger back here by one. Okay?” 
 
    “Have him here by twelve. He’s got the body, but we have to find clothes, the right make up, everything.” 
 
    “Twelve it is.” 
 
    Talia and Roger rode back to her building, but this time in silence. This time not entwined, but her staring at him, and him staring at the world. 
 
    “Have you ever been a woman before?” 
 
    “I’ve been everything,” he answered obliquely. 
 
    “No Eastern mystical BS now. You’re playing with my career. I need to know you can pull it off.” 
 
    “You need to trust me. I can do this.” 
 
    “What’s the difference between a man and a woman? And don’t tell me cock and balls.” 
 
    “This woman will play coy, place her hand on a gentleman’s forearm and laugh politely. She will avoid entanglements, do a lot of air kissing. She will go to the lady’s room, not the men’s, and she will be yin instead of yang.” 
 
    “Fuck,” muttered Talia, turning to look out her own window. 
 
    He had spoken softly, even like a woman, but she wasn’t reassured. There was a monstrous difference between a piece of ass, no matter how good, and an honest to God woman. 
 
    He reached to her then, touched her sleeve gently. “I will be subservient. Not just to you, but to all. I will lick my lips, keep them shiny and wanting. I will walk gently, one front in front of the other. Most of all, I will be what you cannot.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” she growled, “that last remark?” 
 
    “No matter how hard you try to be a man, your genitals stop you. I have mastered my genitals, so I can be a woman.” 
 
     
 
    They entered her apartment. They had two hours before they had to leave. She dragged him into her bedroom. She sat him down at her make up table. She brought a chair in from the kitchen and arranged their chairs so they were facing each other. 
 
    He didn’t say a word, just smiled and seemed extraordinarily happy. 
 
    She moisturized his face. His skin was a very light brown, and it cleaned up as if it had never been dirty. She applied primer, then matched his skin perfectly with a liquid foundation. 
 
    Step after step, moving quickly but surely, she transformed his face. Concealer, foundation, right down to the point where she was plumping his lips, and coloring them. 
 
    He sat patiently, watching her avidly, as if he was memorizing her features. 
 
    She sat back and inspected him, and her heart started to lurch. She had been too busy working on him to give rein to her own feelings, but now they burst forth. She studied his blush, and her own skin became fevered. She minutely examined his smokey eyelids and felt like she was being pulled into bed. She stared at his lips…and wanted to kiss them. 
 
    In her mind, there was confusion. She wasn’t a lesbian. She didn’t want a woman. But she wanted him as a woman. She wanted the soft yin side of him to fuck the shit out of her. To get fucked by her yang side. Her vagina was so moist she would have squished if she moved. Her heart was pounding. 
 
    And he did look like a woman. 
 
    “Take your clothes off,” she commanded harshly. Harsh because she had to override her own desires if she was going to make this work, come to grips with him as a woman. 
 
    He slid out of his clothes smoothly, as if they were greased. He puddled them on the floor and stared at her. Those damned blue eyes iced her, froze her, heated her up till she felt like she was at the core of the sun. 
 
    His dick was a thing of beauty. An ancient and mystical staff projecting outward, spelling her, threatening to shoot her within an inch of her life. 
 
    She went to her closet and found the skinniest thing she had. It was a dress from her high school prom. She ripped it off the rack and threw it at him. 
 
    Wordless, he stepped into it, pulled it up, and, except for the lack of breasts, he was a woman. 
 
    He didn’t have large hips, but they filled the dress, and they could always put pads on him. He needed a bra, with breast forms, but that was no problem. 
 
    A wig? Easy. They could outfit him with long, straight black hair. And then her imagination took over, and she imagined him with real hair, delicately coiffed, arches and swirls, shiny under the light. Maybe a light touch of glitter. 
 
    And he, watching her, suddenly changed his posture. He presented his butt more, drew in his belly, stuck out his chest. On another man it would have been ludicrous, but on him, for her, it fulfilled her imaginings. She could see the curves. She could sense the energy. He was woman. 
 
    “Fuck,” she breathed softly, amazed, heartened, imbued with new hope. 
 
    “I can do this,” he said. “You can make me a woman.” 
 
    His choice of words overwhelmed her. She was a strong woman, commanding, always in charge, and she was finally given the opportunity to make somebody into something she wasn’t. 
 
    She could make a man, even with that big boner pooching out the dress, into a woman. A beautiful, soft, loving, understanding woman. 
 
    “Put on your heels,” stated Roger. 
 
    She did so, and she stood up, and that was the final straw. She was now three inches taller than him. He looked up at her, adoringly, like a woman would look at a man. 
 
    And she was wearing a jacket, forget the skirt and blouse, she was wearing a jacket and she was taller than him, and she couldn’t help herself. She grabbed him, encircled his shoulders with an arm  and turned him around and bent him backwards. Her face moved downwards, towards his, and he closed his eyes, which completed the illusion. And she…
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    …kissed him. 
 
    They had fucked like rabbits, she had never fucked so much, but it was like she was suddenly charged with energy and wanted to do it again. 
 
    She placed her hand on his chest, and though his chest was flat, she imagined a bulge there, a cone of pec, her hand cupping his womanliness. 
 
    He accepted her, accepted her tongue, let her hold him and support him and lower him to the bed. 
 
    She lay on top of him, supported on her hands and knees. She breathed heavily, almost gasping. 
 
    He felt her breasts, grabbing them with a gentle claw, stroked them and made the pleasure shoot through her. 
 
    She grunted, animalistic, and pushed her hips into his, as if she really was male and had a prick. 
 
    “Take me,” he begged, pulling her dress, his dress, up to expose his rock hard pole. 
 
    Now she was hot, exploding, and she wanted to ravage him. She slid down and engulfed his ramrod with her lips. She suckled and squeezed, slapped his balls lightly, and even stuck a finger up his ass. 
 
    He groaned, loudly, and arched as if stretching, giving himself to her. 
 
    She rose, ripping at his dress, trying to get to the fevered flesh underneath. 
 
    He wiggled and struggled to help her, and, at last, he was naked. 
 
    But she wasn’t. She still wore her jacket and skirt. She reached under her skirt and pulled on her panties so hard they ripped. Then she straddled him. 
 
    He was naked, and she was clothed. Like a man might throw a woman down and rip her clothes off, but only stick his dick out of his fly and remain dressed. She was on top, cowgirl, but dressed like a man. Just here for a quickie, ma’am. 
 
    He had the cock, but when she descended upon it it was like she was lowering herself like a man, doing the fucking. And he was like a woman, soft underneath, accepting, being speared and opened and exposed for the world to see. 
 
    He was the flower. She was the bee. And it as alright, because for as much juice as she had, there would be no pollen drizzled into her gap. She was the drizzler, soaking him with her moisture. And he was the drizzlee. 
 
    And it felt so good. The way he filled her. Or was she filling him? She didn’t know, their sexes were confused, but that was the way she wanted it. And she wanted even more confusion. She wanted to fuck him all the way, she wished for a prick, and him for a cunt, so she could show him, enlighten him, expose him as the woman he was. 
 
    She rode him harshly, the way a man might ride a woman. She ground him down. She clawed his flat chest, imagining boobs. She reached down for his cock, and though it was sizable, she imagined it but a clitoris, subject to her ministrations. 
 
    They fucked, and they fucked, and when the explosion came it was exquisite. It was an eruption of world class magnitude. She had thought earlier orgasms were big, but this was special big. She entered into that tunnel of white, lost herself, stopped thinking, and could have stopped breathing for all she cared. 
 
    He felt her summating the mountain, he felt her fall off the other side. He held on to her tits, reaching inside her jacket, so he could guide her back down to earth. 
 
    She fell, semi-conscious, dazed, and he moved quickly, guided her next to him. 
 
    She lay there, slowly coming back to herself. She stared at him. She knew what had happened, but…what had happened?  
 
    She had never cum so hard in her life. She had cum like a man, hard and vicious, like sperm was ripping out of her. But it wasn’t that. It was him. 
 
    The way he gave up, the way he absconded into some dark night with all the yang aspects of his character and became only yin. He was totally happy that she had ravaged him. He was totally fine with being a woman. 
 
    She said: “How can you be a woman?” 
 
    He said: “God has no sex. Why should I? 
 
    She reached down and felt his prick. Hard as a diamond drill. Moist from her innards, but…she felt his balls…hard, full of unspent gism. 
 
    “Doesn’t it hurt? Not cumming?” 
 
    He smiled, and there was joy in his smile. “Men tend to ejaculate, to give their sperm to the world. In my religion we injaculate. The sperm is blocked from exiting the body, and so it is reabsorbed by the body, and we retain our strength, our joy, our integrity of being.” 
 
    She shook her head. No way she wanted a male body. She said so. 
 
    “So you would rather have those big, floppy things on your chest?” 
 
    It made her laugh; he always made her laugh. “Men like to nurse a lot.” 
 
    “I could say the same thing about women nursing at my organ.” 
 
    She snorted. Then her mind sort of blinked. There was a truth there. She liked gobbling cock. She liked stroking, and being in charge, and finally making them erupt. Sometimes she liked drinking the essence, hot from the source, as it came out. Sometimes she didn’t. 
 
    Then she realized she would likely never drink his sperm. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    But she didn’t say anything. It was her own personal sorrow, and she didn’t understand it, but she knew she wasn’t covering it up like she would a secret on the way to heel, but rather saving it for future consideration. 
 
    And he didn’t pursue her secret, like he had earlier, perhaps intuiting that some secrets were okay, and some not. Instead, he stood up, held his hand out. “Let’s eat. Do you want me to eat as a woman or a man?” 
 
    “Woman.” She didn’t even hesitate. 
 
    Then they went into the kitchen, holding hands, to prepare a quick lunch. 
 
      
 
    Terry and Shelby were waiting at the office at precisely twelve. Roger exited the limo, he was a man again, and stepped right into their Mustang. 
 
    “Ta ta,” waved Terry, and he sped away from the limo. 
 
    Then started a day of new experiences for Roger. He had enjoyed Talia working over him, converting him into the female model of himself, but it was nothing like what Terry and Shelby had planned. 
 
    “First we have to put a shell on you. Shells, make the woman, don’t you know.” 
 
    “I thought it was clothes make the man?” 
 
    “What is a man but a woman with a malfunction between the legs?” 
 
    Shelby laughed and punched Terry on the arm. She was drinking a tall boy from a sack. Her lips were red, and so was the top of the can. “You’re so silly.” 
 
    “Have you always been gay?” asked Roger. He had known many gay monks, and they always had a story. 
 
    “Oh, dear me, no. I was a female at conception, and so were you?” 
 
    “I was?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. We’re all double crossed in the beginning, then the more adventurous us of us…” 
 
    Shelby made a farting sound. 
 
    “…cut a leg off the X, and grow a leg between the X of our legs.” 
 
    “But when did you realize you were gay after you were born?” 
 
    “Mum said I didn’t like her milk, so maybe then. Or maybe it was when I wanted to play with my sister’s dolls. Or maybe it was when this older boy kissed me after a baseball game.” 
 
    “That must have been an adjustment.” 
 
    “It was a revelation. I’m sitting there, all spruced up in my darling, little baseball uniform, and he pulls me into him and plants a smackeroonie on my mouth. My eyes were wide, and I thought: what’s the fuss? I was in seventh grade and I made the usual homophobe sounds. So to find out that I was turned on by the kiss, and by boys, and that I might actually be a homo…it was an eyeopener. 
 
    Roger cogitated and pondered Terry’s simple story as they whizzed through the city. 
 
    “Oh, geez. You’re not going to!” 
 
    “Of course I am.” Terry stopped the Mustang at the top of a hill and put the top down. Cars waited patiently behind him, and Roger wondered why there were so many in a line. 
 
    “He has to do this. We could have zipped a street over and saved ten minutes, but no. Mr. Can’t Drive Straight has to go down Lombard.” 
 
    Terry moved forward, the car tilted down, and Roger stared in awe as the city sprawled before them, and they began going back and forth on a cobbled street. He began tooting the horn and waving to people. He was so obviously gay, but everybody was surprised and found themselves waving back. 
 
    Except for one crotchety, old man watering hydrangeas in front of a pink Victorian Mansion. He squirted the hose at them and actually got a few drops into the interior of the car. 
 
    Terry laughed and waved and yelled, “Love your pink house, dearie!” 
 
    Shelby was laughing, and Roger found it all amusing. 
 
    Finally, they reached the bottom, and Shelby said: “I know why you feel compelled to take Lombard street all the time.” 
 
    “Why is that?” 
 
    “Because,” she paused for the punchline, then yelled, “You’re not straight!” 
 
    “Oh, dear, I’m going to have to remember that one!” 
 
    He pulled to the side of the street and put the top up again. 
 
    “Come on,” Shelby grabbed Roger’s hand and pulled him out of the car. 
 
    Roger had thought they had just stopped to put the top up, but they were at their destination. “Curleycue’s Fine Fashions. 
 
    Dresses posed in the window, hanging on the uncaring frames of dummies. Hats hung from the top of the window, directly positioned over each dummy’s head. Shoes lined the bottom of the display. 
 
    Roger was shown into the dark shop, and the lights went on. 
 
    It was a cornucopia of color and curve, of material and button, of ribbon and shoe and ancient corsets and lingerie. 
 
    Roger stared about in wonder. In truth, he had never been in a dress shop in his life, and the input of data dazzled him. He was used to the function of a robe, or the stricture of a Nehru jacket, or, at best, some funky jeans and a sweat shirt. To be surrounded by a horde of dancing females, though without bodies, was like being in Talia’s closet as a stick of dynamite exploded. 
 
    “Fanny! This is Roger. We need to transition him for a party tonight.” 
 
    A large woman, two chins and scraggly hair, came out of the back room and air kissed everybody, including Roger. Then she walked around Roger and dissected him with her grey and penetrating eyes. 
 
    “Straight cut, do you want padding?” 
 
    “I would love voluptuous. What do you think?” asked Terry. 
 
    “Voluptuous is fine topside, but the bun…he’s cut different. Oh, it’s the Jap in him. Japanese people don’t have back.” 
 
    “Does that mean you’re going to give him some, or not?” 
 
    “I’m going to think about it. Johnny!” she bellowed. An old man with a tape measure hung around his neck came out of the back room. 
 
    “He’s going tranny. Butt or not?” 
 
    “Not.” 
 
    “But why?” asked Terry, pouting. 
 
    “It won’t look natural. The rest of him would become too angular. There’s skinny butted girls in the world.” 
 
    “Oh, poof. you’re no fun.” 
 
    Johnny grunted and went back into the back room.  
 
    Then commenced a whirligig of changes. Roger was literally pulled out of his clothes and stood while Terry and Shelby dashed through the store, following Fanny’s directions and bringing back everything from the garish pantsuit to the svelt and stylish dress with holes up the sides, frightening heels to dapper Mary Janes, bras to bustiers, and…so on. 
 
    All the while Fanny was talking a mile a minute, discoursing even as she analyzed. 
 
    “That will show. Too tacky. How long is his hair going to be? Ooh, these ear rings will light up his face. 
 
    She held up colors to has face, spun him about, draped material over his shoulders. 
 
    Finally, they had a plan. 
 
    “Come back at four.” 
 
    “Ta ta,” Terry waved as they exited the shop. 
 
    “What now?” asked Roger. 
 
    “Now you get the treatment.” 
 
    They drove through the city, Terry running the occasional red light, and arrived at a beauty salon. It was chic and shabby at the same time. Clean but looked ancient. 
 
    Inside were several rooms with chairs and sinks and counters filled with every kind of chemical known to woman. 
 
    Roger was taken into a room and told to take off his clothes. 
 
    “I need to take off my clothes to have my face made up?” 
 
    “Trust me, dearie,” responded Terry. 
 
    So Roger disrobed, sat down, and his penis underwent inspection. 
 
    “Pretty big,” said Terry. 
 
    “But delicate. I can see why Talia’s sexing him.” 
 
    “But how do we hide it?” 
 
    “You want to hide my dick?” 
 
    “Do you want everybody to see a big, old boner tenting your dress? Tacky, tacky.” 
 
    “Measure him.” 
 
    Terry didn’t have a tape measure, but he found a ruler. He picked up Roger’s dick and shook it. “Get hard, baby.” 
 
    Roger was befuddled, bemused, and not the slightest bit nervous. It was just a dick, after all, and he handled it, so why shouldn’t somebody else? 
 
    The penis sprouted and Terry held the ruler to it. 
 
    “Maybe we should just tie it to his leg,” quipped Shelby. 
 
    “ARRRR!” growled Terry, stumping around the room. 
 
    Shelby laughed. 
 
    “Get the gaffe. We’ll decide later.” 
 
    Shelby left the room. 
 
    “What’s a gaffe?” 
 
    “It’s a tighty whitey designed to pull your beast back. Makes for a smooth dress. No ugly peenies showing.” 
 
    A woman in a white robe entered the room. “Ready, Terry?” Before Terry could answer she was in front of Roger and scrutinizing him. She ignored his erect penis and bent down and peered at his face. “Oh, Lord, what luscious skin. I love oriental shades.” 
 
    “Really? But they have no shadows!” 
 
    “Oh, but they do. Watch, little one, and I will dazzle you with my magic.” 
 
    Then began an afternoon of pedicures, mud packs, fingernails, hair washing, and all the other little procedures that go into making a woman be a real woman. 
 
    Roger felt his skin come alive as it was pushed, prodded, doused, rubbed and glued. And all afternoon his boner didn’t go down. He liked the sensations washing over him, and it felt good when somebody leaned over him and his penis got in the way and had to be rudely shoved aside. Oddly, no one ever asked him his name.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    Talia was restless. She bumped around her apartment, straightening pictures, doing the laundry, staring out the window at the buildings standing in the distance like middle fingers. 
 
    What was she doing? She was having sex with a stranger. She knew nothing about Roger, but she couldn’t wait to see him again. It was like he didn’t just fill a void in her, he dug that void specifically for himself. 
 
    A crater in her heart. 
 
    She tried the TV, but quickly turned it off. As a politician she knew television was designed to control the masses, to move the herds into position, and the leader who knew how to use TV reigned supreme. 
 
    She took a walk, and came right back. 
 
    Where was he? And why had she fallen for the hair brain scheme of him crossdressing just for a few polling points? Heck, polling points were the most vacuous of political indicators. 
 
    She sat on the couch and looked out the big window. Cold skies and powder puff clouds lining up like racers. And her mind slowed down and she thought about herself. And life. And saying such a thing sounded deep, but she knew the truth: she wasn’t a deep person. She was a political creature, running her life by polls and statistics. How deep could that be? 
 
    Finally, her eyes casting about restlessly, her attention fell upon her ipad. 
 
    He wrote a book. 
 
    So she went to Amazon and bought it, downloaded it, and prepared to delve into the mind of the man who was fucking her stupid. 
 
     
 
    Monastic Mumblings 
 
    by  
 
    Chitragupta Dharmaraja 
 
      
 
    A picture of a monastery, earth colored buildings, probably built a 1000 years ago, by monks who stamped on the earth with their feet, carved huge boulders with their fingernails, and levitated monstrous blocks up the side of a mountain to stack them in home. 
 
    What a home. 
 
    Hundreds of rooms, endless niches in the wall with Buddha statues. Prayer wheels spinning like the tires of a muscle car. Big rooms where men chanted. 
 
    Where there any women monks? Or should she be calling them priestesses, of something else? 
 
    She didn’t know and didn’t care. She just wondered if the picture on the cover was the real monastery, or had Roger just drifted in from some peasants shack and called himself a religious mystic? 
 
    She opened the book. The introduction was a thank you to teachers throughout the ages, with special thanks to his personal teachers, and there followed a list of names that started in Maha and ended raja. Sort of. At any rate, a lot of names. 
 
    She wondered how old Roger was. He looked young, but he apparently had never delved into hamburgers as a lifestyle, complete with colorings and preservatives and hormones and other greasy additives. 
 
    After the introduction was a short letter on his time growing up in the monastery, and she read this with interest. 
 
    He had been given to the monks by a white woman who was dying, and who had said she didn’t want her Japanese husband to have the child. She wanted Chitragupta to learn perfect English, and then go live in America. 
 
    It sounded like the woman was a disillusioned hippie. 
 
    And the monks had done just that. There were no other children at the monastery, and they became, all of them, his father. They allowed English speakers into the monastery, which they hadn’t done before, just to tutor the young boy. 
 
    They trained him to meditate, and he reached a high level of enlightenment. 
 
    They trained him in martial arts…that was something she hadn’t known. She giggled. He could kill her with a chop, if he wasn’t so pussy whipped. 
 
    And she grew sober. She thought of him as pussy whipped, but it was her pussy that was being whipped. She controlled him, but all her decisions were flavored by her excitement with his submission, his cock under her control. 
 
    Then she read the book. 
 
    A hundred sayings from the monastery. Pithy sayings the monks used to guide themselves to Nirvana, or wherever they were going. Each saying was followed by a paragraph or two of explanation, though the explanations were often as obtuse as the sayings themselves. 
 
      
 
    A woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
      
 
    It made her blink. She was consuming him, all while questioning her own reality as a woman. 
 
    She was a woman, but fucked him like a man. And he was a man, being fucked like a woman. 
 
    He bent to her will, and she wrapped herself around his bending. 
 
    And the truth was that consuming him was unleashing her. So which way did the saying work? Was the woman at cause? Or the man? 
 
    And, in some way, she imagined as if through a cloud, they were both in charge, paired up in some dream world and pitted against one another to help one another defeat one another and so become more one another. 
 
    Huh. 
 
    After 15 minutes of such wondering she turned here attention to the second saying. 
 
      
 
    If everybody on earth was smart, 
 
    the stupid man would rule. 
 
      
 
    Another WTF moment. How could a stupid man rule? Why would mankind cater to the wishes of the demented (for stupid had many meanings in the context of this book). 
 
    And she turned the saying around and around. 
 
    If everybody on earth was stupid the smart man would rule. Which is the way everybody would translate it, but only so they could feed their own opinion of themselves. Or hide the truth of themselves from their opinion. 
 
    A third saying: 
 
      
 
    Do nothing until nothing is left undone. 
 
      
 
    Huh. Real mysticism. And…WTF? 
 
    Can you actually ‘do’ nothing? Wouldn’t ‘doing’ be ‘something,’ and therefore…was it possible to do nothing? 
 
    And if you could do nothing, what was the point? At the end of the road you would have accomplished nothing. 
 
    And how would you apply doing nothing, a high level state of mind according to Roger, to living? 
 
    Following his logic dying be the ultimate nothing. 
 
    Again, Talia sat and thought. She understood why it was a best seller. It was like a politician promising everything, but in code that beckoned through its sheer audaciousness of meaninglessness. 
 
    She flipped through the rest of the pages. Her mind refused most of the inanities, no matter how well thought out and profound they seemed. 
 
    Lies like campaign promises. She didn’t need any lessons on that. 
 
    And then she thought: and he’s lying for me, a monstrous lie that strikes to the core of him. A man as a woman.  
 
    And she saw the last paragraph in the book. 
 
    I go to wait on she who calls me. I don’t know who she is, or where, but when I find her God will say ‘yes’ to me, and I will know… 
 
    Is that his secret? Is that what propels him to worm at my feet and fulfill my every desire? 
 
    AT that point her cunt developed an itch…which itch required a good scratching. And so she reached her hand into her pants and scratched her cunt, and specifically her clitoris. 
 
    God, was she horny. Was it him? Was she overloading on him? Was her western logic being compromised by his eastern illogic? 
 
    She stopped scratched, pulled her hand out and sniffed her finger. She imagined she could smell him, that her finger was his penis, that the smell was his crotch wallowing on hers. 
 
    And she missed him. It was four o’clock, and he was probably finishing up somewhere, wherever Terry and Shelby had taken him. 
 
    They were going to give him the works, and they told here to just go home, stay out of the way, and they would have him fit for consumption—Terry’s mocking words—by the time the party started. 
 
    So she sat, and meandered around the apartment, and was horny, horny, horny. 
 
      
 
    An hour and a half later the doorbell rang, and for the first time in her life Talia didn’t know what to do. Answer it? But what if it was Roger? And what if she didn’t like him? What if she hated him as a woman!? 
 
    But her body stood up, as if against her wishes, and she found herself going to the door. And opening it. 
 
    Talia and Shelby pushed forward, turning her, obscuring her vision, allowing her only glimpses of what divinity followed. They pushed her into a chair, and then stepped to the sides and turned so that they might follow the entrance of Roger. 
 
    He was no longer a he. He was no longer a man, no longer bland, but exciting and shimmering, causing palpitations in her heart, throbbing in her pussy. 
 
    Roger wore an ankle length pencil skirt. It was beige, but the blandness of beige was exploded by shimmery rainbows. His hips weren’t overly round, but they were feminine. Like a young boy can be feminine through the sheer artifice of being undeveloped. 
 
    His chest was covered, and had to be, for he had boobs, large boobs. Sure, they were fake. Yet they looked so real that Talia gaped and wondered, for a moment, how they had managed to grow mammary glands on his chest in the short space of an afternoon. 
 
    His face was shadowed to appear almost triangular, yet giving hollows to his cheeks that made him look skinnier. 
 
    His eyes were kohl, delicately moving from the black of mascara to a light wispiness that blended with his natural skin color. 
 
    He wore three hoops interlinked in a line on his ears. And his ears were fresh pierced, and the earrings reached almost to his neck, setting off the fine skin of his throat. 
 
    And his hair was coiled, exposing the fine hairs, French bun style with a couple of odd twists. The upswept look made him look taller, skinnier, and therefore his breasts bigger. 
 
    And his lips were shimmery red, a barely dark red, dominating his face in a way that made it appear softer. 
 
    Talia’s jaw lowered imperceptibly as she inspected piece by piece of him, and then slowly shut as blinking took over. She said: “She is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.” 
 
    That was when Roger kicked it. Looking shy, taking small steps by virtue of the long dress strangling his ankles, he came to Talia. 
 
    “I live for you.” 
 
    He spoke in a slight accent, sounding Japanese, but somehow more exotic. 
 
    Talia’s heart stopped. She wanted to enfold him, bend him back and kiss his throat, take him into the bedroom and ravage him. 
 
    Terry and Shelby watched, were forgotten by their boss as she soared through fantasies too numerous too count. 
 
    Bodies entwined in the night, rolling over and over, continuously falling in and out of cunt. 
 
    Dancing on clouds, their feet sinking so that they must somehow, like Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers, climb as they twinkled their toes. 
 
    Walking in some netherworld twilight, surrounded by monsters too cowed to attack. 
 
    “I am okay?” Roger spoke with that breathy, exotic accent again. 
 
    “Oh. My. God.” And the only reason Talia didn’t fall to ravagement was that Terry and Shelby were pushing her, and Roger out of the apartment. 
 
    It was time to party.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    Soma is the parts of an organism apart from the reproductive cells. 
 
    It is also an intoxicating drink used in Vedic ritual. 
 
    It is also part of a word, as in somatic, which relates to the body.  
 
    It is also a drug, comparable to Xanax. 
 
    And, not finally, it is a district in San Francisco. South Market. 
 
    South Market is the LGBTQ artsy fartsy district, loaded with shops and restaurants, bars and loft apartments, and more people of deviant personality than one could shake a dick at. 
 
    “Take this,” suggested Shelby, holding out a tiny pill to Talia, who popped it in her mouth, and then Roger. 
 
    Roger held the pill between thumb and forefinger and held it up to the light. “What is it?” 
 
    “Soma. A muscle relaxer.” 
 
    He looked at her. “But my muscles aren’t tense?” 
 
    “It’s also a head relaxer.” 
 
    “Oh. But I don’t have any muscles in my head. How can my head be tense?” 
 
    “Everybody’s head is tense, honey,” said Terry, from behind the wheel. 
 
    So, having no more objections, and sure it couldn’t be as strong as some of the monk’s herbs he had taken in his prior life, Roger tossed the tablet down his throat, into his stomach, and up to his brain. 
 
    “Hey, I just realized something,” Terry quipped. “We’re taking Soma while we’re driving through SoMa. how cool is that?” 
 
    They laughed. There was a nervous energy in the car that was all consuming. Roger felt it, and even his meditatively calmed self felt the jitters. 
 
    They entered the SoMa district, and life changed. Lights, action, gay people, trans people, any kind of people a person wanted to be. Choice is not DNA, baby, so make the most of it. 
 
    Terry pulled into a garage and parked on the ground floor. Near the entrance, easily seen by passersby, which might or might not help if somebody held them up. 
 
    They stepped out of the car and made a group. 
 
    “Remember,” cautioned Shelby to Talia, “You’re not supposed to be here. Say or do what you want, but be careful who you say or do it to.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, mother,” laughed Talia. “I know all about turning into a pumpkin.” 
 
    “You can’t blame me for worrying. San Francisco is the Wildest West when it comes to LGBTQ.” 
 
    “I understand. You don’t need to…” they had linked arms and started walking towards the street. 
 
    Terry linked arms with Roger and walked with him a few paces behind. “Dearie, you are the most delicious entrée I have ever seen in all my bored days. Screw the dessert, if I was into women I would try to steal you from Talia and show you how the happy world dances.” 
 
    Roger smiled demurely, totally immersed in his role. 
 
    He was a vision, his legs moving in little steps, causing him to more float than walk. His earrings sparkled and a light touch of glitter set off his shiny black hair like the fourth of July at night. 
 
    “You do understand what is going to be happening at this party?” 
 
    “I thought a party was a party. Dancing? Music? Happy people?” 
 
    Terry laughed, a tinkle of a laugh, and moved his hand to his throat in an effected mannerism. 
 
    “You will meet the finest people, and all eyes will be on you while Talia smooches with the veddy impotant pipples. 
 
    “Smooch? Like cuddle and kiss?” 
 
    “Figuratively. She needs political connections. By showing up she will embrace the community. She just needs to talk to a few people, be seen, but not be too obvious. With you there all attention will be diverted away from her and given to you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. I’ll take care of you. You just do what Shel and I tell you to and you will be fab.” 
 
    They walked along the sidewalk, a coterie of beautiful people, and Roger understood what Terry meant. Talia was the famous one, he wasn’t because he was ‘disguised,’ but all eyes were going to be on him. 
 
    His slender but well endowed frame, his lush hair, his large boobs. It was an interesting sensation, and he found that he liked it. 
 
    Actually, he had dressed up as a woman before, but nothing like this. At the monastery the monks had on ritual plays for the townsfolk during festivals and holidays. Because he was young and slight, he was always the woman. But a dowdy peasant girl, no matter how well designed, was absolutely nothing like what Roger now looked like. 
 
    He was a nova in a sky filled with sparklers. And nobody could tell he wasn’t a woman, and they stared at him. 
 
    Or, since this was SoMa, a trans of some sort. Trans ‘vest,’ Trans ‘gender,’ Trans ‘whatever,’ he dazzled the eye and even caused a few pocket rockets to sputter and threaten to shoot into the summer night. 
 
    They entered a glass elevator and rose four stories. No talking. Waiting. The nervous energy now at a fever pitch. Hearts were in mouths, groins were wet, or hard, eyes were glittering with the fever. 
 
    The elevator opened up on one apartment, a loft, separated by a couple of free standing walls, and the apartment was packed. Men and women in chic suits and svelte dresses, with no regard for gender. A light haze of smoke. Janice Joplin wailing ‘Piece of My Heart.’ Somebody in a corner, tinkling a piano as if Janice wasn’t there. Drinking everywhere. Flutes of wine, goblets of beer, shots of whatever.  
 
    And pills. Lots of tiny, colored capsules and tablets and whatever. 
 
    And people talked, frantically trying to illuminate faces with their fancy and snobbish words. And sucked glasses until they were upside down. And smooched one another endlessly.  
 
    If somebody smooched somebody else and left for two minutes, they would have to smooch again when they re-met. Cheeks were blurred with lip imprints. 
 
    And everywhere was the feeling that it was the last day on earth, that this was the last party, that devil had promised them a good time in Hell if they committed themselves to debauchery. 
 
    A normal night in San Francisco, in other words. 
 
    Terry nodded to Shelby, and Shelby herded Talia to the right, along the line of wall sized windows and towards a more sedate corner of the room, if there was such a thing.  
 
    Talia glanced back at Roger, and the look in her eyes was one of longing, then she was hidden by the press of feathers and glitters and ribbons and bows and flesh. 
 
    Terry guided Roger to the left, into the heart of the beast. 
 
    And they danced, suddenly and spontaneously. It was the only way to get through the crowd. 
 
    They reached a bar and Terry disappeared into the mad clutches of the bar crowd, attempting to score a couple of drinks. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” a voice whispered in Roger’s ear. 
 
    Roger turned. A cowboy wearing chaps and a vest, and that was all, the chaps making a circle around the flesh of his manhood, had his face to Roger’s ear. 
 
    Roger looked the man up and down, and smiled. He took the man’s penis and shook it. “Glad to meet you, sir. Forgiving me for not giving you a kiss, but my make up.” 
 
    “I’m Timmy,” the cowboy returned, happily. “Are you here with anybody?” 
 
    “I am and I am’t. I must return home with somebody, but I will be abandoned, apparently, for a time.” 
 
    “Well, your time is my time.” 
 
    “Time is an illusion.” 
 
    Timmy tilted his headback and laughed. “Would you like a drink? And what is you name?” 
 
    “No thanks. somebody is getting one for me. And my name is Roger.” 
 
    Timmy’s eyes widened slightly. He tilted his head with a pleased smile. “You’re not a woman? How wonderful! You totally had me fooled. And I’m a doctor.” 
 
    “A real, live doctor? As in real life?” Roger realized, then, that his head was relaxing. And it was subtle, more subtle even than the monk’s herbs. 
 
    Timmy laughed. “It is true.” 
 
    “What is your specialty?” 
 
    “Helping people to transition. MTF or FTM.” Later Roger would find out that meant ‘Male To Female,’ and Female To Male.” 
 
    “Timmy! Honey!” Terry appeared out of nowhere, two drinks in two hands, and smooched Tim’s cheek, then looked down at his branding iron. “My, my! Lasooing the wild horses, are we?” 
 
    The two men laughed, and Terry turned to Roger, “Here you go sweets.” He handed a glass to Roger, looked at the other one, then handed it to Timmy. “I’m designated, baby. Drink this for me, will you?” 
 
    Timmy quaffed the drink in a couple of fast gulps. Then made a cowboy ‘whoop!’ 
 
    “Roger was just telling me about his transition. How come you haven’t brought him around? I do a mean top surgery.” 
 
    “Oh, Roger’s just faking it for a while, until the mood strikes him.” He turned to Roger. “When you get serious, dearie, Timmy is the man to see. He makes the best breasts in the whole wide, civilized world. And that includes New York.” 
 
    Roger nodded, and the men went on talking, discussing tits, people who were tacky, and whether the 49ers would ever be world champions. 
 
    More people came to them, entered the conversation, and were introduced, and the party became a sweaty haze to Roger. He shook hands, was hugged, had his tits felt up, and drank drink after drink after drink. 
 
    He was not used to drinking, and he found himself slurring his words, even as he went deeper and deeper into his trans persona. 
 
    “Will you have them cut off, beautiful?” One amorous man asked drunkenly. 
 
    By now Roger had figured out that all anybody really talked about was sex organs. Still, he had a bad moment as he tried to figure out why he would have his tits cut off when they weren’t even real, then he realized what the man was talking about. His penis, and nuts. Or nuts. 
 
    In character, Roger giggled and, in a high perfectly pitched voice, he said, “Then my voice would be too high.” 
 
    Laughter. More people hugging him, and then he went out of his body. 
 
    It was pleasant, for he was happy. And now he wasn’t just happy because he was drugged and drunk, but because he was outside the drugged and drunk. 
 
    As if from above he studied the crowd, how it swirled, moved in a circle, and how individual people cut through the crowd, drawing comic lines through humanity, thinking they were acting upon their own wishes, but really just responding to stimulus. Zombie units trying to go astray, and unaware that it was all an illusion. 
 
    He could see Talia, sitting on a sofa with two other people, all leaning their heads together and whispering, somehow communicating through the confusion of noise and music. 
 
    Terry was next to him, faithfully guiding him, even as he stroked Timmy’s cock surreptitiously. 
 
    And more people came to the party, interested in the criss cross of people selling themselves so avidly. 
 
    A tear dribbled from Roger’s eye. A small thing that filled the lower lid, then slipped over and down his cheek. 
 
    He was happy. 
 
    Not drugs. Not drink. 
 
    Happy for happy’s sake. 
 
    “Roger? Dear? Are you all right?” 
 
    Roger walked through the crowd, separating it from above. Tears starting to flow freely. 
 
    People turned, saw him, noted the tears, absorbed the strikingly beautiful woman, and stepped aside. 
 
    He found the piano. He had always wanted to play one. He was accomplished with the Sarangi, could abuse a Sitar, and loved the reed organ. The monks had one in the cellar of the monastery, left by a British trader decades previously, and Roger had often gone to the instrument and sampled notes. Listened to them, loved their full, round feeling. Not scratchy or daring like the Sarangi or Sitar, but rounded, each note easily able to develop into another. A transcendent instrument for him…even though he knew nothing of how to play it. 
 
    The man doodling on the piano looked up, moved down the bench, and Roger sat. 
 
    He listened to the music. The man couldn’t play worth a shit, his notes were a tangle of barbed wire, but there was something there, and the people were too drunk to hear it. And Roger was so out of body it was all he could hear. 
 
    He touched the man’s wrist, causing him to stop, and stare at Roger. 
 
    Roger pressed the man’s finger down. 
 
    Plink. 
 
    And Roger listened, heard the note swell and fade, search for infinity like a flashlight shone on planet earth, and directed to the Sirius, doomed to travel through emptiness, spreading out like a shotgun, maybe one particle in a million actually striking that far star.   
 
    Somewhere in the room somebody stopped. They listened, not sure what they had heard. Then they resumed their drunken conversationing. 
 
    Roger pressed another of the man’s digits, and another swelling of vibration headed out for infinite. And two people heard it, and looked around, and then sipped their drinks as if they had heard nothing. 
 
    Plink. Plink. 
 
    People around the room wondering what the hell was going on. 
 
    Then Roger slammed his hand down, a discordant handclap that struck everybody in the silence, and the silence went out in a circle. 
 
    The man next to Roger on the bench slid away, searching for his own Dog Star. 
 
    And Roger played. 
 
    He touched one key, and listened, and another. The way he did when he was a child in a monastery cellar. But this time he wasn’t inside his body, he was searching for a way to communicate with the cosmos. 
 
    This time he was above, stoned on spirit and infinite and the joy of life. 
 
    Plink, plink, plink, the notes gathered and swelled, finding a harmony no matter how he struck them. 
 
    People stared, and he cried, his tears splatting on the keyboard and being brushed away by his gentle digits. 
 
    And he figured out the pattern. From above. Melding a melody of single keys that was rapturous and transporting at the same time. And he tried to sing, made a few misses, but even his misses were so filled with spirit that nobody laughed or looked away. 
 
    And he found it, it came together. 
 
      
 
    I lived all alone 
 
    thinking to atone 
 
    but all I needed was to be 
 
    lost in you 
 
      
 
    And the melody guided him then, slid him into meter effortlessly, brought out the words spontaneously, harmonized the universe as it always was…if one had the spirit to see it. A muse from outside his skull, from somewhere in a cosmos that isn’t the cosmos of the universe. A separate ether where artists lived and had being. 
 
      
 
    I was lost in you 
 
    no way through 
 
    I find myself 
 
    lost in you 
 
      
 
    life in a maze 
 
    all of my daze 
 
    no way to get through 
 
    I was lost in you 
 
      
 
    in confusion 
 
    with my delusion 
 
    no way to get through 
 
    I was lost in you 
 
      
 
    I was lost in you 
 
    no way to get free 
 
    but I found me 
 
    when I found you 
 
     
 
    He stopped, the last notes fading through the room, ripping a tear from an eye here, changing a heart there.  
 
    Roger’s head was bent and tears gushed down his face, his back heaving in sobs. And then he was lifted, some kind soul found where he was and helped him up, and hugged him, and passed him along. From person to person he went, engulfed by arms. Beyond sex. Encompassed by mankind. Until he felt himself in the arms of Talia. 
 
    “It’s time to go,” she whispered in his ear. She walked him through the party goers, one arm around the waist, as if she was guiding a drunken sailor. 
 
    The people stepped back, a hushed, reverent awe. 
 
    And then somebody at the bar slipped, fell on his ass and broke a vase with a bunch of cat’s tails in it, and the party resumed. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    Terry drove slowly through the San Francisco streets. Night revealed whores sauntering saucily while men squatted in alleys. Hard-eyed cops patrolled the streets, wishing they didn’t have to get involved. Lonely lovers scurried home to bed, walking the streets with their bodies so close as to be one simple unit of flesh. 
 
    The beast with two backs; that’s what Shakespeare called sex.  
 
    Did he mean two backs to the world? Indicating face to face sex? 
 
    Or did he mean doggystyle, two backs facing the same direction. 
 
    Only the bard knows for sure, and he’s not speaking. 
 
    “That was beautiful. I didn’t know you could play the piano.” Terry watched Roger in the mirror. 
 
    Roger was in the arms of Talia. Hugging her as they watched the street pass by. 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “Good imitation. Music hasn’t made me cry since my older brother threw a record like a frisbee and opened up a gash on my head.” He pulled his hair apart to reveal a scar. Or not. It was difficult to tell in the passing illumination. 
 
    Talia took control of Roger’s head. She turned it and began kissing his lips. He kissed back, and they squirmed around on the seat. 
 
    “You’re not going to fuck in here, are you?” whined Terry. 
 
    “Yeah,” Talia murmured throatily. She had Roger by the hair, held his face, and chewed on his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, geez. I’m gonna have to clean the seats. I hate that. I just got it detailed.” 
 
    “Bill me,” rasped Talia. She began unbuttoning her jacket but didn’t relinquish her claim to Roger’s face. What he had done at the party…it had made her hotter than a smoldering volcano. 
 
    Her jacket separated and fell loose, revealing her heavy breasts heaving in her flimsy bra. She pushed Roger back then, and unbuttoned her skirt and wiggled out of it. “Take your clothes off,” she whispered to him. 
 
    Dutifully, Roger began scrunching around, it was difficult in such tight quarters, and he couldn’t get the dress off. He did, however, manage to bring it over his hips. 
 
    Talia was naked now. Her breasts hanging low, her nipples erect with excitement. She stared at his feminine body and lusted. 
 
    She almost ripped his panties off. 
 
    Then came a moment of confusion. Roger had never fucked in a car before, and he didn’t know how to position his body, and he was quite unsure how he was supposed to do this. He was the male, he fucked, no matter how Talia moaned and tried to readjust him and his thinking. 
 
    “Jesus,” Talia vented, frustrated with the situation. She grabbed his penis and somehow managed to contort so she could place her mouth on it. 
 
    Sucking noises filled the car and Roger groaned. That was more like it. But the moment was all too short. 
 
    He was still high, from drugs and drink, but more importantly, he was confused by the episode at the party. He was a woman. He had played the piano. He had sung a song, making it up on the spot. 
 
    What was happening to him? 
 
    “Put your hands on the seats. Hell, that doesn’t work. Fuck! How are we going to do this?” 
 
    Terry suddenly blurted. “Hold on. I’ll fix it.” 
 
    He slid to the curb, popped the trunk, and ran back to open it. In a second he was back in the car, holding a paper bag. Driving away from the curb he gave the bag to Talia. “Use this. He’ll love it.” 
 
    Talia opened the bag and blinked, then she pulled out a tangle of straps and a dildo. There was also a tube of lubricant. She grinned, then looked at Roger. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Have you ever taken it up the butt?” 
 
    “Taken what up the b—“ Then he realized what she was holding. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Shelby giggled. “He doesn’t know if he’s taken it up the butt. I would think he’d know if he had ever been pegged before.” 
 
    “Pegging is taking it up the butt?” Oddly, Roger was still in the personality switch of being female. He spoke softly, in a feminine fashion, his voice gentle and higher than it normally was. 
 
    Talia wiggled around, untangled the belt and strapped it on her hips. She sat back, proud, her plastic peter sticking up from her groin. 
 
    Roger was still confused. He didn’t really understand what was happening. He just knew that he still had tits, and this adventure was going somewhere he didn’t expect. 
 
    “Move forward,” Talia commanded. “Between the seats. Put your hands on the edges of their seats.” 
 
    She helped Roger to bend over the seats. He could fit between them but didn’t fall between them. He was arranged with the backs of the two seats supporting him, his butt was in the air, and Talia grabbed the tube of lubricant and began applying it. 
 
    “Hunh!” Roger grunted. It was difficult to breath the way he was positioned. The cold liquid being slathered on his rectum felt good. 
 
    Then he felt Talia moving over him. She was slightly larger than him in the body, and her bulk felt strong, powerful. Then he felt the point of the dildo touching his button. 
 
    “Oh,” he exclaimed. 
 
    Talia pushed forward, the car hit a bump, aiding her, and she reached bottom before she expected to. 
 
    Roger, hung over the seat, gasped. His eyes went wide. Terry watched him in the rear view mirror and licked his lips. Shelby turned and touched his face. He turned his head slightly and was inches from her, intimate with her. 
 
    Talia was on fire. She felt her pussy explode with power. She liked being the man. She liked being in charge. Now she really was the man, and she was stealing Roger’s power, emasculating him in the most loving way. 
 
    She pulled back, pushing on the seat backs. 
 
    Roger arched, and suddenly he was out of his body again. 
 
    He had been out of his body many times in his life. The monk’s whole curriculum, their dogma, was aimed at that occurrence. 
 
    But he had never been prepared for being shoved out of his body on the end of a dick. 
 
    Talia moved forward, sliding easily, bumped her fake balls against his ass. 
 
    Roger groaned. He was plastered against the roof of the car even as he felt the delicious sensation of nerves being scraped raw, 
 
    The Mustang bumped over trolley tracks, and Talia was jounced and her weight came down on Roger. Twice. Twice. Two sets of two tires over two rails. He felt his breath leave him even as he felt her bottom out in him. 
 
    “Gah,” he said, nonsensical, but the only thing that made sense in his ruptured, raptured state. 
 
    She drove in again and again, feeling herself get closer and closer, but constantly distracted by the sway of the car going around corners, bumping over manholes, jerking to a stop at a stop sign. 
 
    “Fuck,” breathed Shelby, quite in awe. 
 
    “How’s he doing?” grunted Talia. 
 
    “He’s blown out.” 
 
    “Good. Kiss him. Help me get him there.” 
 
    Shelby looked at Roger. To have so much sex happening within inches of her was too much. She turned his head and planted her lips on his. 
 
    Roger welcomed the touch, wanted the feel of flesh, wanted something to aid the massive thrusts of plastic into his rectal passage. 
 
    Now Talia was breathing harder than ever. She was slamming into him, feeling the back end of the dildo push against her. It was only an inch long, but it was supposed to rub against her clit. 
 
    She wiggled, adjusted herself, and managed to place the nub on her nub. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she said, regaining her rhythm.  
 
    Roger was light-headed, drunk, drugged, out of his body, and the lips that held his head in place were the only thing he could relate to. Everything else was pleasure, without focus, and Shelby’s tongue stabbed between his lips in quick darts. 
 
    Talia was bracing against the roof, falling to push ups, reaming him, ramming him, trying to get herself off on the little back nub of the dildo. 
 
    Roger’s eyes started fluttering in his head. Clicking back in the sockets more and more. His body started spasming, his muscles locking up in quick bursts. 
 
    Holding on to the wheel with one hand, Terry was rubbing his crotch with the other hand and moaning, saying something, enraptured by the rapture on Roger’s face. 
 
    “Get me off, bitch,” groaned Talia. Pushing with all her might, using her weight to plummet the rocket into Roger’s butt. 
 
    Roger didn’t know where he was. He was back in the monastery…he was splattered against the roof of the Mustang…he was in Shelby’s lips…he was in a quiet place where bongo drums were singing to him. 
 
    Finally…finally…Talia felt it. She lurched forward, pressed hard, felt the nub push on her clit. She kept it there, ground it, made little motions forward. 
 
    The waves encompassed her, swallowed her, took her out to some far away sea where mermaids laughed and the sun shone bright, burned, but without burning. 
 
    She stayed there a full minute, floating in the white hot waves, dazed, for she had never orgasmed so long and so hard. She stayed there, and slowly the sun sank, and the waves receded, and she came back to who she was. 
 
    “Fuck,” she managed to speak, falling back onto the seat of the Mustang. 
 
    Roger lay between the seats, his back still giving little lurches. Trying to figure out what was wrong. And something was wrong. He had never felt so depleted. He had never felt so weak. Sex always energized him, made him feel ten feet tall. But now…he felt like an inch tall, and he just wanted to curl up and go to sleep. 
 
    That’s when Talia saw it. Sitting back in the center of the backseat, staring at Roger’s butt, his beautiful dick hanging down…a thin stream of goo, a drool that hadn’t separated, was hanging from the end of his dick. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Talia whispered. Her eyes followed the stream of semen to a puddle between the front seats. 
 
    Shelby had stopped kissing Roger by now, and she glanced at Talia. “What?” 
 
    “Look!” She scooped up a bit of semen on her index finger and held it out. 
 
    “He came!”  
 
    “He didn’t!” laughed Terry. 
 
    “Oh, yes…he did!” Talia scooped up more of the scum, she wiped her finger on Shelby’s palm. 
 
    Shelby held her hand in front of Roger’s face. “Look!” 
 
    Roger didn’t know the meaning of the word ‘look.’ Being drunk and stoned, and now depleted of his essence, he barely knew who he was. He looked at Shelby’s palm and nothing registered. 
 
    “You came! Do you see? You shot your load!” 
 
    And Roger got it, and that bad feeling coalesced into a vast disappointment. A betrayal of himself. 
 
    “No,” he whispered. He had broken a rule. A big rule in his life. 
 
    “Yes.” And Shelby moved her palm against his lips, and he found himself forced to eat his own seed. It didn’t taste bad. 
 
      
 
    Roger was incapable of walking. They pulled his dress down and helped stagger him up to Talia’s apartment. There, they tenderly undressed him and put him to bed. 
 
    All the time he spoke in other languages. Besotted, drunken ramblings that seemed as if he was chastising himself. 
 
    And, when the lights were out and the others had gone into the front room to chat a bit before breaking for the night, soft tears slid down his cheeks. 
 
    He had broken a rule, and therefore he was broken. It was a problem he had never encountered in his life, and he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    Voices came to him from the other room. He focused on them, and only because he was stumbling in and out of his body could he hear them. 
 
      
 
    “Did he really cum?” 
 
    “You saw his sperm. Sorry about the mess.” 
 
    “No problem, I just…I thought he never had orgasms?” 
 
    “As far as I know he didn’t.” 
 
    A pause. 
 
    “I mean he didn’t have an orgasm. Not tonight.” 
 
    “Then what was with all the dick suds?” 
 
    “The dildo must have pressed on his prostate.” 
 
    “Geez, that’s unfair. To have his first orgasm be a ruined one.” 
 
    “Yeah, no bang and pop. No heaven in a bubble. Just drained, emptied, wham, bam and no thanks ma’am. 
 
      
 
    Roger understood what they were saying, though he couldn’t discern who was speaking, all the voices just sort of mumbled over each other.  And he faded back from them. Information to consider at a later date. And he was aware that he was mumbling, crying, weeping for his lost…innocence? He slipped into a light sleep, and then a deep sleep. A sleep deeper than anything he had ever experienced. 
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    Roger walked up the trail. It was steep, a series of angular slants beset by rocks and bounders. Sometimes he would have to leap a small chasm, sometimes he would have to turn sideways. 
 
    Ahead, over the ridge and across a small valley, was the monastery, and he knew he was dreaming. 
 
    He was dreaming because he was wearing his robes, which he hadn’t worn in months, not since he had departed for the outside world. 
 
    He was dreaming because he was returning to the monastery without a solution. 
 
    A solution to what? 
 
    Ah, that was the question. 
 
    When he found out what he had to solve, then he could return to the monastery, if he wished. He remembered when he had left the monastery. 
 
      
 
    “You have reached the final gate,” said the Elder, an ancient Hindu monk with no hair and a face that never stopped smiling. “To pass through you must bring with you a problem you cannot solve.” 
 
    “But I have solved every problem you have given me! I have studied the scriptures, meditated in deep caves. I can do all the asanas and martial arts patterns. I have spun my prayer wheel without stop, even in sleep, since I was first allowed into the mysteries. I don’t understand what mystery there is when I have solved the deepest mysteries my training has provided.” 
 
    The elder smiled. 
 
    “A sweet conundrum, youngster. To find out what you don’t know. Always before, somebody told you what you didn’t know, or you had a sign, or a barrier to break through, or something to attain. Now the barrier is your own inability to understand what you don’t know.” 
 
    “I must learn how to see what I don’t see,” marveled Chitragupta. “I must learn how to recognize my own ignorance.” And he appreciated this final instruction. 
 
    “Now, go,” said the Elder. “Go into the world and search for your ignorance. It is there, can you but recognize it. 
 
    Chitragupta exited the monastery, and the big doors slammed shut behind him. A final sound if ever there was one. 
 
     
 
    He traveled through the country. He knew, in an abstract way, about money. But the rude concrete awareness that money must be exchanged for something as simple as food was startling. 
 
    He always ate for free…and his exchange was doing the dishes, or cleaning the big pots, or serving the others, or some other method of work for work. 
 
    Now he had to count the little disks in his pocket and dole them out, and realize he was going to have to figure out how to get more disks, or starve. 
 
     
 
    He took work in a restaurant in Srinagar. Cleaning pots and bussing tables. The people he worked for were cheerful and smiling, except for the owner, who spent all his time counting disks and frowning. 
 
    During the summer he slept on the streets, bathed in a fountain, and spent his off time looking and learning. 
 
    “How do I learn what I don’t know?” he asked of people. 
 
    Of the people he worked for. Who looked blankly at him. 
 
    Of the owner. Who told him to go back in the kitchen. 
 
    Of customers, who had such a variety of responses. 
 
    “Why would you want to?” asked old lady who carried a monkey in her purse. 
 
    “Ignorance is bliss,” responded a Catholic priest. 
 
    “That’s like trying to find infinity,” chortled a table of college students, come to India to climb mountains though they didn’t know the difference between a piton and a hair pin. 
 
    Then, one day, he asked a grouchy looking, old, white guy. 
 
    The fellow looked at him, chuckled a bit, then said: “Write down everything you know, then fill in the blanks. The blanks you can’t fill are what you don’t know.” 
 
    Chitragupta blinked. So simple. He was eternally grateful. He was about to become more grateful. “Please sir, why are you so smart?” 
 
    And the old man laughed and said, “I’m a writer. It’s not that I’m smart, it’s that I’m glib.” 
 
    A month passed, and Chitragupta spent much time pondering what he knew. Finally, he decided that what he knew could only be summed up by the sayings, the teachings, of the monks. That was the knowledge of the universe. That was the wisdom that guided him from infant to young man. That was what he had to put on a scroll. 
 
    Another month passed, and Chitragupta listed his knowledge. Small things, like:  
 
      
 
    It is better to lead a donkey than push a donkey. 
 
      
 
    And: 
 
      
 
    A woman is in charge unless you leave them alone. 
 
      
 
    And, the most profound saying: 
 
      
 
    ‘Jo mahilaen ling choosatee hain ve un mahilaon kee tulana mein behatar hotee hain jo chehare par baithatee hain.’ 
 
      
 
    Which saying he finally gave up translating. Any who did manage to understand it would doubtless take offense. It was, simply, too true for human consumption. 
 
      
 
    He would write these sayings late at night, after a day of working and an evening of wandering. 
 
    He didn’t sleep much, but rather meditated a lot. Or, at least deeply. And in the meditation he sought ways to describe the sayings. These ways he wrote as simple paragraphs connecting the non-secular to the secular. And then he would attempt to list the sayings in an order, creating a linkage of wisdom from simple to profound. From child to man…and from man to human being. 
 
    Another month passed, and the old, white man passed through Srinagar again, and he said, “I was curious about you. Did you ever solve the problem of having no problems?” 
 
    That statement, alone, caused Chitragupta to blink, and even to wonder if he had done anything right. 
 
    The old, white man saved him from consternation by segueing into, “Did you make a list of what you know?” 
 
    Chitragupta, since he didn’t have a room anywhere, and slept in the open, kept all of his worldly belongings with him. He reached into a voluminous pocket on the inside of his robes and extracted his manuscript. 
 
    The white man raised his eyes as he accepted the sheaf of papers. 
 
    For an hour the old man read Chitragupta’s work. He scratched his head and pursed his lips. He ordered tea several times, and he ignored the world and immersed himself in the manuscript. 
 
    Finally, he looked up, blinked, looked around, and located Chitragupta, whose shift was over and who was simply sitting in a corner waiting for the man to finish reading. He rose and approached the man. 
 
    The man motioned for Chitragupta to sit across from him. He ordered tea for him. He said, “This is the most brilliant book I have ever read. Wisdom, in logical order, so that one may actually evolve as a human being simply by following the steps. Where did you ever come up with such brilliance? 
 
    So Chitragupta told the man the story of his life, of how the monks had a saying for everything, and the sayings were how he was raised. 
 
    And the man said: “Why don’t you come to America with me? I know an editor who would give her eye teeth for this book. There’s a lot of money to be made, and you might just as well be rich as well as poor.” 
 
    And that is how he came to be in America, and in San Francisco, the night he met Talia. 
 
      
 
    Now, the night of his ruined orgasm, he approached the monastery in his dreams, and he knew a truth. 
 
    There are three types of dreams. 
 
    There is the dream where you are ignorant, a whim to the ridiculous linkings of your mind. 
 
    There is the dream where you are aware. You can go places, do things, fly, swim under the ocean, travel to planets. 
 
    And then there was the last kind of dream, the most sought after kind of dream, but the type which is the hardest to find. It is the dream where you are dreamed. 
 
    You are aware, but guided. You have choice, but it is best to simply follow your footsteps. Which advice is easy to say, but of the most profound nature, and which requires the highest degree of training. A level of training that Chitragupta had achieved. 
 
    He came to the steps leading to the large doors. He ascended the steps, feeling like he was climbing through clouds. He stopped in front of the carved doors, studied the panels—they were different than he remembered—and raised his hand to knock. 
 
    The doors swung back in response to his intention, required no impact of knuckle upon wood. 
 
    He stepped through the arch and into the coolness of ancient India. 
 
    This was not the monastery he had been raised in. Only the outside was the same. The inside was different, older, shining with  the attention thousands of years of meditating could bring. 
 
    A larger front room, massive, with tiles arranged in immense Mandala that would enlighten even the common man just for walking upon. But no common man would ever find entrance to this sacred shrine. 
 
    In the center of the hall were the trimurti. Brahma, who created the Universe.  Vishnu, who preserved the universe. Shiva, who destroys the universe. 
 
    In the walls surrounding the the hall were dozens, maybe hundreds, of lesser Gods. Behind the Gods candles were lit, so each God had a corona illuminating him, or her. 
 
    Chitragupta walked across the hall, careful with his footsteps across the Mandala, he didn’t want to smudge some intricate part of the universe with his shoe dirt. He also avoided looking down, for he did not want to become enraptured and spend the rest of eternity deciphering and rejoicing in the massive, universal Mandala. 
 
    He reached the other side, and came to a doorway covered by only a blue cloth. The cloth was pulled back and his old teacher was there, the Elder. 
 
    “Have you brought your ignorance with you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” answered Chitragupta, honestly. 
 
    “A wise answer,” responded the ancient monk. He stepped aside and motioned for Chitragupta to pass. 
 
    Chitragupta bowed low to his teacher as he passed, and continued down a long corridor. 
 
    Music began, building in such subtle fashion that Chitragupta was unaware of when it started. It was a music far beyond his simple piano tinkerings on his earthly plane of existence. 
 
    The masonry in the hallway was suburb, mandalas twining until he wasn’t sure which was the floor, which was the wall, and which was the ceiling. 
 
    He corkscrewed through the ether, trusting to his feet to follow that which guided him. 
 
    He came to a door, large and ornate, made of exotic woods and bound with gold bands. He raised his hand to push the door and it opened in front of him. 
 
    He stepped onto a plane with no barriers. A floor that stretched out forever. The only visible object was the door through which he had passed, all else was a design of the Gods. 
 
    In front of him were two thrones. On the thrones sat two Gods, one male and one female. Light radiated from their heads. They wore the finest robes. They sat in the full lotus, eyes closed, one hand cupping the abdomen and the other raised with the palm facing outward and the index finger standing up. 
 
    The male God was Kamadeva, the God of love. The female God was his counterpart, Rati. 
 
    Never had Chitragupta felt so small and insignificant. 
 
    Yet he had come this far. He was granted audience…to prove his ignorance. 
 
    He approached the thrones, knelt, and touched his forehead to the floor. 
 
    After an eternity in which he never doubted that he had been noticed, the male God commanded. “Rise, Chitragupta Dharmaraja.” The voice was like thunder couched in roses and  strangled by velvet. Chitragupta had never felt such love in his life. 
 
    Chitragupta rose to a kneeling position, the zen position, on his knees with his feet folded under him, big toes crossed. 
 
    “My Lords, I have come to show my ignorance.” 
 
    “Proceed,” said the female God. Her voice was a slithery violin, the bow being played across his body and his senses. 
 
    Chitragupta bowed his head and began to weep. Tears flowed from his eyes like the rains in spring. His body shuddered with his disgrace and shame. 
 
    “I do not know what I do not know.” 
 
    The two Gods waited, were amused. Rati actually chuckled. 
 
    “You spent your seed and that is all you got?” Kamadeva leaned forward slightly, his kind eyes enrapturing Chitragupta. 
 
    He sat back, bemused, considered the crying young human. 
 
    Rati said: “We send you to earth to learn, and you claim ignorance as your greatest achievement.” She steepled her fingers with a thousand hands. “A prodigious achievement. But not worthy enough.” 
 
    “How much more can I not understand?” wailed Chitragupta. 
 
    The two Gods looked at each other. Their eyes met, and universal peace and understanding was manifest in the energy between the two. 
 
    “He has not done poorly,” murmured Kamadeva, a bolt of lightening across the sky. 
 
    “But he could have done more…so much more.” 
 
    “What hint would you give him?” 
 
    Rati turned to Chitragupta and spoke. “You understand nothing without service, so which God will you serve? Kamadeva or myself?” 
 
    Chitragupta didn’t have a chance to respond, didn’t really have a chance for earthly understanding of his blessing to manifest in his mind before the Gods read his thoughts. He opened his mouth to speak, and Rati said, “So be it.” She waved one digit on the five thousand fingers of her five thousand hands, and Chitragupta disappeared.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Roger awoke in Talia’s bed. He shivered, fear and ecstasy mingling in his psyche. 
 
    He was naked, his face fully made up, but messy. Tears had mangled his mascara so that he had huge triangles under his eyes. His hair was sprung from the beautiful bun. His skin was tainted with smoke and perspiration. 
 
    He sat up and turned his legs to the slide, slid them out from under the covers. He sat for a long time, listening to the apartment. Searching his own vast emptiness, his awareness. 
 
    He had been given the greatest of gifts. What could he do with it? How could he honor the Gods with it? 
 
    That he would have to spend many lifetimes in service before earning further advancement he knew. But he had reached the point where there was nothing else but the next step in his spiritual evolution. 
 
    At last, he rose and walked slowly from the bedroom. 
 
    Talia wasn’t there. The apartment was clean, except for a plate and a couple of glasses in the sink. The world outside the large windows was similarly clean, except for a few earthlings walking on the streets far below. 
 
    He stood in front of the window. A man with a messy woman’s face, fake boobs glued to his chest, and an evidence of tears havign streamed from his eyes. 
 
    At last, he returned to the bedroom. He went into the bathroom and took a shower. He was careful not to get his hair wet. 
 
    He toweled himself off, folded the towel and placed it in a hamper. 
 
    He rummaged through Talia’s drawers and found a bra. He figured out how to hook it and hold his breasts up. 
 
    He went into her closet. He didn’t want to wear one of her dresses, one of her bras was enough thievery, but he found a delicate peignoir, green with delicate swirlings of hard satin ribbon woven into it. 
 
    He sat at her make up table and pushed and adjusted his hair until it resembled the original, wonderful style. 
 
    He washed his face again, for the triangular black smudges had not worn off. But still, his face was a mess of geometric shadows. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Talia stood in the doorway, her arms folded, the amused smile on her face was couched in curiosity. 
 
    “I’m trying to fix myself, but I don’t know how.” 
 
    He spoke in a low voice, an ashamed voice. 
 
    Talia came into the room, sat him down at the make up table. “This is cold cream, watch.” 
 
    She rubbed the cream on his face, the black smudges lifted off like magic. 
 
    Then she began repairing him. She worked quickly but efficiently. She fixed his eye shadow, his lips, made him into the gorgeous creature that he was. 
 
    Then she undid his bun, let his beautiful hair flow around his face and over his shoulders. 
 
    “Look,” she said, finally, and pointed a the mirror. 
 
    He stared at himself. He was she again. He was a superior creature. He had been a man, and he had been found worthy of evolution. He would practice being a woman the rest of this lifetime, and perhaps more lifetimes, but if his service was diligent enough…then perhaps he could be a woman. 
 
    He suddenly spun out of the chair, knelt against the side of her leg, put his arms around her legs, put his face on her thigh. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Talia was a bit taken aback. “For what?” 
 
    “I spilled my seed. I broke my vows. I have been unworthy of you.” 
 
    Talia raised him up, her hands lifting his arms. She pulled him to her. He put his face against her bosom and breathed in delight. 
 
    She said, “I wanted you to cum. I think I needed you to cum. And I will make you cum again, but it may be a long time. I might even let you have an orgasm, but probably not.” 
 
    “The longer the better,” he murmured against her flesh, against her heart. 
 
    She stroked his hair, felt the soft fall of his hair across her flesh. 
 
    “Oh, Roger. What will we do with you?” 
 
    It was a rhetorical question. She was sublimely happy. She was a woman who liked to be in charge, and she had finally found someone who could have that, who enjoyed that. 
 
    And he said, “Take me to bed.” 
 
    So she did. 
 
     
 
      
 
    END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield is from the Smokey Mountains of Tennessee. She was married and has a child. Her husband being a ‘cheating bastard,’ 
(her words) she took his truck, left her baby with her grandmother, and drove to Texas. Then Montana. Then several other states, before landing in Los Angeles. 
 
    She has worked as a stenographer, a court reporter for a small newspaper and a photographer for the LA Times. 
 
    Tired of all the lies involved in ‘real’ reporting, she tried her hand at escorting, and was a raving success. Except she didn’t like it. But she did meet Alyce Thorndyke, with whom she fashioned a strong friendship, and was introduced to Joe Gropper. 
 
    Currently she is a gym addict, trying to fix years of abuse, and working on her novels. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Chitragupta and Talia. 
 
    And if you did, please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for further books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    FREE STUFF AT… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels 
 
    coming soon.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
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    The Emasculation Project ~ A full length novel of forced femme.(30,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Jameson is a manly man with a secret, he likes to cross dress a little. One day his Aunt catches him, and decides that the only cure is to give Jamie what he wants. Now Jamie is becoming a BIG cross dresser. Unfortunately, his wife isn’t in agreement, and she and Aunt Charlotte are about to fight over Jamie. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminized submissive, hypnosis, forced transgender.  
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ A full length novel of fantastic female domination! (30,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Too Tough to Feminize ~ Sam always thought he was a tough guy. 
 
    He was short, but strong. He could take a punch, or even a kick to the chestnuts, and still keep going. If somebody wanted to argue, he was ready. If somebody accidentally bumped him, Sam was ready to rock. 
 
    He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. 
 
    He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match, got taken down a few pegs, and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    The Feminization Games ~ Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
      
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.
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    The Broken Man ~ a full length novel of unbridled female domination. (50,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Breaking Jack ~ a full length novel of heart stopping female domination! (40,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Monastery of Broken Men ~ a full length novel of incredible female domination (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Ship of Broken Men ~  An amazing saga of female domination~ (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, submissive men, bondage, chastity device, pegging and power exchange. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
      
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
      
 
    You want fun? You want more diddling than a diddler can diddle? It's The Lusty Land of Oz for you! 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Voodoo Dick and Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge ~ Two novelettes for the price of one. 
 
      
 
    In Voodoo Dick a man has done his woman wrong, and that woman is about to unleash a little black magic on his dick. 
 
      
 
    Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge is another ‘man done his woman wrong’ story, but this time the revenge is quite a bit different. 
 
      
 
    These stories have sex, tiny penis humiliation, magic sex , paranormal sex, and more, more, more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.
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    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
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    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on Smashwords. 
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The following six stories are included in 
 
    Woman on Top 
 
      
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI Special Agent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    So good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    Available on Smashwords.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Emasculation Project,’ 
 
    you will really love 
 
      
 
    ‘Her Husband’s Funny Breasts’ 
 
    It’s not so funny when 
 
    it’s happening to you! 
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
    He was a beautiful man. A good provider. He had worked his finger to the bone to get her through medical school. He was top notch in the technical writer field. He helped her clean the house and fix the meals…he bent over backwards to be a good husband. 
 
    But he was a soft person. Soft speaking. Soft laughing. Always concerned with other people. What could have happened to him? 
 
    She went to the kitchen and picked up a sponge and a paper towel. She returned to him and washed the lipstick off his face, dried his face. She started to take off the wig, then stopped. 
 
    He had kept talking about pain, and the specific pain was in his chest. She had noticed his nipples looked a bit swollen before she left, and she had even been a little concerned. Maybe she should look at them right now, while he was asleep. 
 
    Carefully, she undid his clothes. She reached behind him and managed to unclasp the bra. She pulled the bra off, and picked up the water balloon condoms, and she froze. Her eyes opened. Her mind stopped. 
 
    Her husband had very small boobs. 
 
    Boobs. 
 
    Tits. 
 
    Mammary glands. 
 
    Baby nursers. 
 
    Mounds that felt good but sometimes got in the way. 
 
    If you ran, and you had big boobs, you had to wear a special bra, or bind them in some way. 
 
    If you had really big boobs you might suffer back pains. 
 
    The nipples could be extra sensitive—and she thought about how he had complained they were so sensitive that they hurt. Well, of course. He hadn’t had boobs last week, Not even two days ago. So he had gone through some kind of puberty, he had developed, was developing, breasts, and all within two days. It might take months for a young girl to properly develop, and nipples could be irritated, and your chest hurt, and…and he had gone through all that in two days. Several months compressed into two days. No wonder he complained of the pain. 
 
    For a long moment she stared at her husband’s budding breasts. Her mind blank, trying to figure this out. Then she knew she needed help. She went to her purse and pulled out her cell phone. She hit a number and waited. It was answered. 
 
    “I need help. Right now. Please come to my house.” 
 
    A startled response, then she hung up. 
 
    She stood in the middle of the living room, staring at her poor, addled, abused husband, wondering what she could do for him. Terribly concerned, and determined to get to the bottom of it all. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    Her Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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