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Chapter 1

Marty had no idea when or how she had reached
and then penetrated her facsimile in this new reality, but she was
sure that she had succeeded in doing so since she felt as though
she were placed in the proper corporeal environment--in the body of
a female again. And once she reached it she received a confirmation
that everything that she and Nick had originally planned came to
fruition when she felt her mind begin nourishing. I feel like a
real cannibal the way I’m feeding, she thought fleetingly, but I
guess one can’t actually do that to oneself. Then, feeling safe,
she allowed himself to relax by relinquishing control of her mind
and falling asleep.

When she woke up six days later she was
cognizant of her physical being and sight, sound, smell, and of her
body in general. Her surprise at seeing the room was great, though,
as it did not seem in keeping with her character as she thought it
should be. It was small and smelled in a way that she could not
clearly identify, she also determined that she wore pajamas, which
Martin never wore to bed in his previous life.

Oh, what am I thinking, she thought,
expecting this me to be an exact replica of my old self and my
environment? I'd arrived here as a female, just as I'd been on
Minos, but this is a different world and body from my old male one,
with personal habits that are so dissimilar to those that used to
be mine in the past. So I better observe it calmly and get used to
it all.

Despite the joy that she felt at finally
waking up and regaining her senses, Marty became perturbed when she
realized that she was missing an extremely important element of
truly being alive—physical control of this body, unlike her first
experience when she woke up as a kentauride. Hard as she tried to
move, her limbs did not respond nor could she turn her head to
properly observe her surroundings. Heck, she thought, I better slow
down and stop trying to rush things because I’m alive again, and
I’m sure just as young as I’d hoped to be.

Then, after what she thought were five
minutes, Marty’s duplicate in this reality let out a loud yawn and
began the slow process of getting out of bed with her eyes closed
so that she could see nothing of the room. She smiled when the
woman began undressing and realized it was not pajamas but a
nightgown. Well, she thought, I guess that confirms the fact that
my duplicate is a female. No, a woman since she's human rather than
a centaur.

The woman began moving with eyes still closed
against the sunlight that streamed into the room, a movement that
felt as if she were sleep-walking until she stopped suddenly and
opened her eyes in front of a full-length mirror, in which the
reflection of her body in this reality became visible and Marty
gasped at the sight. It was not, as she had anticipated it would
be, a small woman such as Nikki used to be, nor average sized, but
unusually tall with a powerfully physique, with beautiful long
blond hair, and quite a statuesque figure--nearly as large as
Martin used to be and with facial features quite reminiscent of
him. Jesus, she thought, now that I see her fully, can't be any
doubt that she belongs to my ancestral family like even though
she's a woman--both of which I really like.

She watched the young woman kept looking at
herself in the mirror, then grinned to herself with pleasure as she
ran both hands over her gorgeous body, particularly over her
magnificent breasts. It rattled Marty a little seeing her do it,
which was something that Martin had seen a few times in sexually
alluring movies and had thought that it was a creation of a
depraved writer’s mind.

But I guess those sons o' bitches must know
the subject quite well because here's a woman doing exactly that.
And it's not just any woman but the one whose body has been
designated to become mine if I can ever take it over. Which tells
me that I know nothing yet about being a real woman instead of a
half-ton kentauride.

Marty shrugged mentally when she realized
that she will have to learn what being a woman meat, particularly
all her personal habits, which she was looking forward to truly
becoming what's her name. And she ain’t too bad looking, this
Valkyrie, so I'm sure I'll enjoy having her body just as I did my
previous one. Heck, probably even more because I’d wondered a few
times in my life about how it would feel like being on the other
side of the gender equation. And now I better stop talking to
myself because I think she's about to go take a leak so I better
observe her closely and learn how a normal woman pisses.

She watched the woman closely when she sat
down on the toilet so that she would be able to duplicate it once
she took over--curiously in a prurient way since she had never seen
a woman urinate before. She was fascinated when the woman spread
her legs and inserted a finger through her sparse bush and then
pressed on a spot beside her left labia, to be able to aim it she
guessed.

 


Another door opened just as she finished
wiping herself with a wad of toilet paper, and a woman entered,
startling Marty for a moment. She was about forty, quite short, had
dark hair, swarthy skin, a perfect hour-glass figure, and naked.
She rushed to the toilet as she pushed the girl out of the way
physically before sitting down. Marty was embarrassed for a moment
to hear her urinating with the girl, apparently her daughter, in
the toilet, with a freedom not unlike that of the centaurs.

"Gosh, Nina, you sure took your time getting
up, forcing me to wait to go to the bathroom this long because I
didn’t want to wake you up on this important day for you."

"Thanks, Mom, that was very considerate of
you."

The sound of Nina’s voice surprised Marty
because it resembled hers, but mostly because it was quite deep and
extremely sexy sounding. I like that, she thought, as Nina washed
her hands vigorously before brushing her teeth—both activities
making her breasts jiggle from side to side in an enticing manner.
She was fascinated to watch Nina pluck a few hairs from her
eyebrows, between her breasts, and her areolas with tweezers, which
was quite painful.

Nina’s mother, in the meantime, continued her
toilet activity. She broke wind loudly, then defecated without
embarrassment despite her daughter’s presence. Looks like they’re a
very different kind of people than we were in human setting, she
thought.

"Hey, Nina, you don’t have to do that because
they’ll do it for you at the salon later on. You got the full
treatment coming, you know."

"Yes, and I’m looking forward to it. But
being as light-haired as I am I’m afraid they’ll miss a few if I
don’t do it myself."

"You’re probably right, lucky dog that you
are, with almost white blond hair that most women would kill
for."

"Like you, for instance?" Nina said with a
chuckle.

"Don’t you dare make fun of me. Oh, hell, so
I’m as hairy as a monkey all over and even have a crappy black
mustache on my upper lip while yours can barely be noticed because
it’s so blond."

"Then how would you like being as big as I
am, with watermelon size tits that are so heavy that I must always
wear a damn corset bra or my back muscles hurt so bad it kills
me?"

"You get your size and hair color from your
German side of the family, you know, and your beautiful brown skin
from my Cuban side. Which, if you don’t know yet, all the men just
adore—big tits and butt are at a premium when being considered for
matrimony."

"Like a cow—lots of kids and big tits full of
milk to feed them with. I always hated the way I look, especially
at school when the girls made fun of my size."

"Because they were jealous that all the boys
chased after you, trying to stick their hands under your skirt and
blouse."

"I guess so because they sure did." Nina
giggled suddenly. "Which I loved so much that I let them do it to
me all the time, and why all the girls called me Puta."

"An honorable name as far as I’m concerned."
Her mother flushed the toilet and came over to wash and brush. "But
all kidding aside, it was your magnificent looks that drew Paul to
you to begin with. So much so that he wanted to marry you and
proposed very quickly after you'd met."

Nina raised her hand and looked at the
engagement ring that she wore, with a single huge diamond that
Marty thought was of at least three carats. Oh, shit, she thought.
That means she’s gonna get married soon—a rather unexpected
complication when I'm looking forward to finding Nikki.

"Let’s not talk about it now, Mom, because I
need to take a shower."

"Okay. But just towel your hair dry instead
of setting it."

"Of course. How about breakfast at Cohen’s
Deli?"

"Great idea because we’ll go to the salon
directly from there. And put on a regular bra so it’ll be easy to
take off for the massage that you’re getting. I’ll do the same,
too."

I wonder where they’re going to tonight that
they need to get pampered like this, Marty thought as Nina stepped
into the shower. Nina surprised her when she crouched down and peed
again, aiming her stream to the drain and laughing when she
accomplished it easily.

"Did you just piss in the shower again,
Nina?" Her mother yelled.

"No, Mom, you know I wouldn’t do that." Nina
responded and giggled as she turned on the water.

Marty watched Nina wash carefully, noting her
every move. Especially when she took care of her genitals, which
she soaped gently and then rinsed with the portable showerhead, and
under each breast, which she lifted as high as she could without
hurting herself. She was amazed at their weight, something that she
had never considered before, even as a kentauride.

Her close observations continued as Nina
dressed up, watching with interest as she deftly closed the bra’s
long row of hooks then moved from side to side a few times to seat
her breasts firmly in their cups. She also noticed that the dull
ache in the back that she had not paid attention to before suddenly
vanished and realized for the first time ever exactly why women,
regardless of size, wore bras. I guess Kentaurides are built in
such a way that their chest muscles held their tits with ease, she
thought, which is why I'd never even thought of it.

She chuckled to herself when Nina put on a
pair of silk panties, realizing that they were made of real silk
rather than of man-made materials, and liked the feel of their
smoothness against her skin. Next, she put on a short white halter
that she tied just above her naval, Bermuda shorts, and a pair of
sandals. She did not put on makeup except for a red lipstick and a
few dabs of perfume, which Marty now recognized was the scent that
she had sniffed when she woke up.

Once dressed, Nina went over to her mother’s
room and watched her finish dressing nearly identically to her
daughter. "Ready to go, Mom?"

"Yes. You wanna drive us in your new
convertible?"

"I’d love to."

 



Chapter 2

A surprise awaited Martin when they took the
elevator down to the street and he saw the car parked in front. It
was an enormous gleaming yellow 1957 Buick, which instantly told
her she and Nikki had missed the year that they were aiming for by
six years since the car was new. The thought suddenly occurred to
her that it was possible that only she had reach this timeframe but
that Nick may not have reached or possibly overshot it downward or
upward. The idea made her shudder with frustration.

Forcing herself to relax since there was
nothing she could do about it, Marty noticed that the women lived
in a section of Miami that was starting to look a little
dilapidated. It was similar to where his parents had to move to
from the beautiful home in Miami Beach once his father’s financial
troubles began.

 


Cohen's Deli looked the the old Woolfie's
from Marty's time and seemed unchanged even down to the familiar
long waiting line. Nina's mother dragged her in and told the host
that her name was Schurmann, spelling it loudly, and he responded
by motioning for them to follow him to a very nice booth.

Son of a bitch, Marty chuckled to herself,
one more factor to match my old life because Dad had anglicized our
name to Sherman because it was less German sounding.

"So how do you feel about this whole thing,
Nina?" Doris asked after a few minutes of silence.

"About what exactly?"

"Come on, Nina. Don’t the label on the Kosher
pickle jars that this place puts on each table, like all Jewish
deli’s do, remind of who you’re about to marry?"

"Not again, Mom. It’s not that I care if they
were but they sure aren’t."

"Really? Then tell me what good Catholics you
know of that go into this kind of business? Besides, Butin sounds
like a Jewish name."

"You’re starting to annoy me, Mom. They’re
from Lithuania, named so after a small village on the Baltic Sea
near a town called Butinge, where everything like pickled herrings,
cabbage, and cucumbers are in great demand because they just loves
the stuff. And even though almost everyone in that area is
Catholic, the Butins belong to the Eastern Orthodox Church."

"Okay, I accept it. I'd never asked you,
Nina, but why are you marrying Paul when we both know that he’s not
exactly the sharpest tool in the shed and that his parents weren’t
either until they were killed in a car accident six months ago,
which was why his aunt who runs the company lorded it over
them?"

"Jesus, Mom, where did you find all that
out?"

"You thought that your old mother ain’t too
sharp either? I do have my own sources, and they ran a check on
these people for me. Unfortunately, I got this information only
last night so it’s too late to cancel your wedding with this poor
young man. He’s gorgeous, I’ll admit, but so was your father and
look where we are, living in a crappy little apartment in a lousy
part of town and with both of us working in shitty jobs. And even
worse, I got to supplement our pathetic income with money that I
get from fucking old men who can barely get it up—not exactly
hooking but pretty close to it."

Nina put a hand on her mother’s and squeezed
it. "I always knew about that, which was why I quit in tenth grade
and went to work so I could help. And that’s why I’m going to marry
Paul, so I won’t end up in your kind of situation, Mom."

"I love you very much, so it always hurt me
that you didn’t finish high school in order to help me. But what’s
it got to do with Paul when all he is and will always be in life is
a pickle maker who makes about as little money as you do?"

"Really?" Nina reached into her purse and
took out a document which she unfolded and pushed over to her
mother. "Read it, Mom, and then tell me again about the poor pickle
maker that I’m going to marry."

Doris squinted as she tried to read it but
gave up. "I can’t see it without my glasses so you just go ahead
and tell me what it says."

"Okay, Mom. It’s a document they gave me at
the bank when we went to see them yesterday afternoon. What it says
here is that according to a trust fund that his great-grandfather
set for Paul when he was born, he inherits it at age thirty or when
he finishes college, or on the day he gets married."

"He’s just twenty-four and never went to
college so getting married is the only way for him to inherit,
right? How much money are we talking about?"

"A million dollars, and my name’s going to be
added to it as of tonight after I officially become Mrs. Paul
Butin."

Tonight? Oh shit, what am I going to do about
that?

Doris, who had just bit into her pastrami
sandwich, nearly choked on it. She burst into laughter as Nina
pounded on her back to help her spit it out. "You’re a real sneaky
broad, ain't you? So your pickler’s a millioner and so will you be
the moment you both say ‘I do’?"

"Exactly, Mom."

"How long have you known about Paul’s
inheritance?"

"Since a week after we’d met, when I tried to
break up with him and he told me about it. You’re right about Paul
being a gorgeous idiot, but he also is quite a cunning guy and knew
that no matter how little I feel for him, the sound of money will
persuade me otherwise. And he was right about that because
immediately afterwards I let him play with my titties and pussy. So
Now you know the truth about my great love for the shmuck."

Wow, the heartless, scheming gold-digging
bitch. And she’s getting it all tonight after the ceremony, with me
coming along as an uninvited and unwilling wedding guest and
participant in the scam. Fascinating story, this.

"Why didn’t you tell me about it three months
ago, after you got engaged?"

"Because even though he showed me the
document it meant nothing unless my name was on the papers, which
he couldn’t do until the bank set it up with a provision that it
becomes binding only with presentation of a marriage certificate.
Paul hated doing it but I warned him two days ago that unless he
sets it officially the wedding’s off. So he did, which is why I
just told you about it."

Doris giggled happily. "So it was a case of
‘no money, no pussy’? Gosh Nina, you’re a devious little whore.
Better than I ever was or could be."

"Thanks, Mom. That’s exactly how I’d put it
to Paul."

"Wait a minute, Nina. Are you telling me that
you never let him do you? How can that be when I’d heard you
threshing in bed many a night and yell like crazy when you
came?"

"I want you to know that I’m a certifiable
virgin. As to how come I still am, one can reach an orgasm without
full penetration, which I let Paul do to me almost every night
after he told me about the money."

"I see. But why didn’t you let him go all the
way once he did and you got this wonderful, expensive ring?"

"Two reasons. One is that I never was too
keen on having real sex so I had no problem waiting until our
wedding night."

"Why aren’t you?"

"Well, that’s not what I meant because I
loved it when the boys touched me down there and then when I let
Paul rub it with his cock and then spray it with hot cum. But the
truth is that the idea of him tearing me when sticks his cock into
me scares the living hell out of me."

"Most virgins feel that way about their first
time, but once it’s done they love it."

"I guess so. The second reason for not doing
it so far was that the old crone great grandmother of Paul intends
to check our nuptial bed and verify that her darling boy got
himself a true virgin. That’s why we got the beach house on the
estate for our honeymoon first night, so it’ll be easy for her to
check by inspecting the bloody sheets."

"But why should you give a damn about it once
you’re married?"

"Because the old bitch can have the marriage
annulled, and where will I be then?"

"Nonsense. It takes years to get such a
thing, with a lot of influence and not just money."

"It does if you’re a Catholic but not for the
Eastern Orthodox, and the Butin and Kalinin families have lots of
pull in their church. Hell, it’ll take no more than twenty-four
hours for their prelate to nullify the marriage if they pay him
off."

"Jesus, that could be dangerous for you."

"That’s the point, isn’t it, to insure that
everything goes smoothly."

"You sure thought all the angles through,
Nina. I’m proud of you."

"And that, plus the fact that you are who you
are, really pissed all of Paul’s family when he gave them the news
about marrying me. But he insisted that they stay out of it, even
refused to move into the beach house so that we won’t be under
their thumbs. That’s why he rented a beautiful apartment in Miami
Beach, as far away from them as possible."

"All of which you had a hand in, I
presume?"

"Of course."

Doris looked at her watch. "I think we better
get going."

"Yeah. Our appointment at the salon is for
noon, so we must."

 


Marty thoroughly enjoyed the drive to Palm
Beach in the convertible, with the wind blowing in the women’s hair
and preventing any conversation between them. She had always been
partial to big, powerful cars and was fervently hoping to be
driving it herself soon. A few times on the way she tried to exert
control on Nina’s mind but every time that she tried it, it so
confused Nina that she nearly crashed the car. I better give it
some more time before I try again or I’ll end up killing us both,
Marty thought, listening to the women's conversation as they
reached heavy traffic and had to slow down.

"Are you going to do anything not to get
pregnant right away, Nina?"

"I’d given it a lot of thought and decided
that I want to wait a while before I start having babies."

"Smart girl. How are you going to prevent it
from happening, have Paul use a rubber whenever you have sex with
him?"

"No, Mom. I found out that there’s a new
invention to stop conception called a diaphragm—kind of the reverse
of a condom and it looks a bit weird, which the woman inserts deep
into the vagina after spreading a coating of a liquid called
spermicide on it. What it does is block the sperm from reaching the
tubes and also kills it at the same time."

"Damn it, I didn’t know about such a thing or
I would’ve used it with my men instead of rubbers so I’d get a good
feeling when they come. You sure it works?"

"Yes. I went to a family planning clinic
where the nurse showed it to me on a plastic model so I got a set
for almost nothing."

"But you just said that it’s supposed to be
inserted far into the vagina, which is impossible to do through
your hymen because it’s so thick that you can’t even use a tampon?
Oh, I see, once Paul tears it up you’ll be able to put the thing
in."

"I wish you hadn’t brought that up, Mom,
because the idea of what he’ll do to me scares the hell out of me
and I might even fight him."

"Nah, I doubt you’ll even think about it once
Paul puts his cock against your hymen and you go gaga over it. What
about possibly getting pregnant tonight, before you can put it in?
I conceived on my first time, you know."

"No problem with that because my last period
was over yesterday so I got a week before I ovulate and can get
pregnant, which was what the nurse had told me."

"Gosh, I wish I’d been this smart at the
time."

"You were, but you were just fourteen at the
time and twenty years ago nobody knew what they do today."

"I guess so."

 



Chapter 3

Marty was terribly upset by the conversation,
particularly about what that she was going to undergo later that
night. But she was pleased with the way her mind was beginning to
gain control of Nina’s body, which was proved to her when they
reached the salon and the hostess asked Nina what kind of haircut
she would like to have. Marty, who in her previous life had never
liked women with long hair, responded to the question quickly. "I’d
like it short."

Doris gave Nina a startled look. "You gotta
be kidding. You want them to cut off your beautiful long hair?"

Being an obstinate person, and sure that it
was her own hidden wish to have short hair, Nina responded in the
affirmative, which made Marty happy for having influenced Nina.
"Yes, Mom, I’d really like to have an easier time of it, especially
in the summer when it’s so hot and sticky around here."

Doris shrugged. "I guess you’re right about
that but I’ll keep mine just as long as it is now."

The first part of the treatment involved
getting denuded of hair in all possibly exposed parts if she wore a
bikini on the honeymoon. So when the woman asked Nina if she would
prefer that she use wax remover she burst out saying, with Marty’s
influence, that it would be too painful to have the hairs ripped
off.

"Just shave it—and make sure I got a small
looking bush and none on my legs and thighs that I want you to clip
real close."

"Of course. And under your arms as well."

 


Marty appreciated the process of being
pampered that Nina went through for the next two hours, which
started out with a relaxing massage. Then, afterwards, her hair was
cut and set, her finger and toe nails covered with delicate red
sheen, and subtle makeup was applied to her face by an apparent
artist.

Doris and Nina inspected each other closely
when they met afterwards, and grinned happily as they stood in
front of the mirror. "You look ravishing, Nina." Her mother
said.

I don’t. They look like painted dolls, and
with her coiled hair Doris really look like a Medusa."

"And so do you, Mom. I can just imagine how
great we’ll look when we put on our gowns."

Yeah, that's for sure. The seamstress will
bring them over at six so we have at least an hour to get ourselves
ready for the ceremony. She'll also bring all the accessories that
we need to complete our appearance."

"That’s good. How about the two suitcases
with all my new clothes?"

"Paul sent someone yesterday to take them
over to the new apartment so by now they must all be in the closets
and drawers ready for your use."

"Then everything’s set."

"One more thing. We better wear kerchiefs on
the way to the estate, or even better, put the top on so we don’t
mess up our hair."

"I’d rather put the top up."

"Smart girl."

 


Doris watched Nina press a button and the top
came out of its compartment in the back and stretched over them,
which she secured with two catches to the windshield frame. "Gosh,
Nina, this is really a great car you got from Paul as your wedding
present."

"It sure is. And the great treatment we got
at the salon was a gift from him as well."

"He’s a very generous man, Nina, so you
better be real nice to him."

"So that he stays that way, especially when
it comes to money?"

"Of course. This way you’ll never ever need
to work again."

"Sure. But what about you now that you won’t
have me contributing to the household expenses?"

"Don’t worry about me because I found myself
an old pigeon who’ll be very happy to cover all my expenses if I’ll
let him. And he's even willing to marry me if I agree, which I
might."

Nina chuckled. "And you’re seriously
considering it?"

"You got it. Owns a small beach hotel near
Tampa that’s always full so the money’s not going to be a problem.
Actually Howard Spencer is forty-eight, great looking, and is the
best lover I’d ever had since your dad was killed."

"So he's not an old codger? I'm glad you'll
trade him for all the shit you got now."

"Of course. I’ve been stringing him along for
a couple of months now, waiting for you to get your wedding over
before giving him an answer. But how can I not do it when the guy
is so well off and has no living relatives to bother us with once I
marry him?"

"And you called me a schemer?"

"Well, you’re my daughter after all. Anyway,
I’ll let you know what happened by the time you get back from your
honeymoon. And by the way, where are you going?"

"That’s the part of the whole thing that I’m
not thrilled about. Paul’s idea was for us to fly over to Havana,
and from there to Nassau in the Bahamas, and stay a week in each
place."

"Sounds great to me. And then what?"

"Just drive up and down the Florida coast and
stay in any luxury hotels that I’ll like. We’ll see."

 


Marty was stunned by the sight of the Butin
estate, which was situated atop a hill overlooking the Atlantic
Ocean and surrounded by acres of well-maintained lawns and gardens.
The beach house was huge, beautifully appointed, and had a wide
veranda that sat mostly on stilts over the water.

Doris was greatly impressed after Nina took
her on a tour. "Gosh, Nina, it’s a shame that you’re not going to
live here in this fantastic house."

"I agree, except that the house comes with
the most disagreeable sort of neighbors, who I’m sure will drop in
on me whenever they feel like it."

"I guess you’re right. Anyway, I think we
should take a bit of a snooze right now to rest until the
festivities start."

"That’s a good idea but I’m afraid to mess my
hairdo if I lie down."

"Then how about doing it out here on a lounge
chair so we’ll actually be sitting up without ruining our
hair?"

"Yeah, that'll do it so I think I’ll put on a
robe to make it even more comfy."

"Me too."

Nina fell asleep almost immediately after
sitting down on the comfortable, thick-padded lounge, and as soon
as she did Marty tried to take complete rather than partial control
of her body. Her first try failed because she had no idea how to
properly do it when she exerted pressure on Nina’s mind, which
startled her out of sleep and made her seem confused when she
opened her eyes briefly.

No good, Marty thought, withdrawing and
releasing her pressure on Nina’s mind and letting her continue
sleeping. She’s either too stupid to understand what’s happening,
she thought, or my presence and activity within her body is
obscure. She Accepted that she would have to wait for a special
opportunity when Nina’s mind became utterly sluggish in order to
try to take over again.

Yet, Marty was saddened by the realization
that the only way for her to acquire full control over Nina was to
obliterate her mind rather than store it in a cocoon as she had
Nick had done to the centaur because the human mind is much too
strong to coexist with--even an idiot like Nina. Viewed from any
point that she tried to consider, it still meant that her survival
depended on killing Nina, which was murder plain and simple, albeit
unseen and unpunishable but murder nonetheless. Which greatly
disturbed her sense of morality.

 


Doris woke Nina up thirty minutes before the
seamstress was supposed to deliver their gowns. "Come on, Kid, you
better wake up because you got to use the toilet and brush your
teeth before you put on your underwear and stuff."

"Yeah. And also clean between my legs with a
warm rag to get rid of any smell I got there."

"Good idea. Want to use a feminine deodorant
like I use."

"No, Mom, because I hate the smell of
it."

"Okay, I don’t mind that you don’t."

Marty watched Nina’s preparations with
interest, particularly so when Doris handed her a white corset/bra
combination, which she was quite familiar with since Martin’s
mother, who was rather well endowed always wore one. Nina’s corset,
though, felt satiny and very light unlike Martin’s mother’s and did
not seem as large, which Marty quickly found the reason for since
it stretched to hug her figure tightly once she closed all of its
front snaps to just below her breasts.

Once she reached that spot Doris stood before
her and smiled at her Nina. "Here, let me do the bra part for you
so it’ll be as comfortable as possible to wear for the next few
hours."

"Thanks, Mom. I really hate this contraption,
you know."

"All big women do but it makes us look better
and holds our breasts up nicely when we wear a strapless gown like
you got. Besides, it’ll also do a great job on holding your breasts
so the weight won’t kill your back muscles."

"Yeah, I guess so, so go ahead."

When Doris finished closing the bra snaps and
adjusted Nina’s breasts within the newly formed cups, Marty was
amazed by how well her breasts looked with a rather daring
décolletage that exposed them quite a lot.

"Okay, Nina, now put on the new panties and
the white stockings and I’ll attach them to the garter straps."

Nina did not respond as she folded the bottom
part of the corset up, which exposed her groin, and put the panties
on, which made Marty realize how women wearing such a contraption
can use the toilet. Next, Nina pulled her stockings all the way up
and Doris attached them to the straps, four on each leg.

"Thanks, Mom. Now you do the same for
yourself and we’ll both be in shape to put on our gowns."

Marty was quite rattled when the seamstress
finished dressing Nina, in a way that even putting on the corset
did not. Jesus, me wearing a dress on top of sexy feminine
underwear—that’s a real crazy thing to have happened to me. And
what is about to take place is even weirder. But what the hell, I
got no say about any of these things so I better grin and bear it
for now or it’ll drive me nuts. But truth be told, even if I have
no one to tell it to, I kind of like the way I look in this gown
with my big tits sticking out the way they do and having such a
beautiful figure. Marty chuckled to herself suddenly. Gosh I think
I’ve gone nuts, thinking that way even after my experience as a
kentauride and being fucked by so many stallions.

 


Everything that happened after Nina and Doris
got dressed, which Marty thought they both looked magnificent,
passed for her as though through a thick haze with the exception of
her first sight of Paul. She thought he was the most handsome man
she had ever seen, especially in his perfectly fitting black
tuxedo. He was nearly six-four with an erect bearing and wide
shoulders and with hair just as blond as hers, and an arresting
smile directed exclusively at her.

Two hours later, after they escaped from
everyone by driving a golf cart to the beach house, Nina was
fumbling unsuccessfully with all the snaps of her dress before
asking for help. "Come on, Paulie, help me take this damn thing
off."

"With pleasure, my Nina."

Paul opened all the hooks and eyelets of the
extremely tight dress, then did the same with her white satin
girdle while Nina unhooked the stockings from the attached straps.
She pulled everything off with a sigh of relief and bent down to
remove the stockings together with her panties.

As she did that, the sight of her spread buns
had apparently so excited Paul that he could not resist running his
hand between them and making Nina jump up hastily, which made her
breasts jiggle painfully. "Oh, come on, Paulie, give me a chance to
take everything off and get comfortable before you grow too
excited."

"Sorry about that, Nina. But we always loved
doing that in your room before."

"That was without me wearing all this crap,
you know."

"So what should we do?"

"Give me a few minutes to take off all the
jewelry and go pee, and then you can do to me whatever you
like."

Paul grinned boyishly. "Then I better get
undressed, too."

When Nina came out of the bathroom Paul
waited for her fully naked at the door. He took her in his arms and
hugged her tightly, kissing her hard on the lips while kneading her
buns as he pushed himself hard against her middle. Marty, who had
tried to remain calm at first, gasped when she saw Paul’s erect
penis, and then became utterly excited when Nina touched his warm,
literally vibrating flesh.

Paul smiled as he looked down at her before
he picked Nina up in his powerful arms and carried her to the
bedroom, where he put her down on the bed. Marty did not remember
later how she had gotten there, only that she suddenly woke up from
a trance-like state in bed with Paul sliding very slowly into the
wet space between her legs, then lowered himself until she felt him
pressing against her opening.

It was a little frightening yet an utterly
thrilling feeling once he covered her with his body, and she cried
painfully when he pushed himself into her. Her yell stopped him
momentarily but he kept pushing further and further in until she
felt as though he would never stop entering her.

She knew that he was fully embedded within
her when she felt Paul’s balls pressing against her butt,
shuddering for a second before he began moving at a slow pace at at
first, then ever faster. The pleasure that his movements evoked in
her was electrifying since it stroked her every nerve ending along
the sensitive, sensual lining of her tight vagina. She lost her
thinking ability as her body began trembling and she moaned—softly
at first, then in rasping loud sounds as both began moving in
cadence with each other.

When Paul’s back arched suddenly and he
thrust fully into her one final time, she felt the hot jet of his
fluid fill her. Her entire body began to spasm violently in full
harmony with her orgasm which, a moment later, made her drop into a
mental faint.

Marty felt immense pleasure inside her
physical prison. Yet, hard as it was for her not to be ensnared by
the erotic affect on her mind, she quickly detached herself from
Nina’s and waited for the opportunity to strike. It came when
Nina’s mind became totally unfocused during her wild climax of
sexual ecstasy, which signaled to Marty to make her move. She
pounced without any thought as she fashioned her mind into an
envelope-like membrane, wrapped it around Nina’s mind and squeezed
it with all her might.

It was disconcerting to her a moment later
when Paul, unaware of what had just happened, entered Marty yet
again and pumped into her until he climaxed—with her coming along
with him, feeling elated to be so alive and enjoying such colossal
sensual gratification.

 


To her delight, Paul’s recuperative powers
were great, which made her suddenly feel jealous because it was
more than Martin had ever been able to sustain with Nicole. I’m
being stupid, the thought flashed in her mind as they rested after
their sixth climax, this body is as strong as a bull and just as
ardent sexually at this age as mine used to be.

Marty was about to fall into an exhausted
sleep at dawn after another mind-numbing climax, when she realized
that because of all the immense pleasures that she had experienced,
she had forgotten the most important element in her takeover. It
was not enough for her to control her new body but she also needed
to prepare it for the future by melding her mind and its new brain
into one entity.

She looked over her shoulder at Paul and saw
that he was as exhausted as she was and was lying there completely
senseless. She quickly sent her mind into her new brain and made
all the necessary connections with it, then scanned everything in
and around it. Satisfied that the job was successfully completed,
Marty fell asleep instantly.

 



Chapter 4

It seemed to be early morning when she woke
up and she was about to crawl out of bed to use the bathroom. Paul
must have felt her movement and stopped her by laying his hand on
top of a breast and tweaking its nipple, exciting her in an instant
as he climbed on top of her yet again and she felt his erection
sliding into her. Yet despite her overwhelming desire, Marty
suddenly remembered that it was a week since arriving in this
reality, and that she had something of extreme importance to do.
Not realizing that she was actually verbalizing her thoughts, she
mumbled aloud. "I can’t now. I must go to the jetty to meet
Nikki."

Paul’s body suddenly became rigid and he
rolled off her to sit next to Marty, looking utterly confused.
"What did you just say, Nina?"

She pulled herself to a sitting position
against the headboard and ran a hand gently over Paul’s cheek. "I
wasn’t aware that I said anything."

"You mumbled to yourself, I guess, but I
clearly heard it. Something to do with going to the jetty to meet
Nikki." Paul grinned suddenly and his face crinkled in an utterly
familiar fashion. "Is that what you just said?"

"Yes, even though I didn’t mean to say it out
loud. The fact is, though, that I must hurry and get dressed
because I must meet someone. I’ll tell you all about it later, but
I must go now."

Paul’s smile grew even wider. "To see Nikki?
No, you don’t have to do that."

"Why d’you say that I don’t need to go?"

"Because you’d already met him."

Marty became quite agitated. "How would you
know about him? And if you do, then when did I meet him?"

"Up at the big house last night, when you
first laid eyes on me."

"You? You must be shitting me. How can you be
Nikki?"

"The same way you’d turned out to be Nina."
He grabbed both of her hands. "Come on, Marty. The same thing that
happened to you happened to me—you girl me boy, believe it or
not."

Marty burst into laughter, then into sobs.
"Jesus Christ, I can’t believe what happened to us—getting hit by
lightening in LA and then finding ourselves in a mythological place
where we’d switched genders. And now here in Miami, where we got
married without knowing who the other really was."

"And then spent a whole night in torrid
lovemaking, even better than we did as centaur. Crazy, ain’t it?
But how did it all happen when these people aren’t even of our
bloodlines?"

"Like hell they aren’t. My last name in this
reality is Schurmann, which my dad had changed to Sherman because
it sounded too German. And my middle name here is Martha, as in
Martin. So, even though my mother here is Cuban, almost all of it
fits because my mental emanations regardless of gender were quite
comparable to my old ones."

"I didn’t know about your last name change.
But mine was changed too somewhere along the line—from Kalinin to
Kalin, which I hadn’t connected until just now. And my middle name
is Nicholas or Nick, like in old Nicole. That’s why my mind chose
poor Paul to be my substitute in this universe."

"Was he as dumb as I was led to believe by
Nina and her mother?"

"Literally room temperature IQ. How about
Nina?"

"A cunning, scheming, nasty bitch who married
Paul for his money. But let’s not talk about them right now because
there’s something you need to finish right now."

"Oh? Like what?"

"What you’d started to do just before you
heard me mumble about Nikki."

Nick responded by taking her in his arms and
kissing her tightly. "Like this?"

"Good start. Now you better climb on top of
me again."

 


Marty saw Nick sitting in the midst of the
messy bed watching her with a big smile when she woke up next.
"Welcome back, Marty."

"I like this new reality of mine very much,
Nikki." Marty said and pulled herself to a sitting position across
from him.

Nick gasped when his eyes fell on her
uncovered legs. "God, Marty. There’s crusted blood all over your
thighs and pubic area."

"And just as much on your cock and on the
bed. But why the surprise? Isn’t a virgin supposed to bleed
profusely while being deflowered by a man with a big cock such as
you have?"

"Yeah, I guess so. And there’s dried semen
all over, too."

"Goes with the act of deflowering, after
which I bled so much because you tore my poor pussy to shreds."

Nick looked at the blood-soaked sheets. "It
looks like I did much more harm than I should have by just
deflowering you."

"That’s because Nina had an unusually thick
hymen, that you tore and then kept humping me over and over again
after the first time."

"And you responded in kind without hesitation
even though it must’ve hurt like hell?"

"I didn’t feel it as much as you’d think I
should have because at the time you did it this body still belonged
to Nina."

"Who was so involved in her first ever real
orgasm that it weakened her mind enough for you to obliterate
it?"

"Was that what happened to you with Paul’s
mind?"

"Exactly, and probably at the same time that
you got rid of Nina’s."

"Did you feel sorry about doing it to
him?"

"A little, but the kid was a barely
functional human being. Imagine him having to be closely supervised
on a simple job of pickle slicing. How did you feel about
obliterating Nina’s mind?"

"I actually enjoyed doing her in. Gosh, what
a nasty bitch she was."

"So we both responded ardently to our first
lovemaking experience in this reality, just as we did as kids. But
did I hurt you badly afterward?"

"It did when Paul opened Nina up. Didn’t you
hear her howl painfully at the moment you’d slammed your cock into
her pussy the first time and tore her hymen to bits? And then it
hurt me almost as much during the next few times."

"I didn’t hear a thing or else I would’ve
been gentler."

"Like hell you would’ve. Like in Minos, you
were my dominant male and I your eligible female to be treated with
customary brute force." Marty winced suddenly. "Which is beginning
to hurt all over my groin pretty badly now."

"You could’ve easily pushed me away if I was
hurting you that much."

"True, but had you been able to hear me you
would’ve realized from my satisfied growls that despite my pain I
was fulfilling my newly acquired wish to become a fully fledged
woman rather than a four-legged filly."

"And a gorgeous one at that. So you felt like
being made love to by me right from the start?"

"Sure, the moment you'd raised my veil. But
never mind it right now because I must sooth my aching, torn flesh
by taking a long soak in the tub."

"Good idea, but shower first to wash the
blood and cum off, and fill the tub with tepid water or it’ll burn
like hell. Now go take care of yourself while I get us some coffee
and smokes."

"The sheets and the mattress cover are all
ruined, you know."

Nick smiled. "Covered with the blood of the
innocent?"

"Who is no longer so, I’m afraid. Okay, I
better go to the bathroom."

 


Five minutes later Nick returned and handed
Marty a steaming cup of coffee and a lighted cigarette. "Feeling
better?"

"Thanks for the coffee and the smoke. As to
my pain, it hurts but not as much any more now that I’ve been
soaking myself. Still, the real pain is in the muscles all over my
body."

"Same here so I’d like to join you after I
take a quick shower."

When he came back after showering Nick was
surprised when he found that Marty had turned the Jacuzzi to
maximum and raised the water temperature quite high. "Doesn’t
bother you that the water’s so hot?"

"Not between my legs any more, and the hot
water is doing wonders for my poor, abused body."

"For me, too…." Nick stopped and gave her a
strange look.

"What is it, Nikki? You look kind of
disturbed."

"I am. It suddenly occurred to me that with
these two healthy young bodies of ours there’s a good chance that
making love so many times without protection you may have
conceived. Particularly if you’re in the fertile time of your
cycle."

"You mean like it happened to me on Minos? No
chance for it because from her conversations with her mother Nina
had timed the wedding for two days after her period was finished
because she had no intention of getting pregnant, so no need to
worry about it. As to my position on the matter, I’m going to
instruct my mind to block my tubes as soon as I find out how to do
it."

"I’m relieved to hear that."

Marty burst into laughter. "Bullshit. You
would’ve loved getting me pregnant for the second time, big and
strong man that you’ve become. Wouldn’t you?"

"The idea did cross my mind that I’d like
that, but it would be a disaster for us to have it happen at this
point since we’d be totally unprepared for such event."

"Yeah, that could be terrible with me
waddling around with my big belly."

"I doubt any woman is really prepared for the
process, but I’m happy to know about Nina making sure that it
wouldn’t happen right away."

 


They contemplated their new reality as humans
again silently for a while before Marty grinned and said. "Aside
from having you open my feminine sexual petals so skillfully, today
was the most marvelous lovemaking experience of my whole life."

"Experiences, like in plural and for hours. I
feel the same way you do, I’m quite happy to say."

"I hope this was just the beginning of our
new pleasure trip, which I’d like us to continue having
forever."

"We will, Marty. I promise you that because
of how much I love you."

"There’s more to our delight at having found
each other again, that has nothing much to do with love."

"What is it?"

"Lust, Nikki. Pure, unadulterated lust unlike
anything that we’d felt in the old days and on Minos."

"All of which weren’t too shabby."

"Bet your ass they were."

"Yes, and we started our new special
relationship in a way that we had never experienced before—with an
intensity and ferocity the likes of which we had ever displayed
toward each other in the past."

"Did you mind that we did? I mean about me
treating you so savagely?"

"On the contrary. I guess you made love to me
in a way that you had always wished that I would have done to you,
but had never expressed it."

"well, we didn't talk much about it when we
were human before because in our youth it was a different kind of
environment. I don't mean that we were prudes but the times were
that way."

"They sure were, but you we didn't talking
about sex when we were big and four legged."

"Which was another totally different setting,
as is this one."

"I quite appreciate all our phases of
development, you know."

"Indeed I do." Nick agreed, then was,
distracted when Marty shifted position in the tub, exclaiming.
"Gosh, that’s quite an enticing sight."

"What is?"

"The way your breasts bob on top of the water
when you move."

"My bobbing boobs? Yeah, I felt them floating
and my first thought was that it’s a very strange sensation the way
they’re suspended in the water, which never happened the last time
I was a female."

"That's because we were so big that half our
bodies stuck out above water. The fact is, though, that these are
quite unusual looking despite their big size, particularly the
huge, milky-white with almost black areolas and nipples against
your tan skin."

"Must be Nina’s Cuban genes’ mixed in with
her German heritage."

"They’re really gorgeous, Marty."

"Yours were just as great, Nikki, although in
a totally different way."

"But they were tiny, unlike yours, which are
awesome and fit so well with your perfect new body."

"Thanks for the compliment but to my mind
yours were terribly sexy as well so let’s not play a comparison
game."

"Sorry, Marty, you’re right of course. On
another subject, did you know that in some countries even to this
very day, they hang the bloody sheets outside the bedroom window to
show that the bride was a virgin when her virile groom popped her
cherry?"

"Is that what you consider us to be, a bride
and groom?"

"That’s a silly thing to ask because we’ve
been that for fifty years and, regardless of who possesses the cock
or pussy between us, we will always be as one—till death do us
part."

"A vow that we’d renewed last night even if
unknowingly. I like that we did, though, which in our circumstances
is going to last for a very long time."

"Forever, actually. Any regrets?"

"None whatsoever, but what’s really amazing
me is the fact that we act so nonchalantly about becoming young
again and living forever, let alone having switched genders. Any
one of these factors could or should have unhinged us, you
know."

"Or having spent a while as near horses. It
would’ve had we been normal human beings, which we aren’t, not with
the kind of minds that we possess."

 



Chapter 5

"You ready for some serious sustenance?"
Marty asked as they dried themselves.

"I sure am, so let’s get out of here as
quickly as we can before anyone shows up here and tries to be
friendly."

"Oh, shit." Marty exclaimed when they entered
the bedroom. "We’re a bit late because someone was here while we
were in the tub. And not only that, but our bloody sheets had been
removed."

Nick burst into laughter. "To be hung up
somewhere so it’ll prove that you were a virgin?"

"Very possible considering the old crone
living in the big house. It must have pissed her because according
to Nina she’d hoped to find something here that would justify
annulling our marriage."

"Seriously?"

"I’m sure of it. Anyway, let’s get out of
here."

"What’s the rush, Marty?"

"We got a few things to take care of
urgently."

"Such as?"

"First and foremost is to prevent Paul’s
cousin from cheating you out of your inheritance." When Nick’s
eyebrows rose, she explained about the hold on the trust fund that
Nina and Paul were owed by his cousin George Butin at the bank that
his father owned.

"The miserable thieving son of a bitch. Are
you sure of it?"

"That’s what it shows on the document he’d
given Nina."

"Why would he be so stupid as to put it on
paper?"

"To protect himself in case it comes out,
showing that not only did he explain it to the two dumb
ignoramuses, but that he also put it in writing."

"Makes sense that he would do that."

"D’you have all the trust papers handy?"

"Yes, in my suitcase. You want to see
them?"

"Definitely. I’ll scan it while you drive us
to breakfast somewhere on the way to downtown Miami where the
bank’s located."

"Good. Then we better get going. But what
should we wear, especially you?"

Marty giggled, which surprised her the way it
came out. "Oh, shit, I sounded like a silly ninny."

"Not really so because, after all, you're a
girl now and girls react that way to certain things. I used to
giggle if you remember, whenever either of us said or did something
silly and you never thought I was a ninny."

"Very true. I actually used to think you were
cute whenever you burst into giggles."

"And I thought you were just now, especially
when your breasts jiggled in a very sexy way. So why did you
giggle?"

"Because the idea of wearing a dress with a
bra and panties under it seems utterly ridiculous to me, who a week
ago it would've been impossible and before that it would've been
considered real sick had the thought crossed my mind that I should.
And here I am, a broad with big tits that, as you just pointed out,
has big tits that tend to jiggle."

"I see and understand. So are you going to
wear a dress?"

"Not right now because I’m afraid that it’ll
be too much for me to wear one at this point. Besides, it seems
quite hot outside so shorts, halter, and sandals will be quite
appropriate wear for today."

"Good idea, so I’ll dress the same except for
a T-shirt instead of a halter like I used to wear in the past."

They searched in their suitcases and pulled
out the items they needed and began dressing. Once Marty put on her
bra and the halter Nick could not resist bursting into laughter and
when she gave him a questioning look he explained.

"Well, it was the same reason as your
giggles. The thought crossed my mind when I saw you put on the
panties and then the bra so deftly, that you're the very same
person that I used to think of as the most masculine man I’d ever
seen."

"Thank you for saying that. And the same
holds true for me when I see you in the Jockeys with your hefty
bulge sticking out. God, Nikki, that’s a crazy situation we’d
landed ourselves in for the second time."

"Crazy, yes. But considering what we’d done
all night long I’d say that it’s an extremely pleasurable state of
affairs." Nick squeezed Marty’s buns and was pleased when she
squealed with delight.

"Gosh, Nikki, I like what you just did to
me."

"I’m glad you do."

 


"Wow, were you ever being fucked." Marty told
him when she read the final page just as they reached a very nice
coffee shop on the outskirts of Miami.

"In what way was I being screwed?" Nick asked
the moment they sat down.

"Well, Grampa Kalinin apparently didn't trust
any banks after the Russian revolution and the US stock crash of
1928. So, rather than set up your fund with one-million dollars in
cash, he established it in government bonds for a low yield but as
safe and secure as possible."

"But that’s not what happened to it, has
it?"

"That’s right, which I saw a bit of when Nina
showed the letter to her mother, which states that most of the
money was pledged against some loans and that you’ll be getting a
paltry monthly sum from it for many years to come."

"Which means that no bonds were ever
purchased and that no interest was paid on Paul’s endowment for
twenty-two years because the thieves, which I’m sure included
George’s father, stole the money from this moron of their cousin
Paul. What d’you think we should do about it?"

"My first inclination was to rush over there
and beat the bastards to a pulp. But, on second thought, I think we
should have an attorney who is a specialist in such matters handle
it."

"But that’ll take years to resolve and by
then the money may be gone."

"Not if we have the right attorney. Remember
your old Dad’s lawyer, David Diamond? He was the best there was as
I recall it, and if he exists in this world he’ll be the man to
handle it."

"Yes, I remember him as a tough lawyer who
specialized in the banking industry. So let’s look in the phone
book and see if there’s such a person in this reality and if there
is I’ll call him up right now."

"Good."

Nick was back just as the waitress brought
their order. He began eating despite his apparent anxiety to speak
but was so hungry that he could not say anything until he finished
half his omelet and toast. "Well, not only is David in practice
here but he knew right off who I was. I gave him the short version
of what they were trying to do to us and he seemed pleased to take
them on. In fact, he was so excited about it that he asked us to
come right over and he’ll see what he can do to help."

"I’m glad. I think he must have a personal
thing going against the Butins."

"That was my impression, too. You think we
should go home first and change to something more conservative
rather that wearing shorts?"

"I doubt it’ll make any difference so let’s
go see him directly from here."

 


The man in the office they were ushered into
looked nothing like what they had expected—he was twenty years
younger and seemed athletically built, unlike the David Diamond
they were familiar with in the old days.

"I guess nothing in this universe is the same
as in our old one." Marty flashed into Nick’s mind.

"So it seems."

Diamond jumped out of his chair and rushed to
shake their hands, showing genuine pleasure. "Welcome, Mr. and Mrs.
Butin. I’m glad that you made it here so quickly."

"Why are you?" Nick asked as soon as they
were seated across from him. "Do you know us?"

Diamond’s face darkened for a second before
he smiled. "Just you so far, Mr. Butin, but I’m anxious to get to
know your lovely new bride."

"Please call me Paul and my wife’s Nina, Mr.
Diamond."

"Then I’m Dave to you. Anyway, I don’t know
you personally, Paul, but I know of you because I used to be your
great-grandfather’s attorney. In fact, it was I who had drafted
your trust fund originally, which was why I had you both come to
see me so quickly."

"Now it makes sense. But I got the impression
from you when we talked on the phone that there was more to it than
you just trying to right a wrong that was being perpetrated on
me."

"Very perceptive of you, Paul. Yes, there is
something that has been on my mind now for twenty years—a burning
desire to avenge myself on your uncle Vladimir, which you’d just
supplied me with."

"What had he done to you that deserves such
hate?"

"When Vlad needed legal advice at the time
he’d bought his bank your great-grandfather suggested that he see
me, which he did. To make a long story short, I met his daughter
Luba at his house and we fell head over heel in love with one
another. Vlad and his wife strongly opposed our marrying because
I’m a Jew and Luba was going to convert. So what they did was to
send her to Lithuania to supposedly meet their old family, where
she arrived two days before the Nazis invaded and was killed by a
bomb. I never thought I’d get an opportunity to get back at Vlad,
let alone his son, but you’d provided me with it."

"I see, and I’m glad that I did. How did you
get back at the bastards?"

Diamond gave them a malevolent but very
pleased smile. "I called Vlad the moment that you hung up, informed
him that I represent you, and that I’d greatly appreciate it if
when we came to see him an hour hence he would present us with a
cashier’s check for the million plus twenty-two years of interest
that he owes you now that the terms of the original trust were
met."

"How did he react to what you told him?"

"In typical Vlad manner. Called me an
crooked, a fucking Jew lawyer who is trying to steal the dummy’s
money—the dummy being you, of course."

"Of course. Did he hang up on you with
furious indignation?"

"Not at that point. But suddenly a suspicion
arose in my head that if he was stealing from you then he must be
doing the same with other such accounts. So I told him that since
he’s uncooperative I intend to inform the FDIC about all of the
irregularities in your trust handling. Do you know what’s the
FDIC?"

"Sure. The Federal Depositary Insurance
Company, established after many banks went broke when the stock
market crashed. Regulates banking activities to safeguard their
customers’ money."

"Exactly. Vlad responded to it with an
outburst of laughter, which died the moment I told him that I got a
document here from his son stating that your fund’s only worth
five-hundred thousand dollars, without any of the added accumulated
interest, and that it was pledged as collateral. That's when he
mumbled the ‘fucking Jew’ expletive again and hung up."

"Pretty sure of himself, isn’t he?"

"Not anymore. My next call was to your
grandfather, who is actually a very decent sort, to tell him about
this issue. He asked that I not to take any action because he’ll
straighten everything out then called back ten minutes later to
tell me that he had just bought a bank real cheap, and would I be
willing to oversee the takeover starting first thing tomorrow
morning. With an eye to uncovering and solving any and all of his
brother's irregularities."

"And you agreed?"

"Of course, particularly since Vlad and
George are going to be present and at my beck and call until I’m
satisfied that they told me about all of their financial
shenanigans."

"How come they agreed to it?"

"Because your grandfather threatened to have
them thrown in jail. Anyway, he informed me that there should be a
check arriving here within the hour for the entire amount of your
fund plus the applicable interest, and that the messenger will wait
here until you sign all the required documents. And then he asked
me to wish you a happy honeymoon in his name since he hadn’t seen
you before you’d left."

"Thanks, Dave, for all you’d done for us. How
much do we owe you?"

"Nothing, Paul, not after the great pleasure
that you’d given me. And there’s something that I’m dying to find
out about you that will make my fee paid in full."

"Like how come a supposed moron like me
suddenly appears to be the total opposite?"

"Exactly."

"Well, you know that my father was a barely
functional person with an IQ of around eighty?"

"Yes, and that your grandfather felt so sorry
for him that he found him a wife of similar intelligence so that
he’d at least be happy in his own way."

"That’s right, and he had a doctor perform a
vasectomy on him first so that they won’t reproduce themselves. The
thing was that at the time such procedures didn’t always work,
which was how I was conceived."

"Even today it fails on occasion. But the
strange thing about it was that your great-grandfather had you
thoroughly tested and you were declared to be of normal
intelligence, which was why he’d set up the trust fund."

"But for some reason, as I grew up I proved
to have just ten IQ points higher than my parents. Grandpa took me
to a bunch of doctors to find out why I didn’t turn out normal,
which they couldn’t explain any reason for it other than maybe I'd
been too young when I was originally tested."

"You sound like you know everything."

"I certainly do. It’s not properly scientific
but the way I see it, it was my living environment rather than my
intelligence that had made me imitate my parents’ behavior and
appearance."

"Because you loved them so much?"

"Almost to destruction, which in essence
truly happened when I killed them both during the accident with the
car that I drove."

"Interesting assertion but, like you said,
utterly unscientific."

"Maybe. But then, during the accident I
received a pretty bad knock on the head when I hit the dashboard,
from which I emerged a totally changed person, with a mind that had
expanded to an unusual degree."

"A big wallop? That could’ve possibly done
it."

"It sure did."

"What did the doctors have to say about
it?"

"I didn’t wait for them to find out because I
had no wish to become their test case and left the hospital before
anyone could start wondering why or how come a literal moron had
suddenly acquired an IQ that was way off all their measuring
scales."

"Then even you don’t know how really smart
you’d gotten?"

"I didn’t discover it right away but what I
realized quickly was that I'd acquired a thirst for knowledge and
an ability to absorb huge amounts of information at an immense
reading speed."

"What did you do about it?"

"After I left the hospital I became enamored
with literature, poetry, and the business world. One of my acquired
skills is that I can read a book, like a bible for instance, in an
hour and not only remember but understand everything that’s in it.
So by now I'd read almost everything written about law, business,
medicine, science, finance, engineering, and most classic and
contemporary literature in their original languages."

"My God, that’s incredible. Did you tell
anyone about it?"

"No, only Nina knows. And I’d like to keep it
that way."

"I can understand why you’d want to, but
people will surely notice it in their dealings with you, just as I
did right now."

"Which is why we’re considering moving out of
this area to a place no one knows us."

"I see, and I promise you that your secret is
safe with me."

"Privileged client-attorney information?"

"More than that, Paul—a secret between good
friends. Anyway, I think that the messenger is here with the check
so we better take care of it. I asked your grandfather to send a
cashiers check, which I recommend that you deposit in a branch of a
nationwide bank. Also, that you put most of it in ‘time deposit’
kind of accounts, with fifty-thousand dollars in a personal
checking account."

"Which we’ll certainly do, in the bank
downstairs here."

"Good choice."

 


"Your fib about the knock on the head was a
stroke of genius, Nikki." Marty said as she drove out after making
the deposits and receiving the checks for their personal
account.

"I was an English Lit major after all, you
know. Besides, it was all that I could come up with at the spur of
the moment. And it worked, didn’t it?"

"Yes, but we need to be careful about telling
fibs to smart people. I bet that Diamond’s going to inquire about
what you told him with people in the medical field, to see if such
a thing is possible."

"He probably will but none will be able to
confirm or deny the likelihood of it happening because they deal
with theories mostly."

"A point well taken, Nikki, but we still have
a lot to learn in this reality about the do’s and don’ts that we
must be careful of."

"No question about that. In fact, it’s pretty
clear to me that we have to peruse a learning track of what’s our
position in this particular world, and how to merge ourselves with
it."

"Particularly so since we have no experience
about being of the opposite gender in a normal world?"

"That’s right, and specifically as young
people. And even more so, we need to become familiar with the past
twenty years of world and US history, and how advanced they are in
their technologies here."

"I agree and think that we must do a lot of
exploration as quickly as we can. But how should we go about
it?"

"By reading all the books we can find on
these subjects, which should be fast and easy because of our
speed-reading abilities."

"Makes sense, Marty. And there’s another way
for us to get a lot of info, by observing retail outfits and their
offerings to find out how advanced or possibly backward this world
is."

"Great idea, Nikki. Not only that, but we
need to get out of our old box and not accept anything that we see
as normal."

"I understand the general idea, but give me
an example if you can?"

"Sure. Did you see the telephone and computer
on Diamond’s desk?"

"Yes, which seems quite normal to me. What’s
your point?"

"Normal to a 21st century person
rather than for one who knows all the limitations of our old
mid-fifties era, Nikki."

"Oh, shit. The phone was a punch-button
instrument rather than rotary dial as was the public phone in the
restaurant, and the computer looked to be quite advanced, with
flat-screen monitor—none of which were available at this time
period in our old world until the late eighties and nineties."

"Exactly. Which should tell us that this
universe is far more advanced than ours used to be at this period
and that we should observe everything around us very closely."

"For sure. But what about our honeymoon,
should we cancel it so we’ll be able to spend time here in learning
and observing?"

"Like hell we should. Oh, I’d delay starting
it for a couple of days as we gather all the materials that we
need, but we’ll do it around making love rather than instead of
it."

"I like the way you put it, Marty. So let’s
go home."

Marty patted Nick’s shoulder with great
affection. "I can hardly wait."

"Same here."

 



Chapter 6

Marty suddenly grabbed Nick’s arm as she
waited for a red light, and pointed across the street. "Well, look
at that—an electronics store."

"Looks huge."

"It is. Would you mind if we go in and take a
look around even if we’re quite anxious to go home?"

"I’d like that very much because it will
answer many questions we got about the technological advances in
this world."

They walked through the store’s wide aisles
looking at displays of available products with astonishment as they
discovered the merchandise to be so varied and advanced that some
were not yet even available in the old time period. None of the
goods bore any familiar names, which were all American-made without
any foreign products.

"What do you think happened here, Marty?"
Nick asked her when they stopped at the display of extremely sharp,
huge television sets.

"The most credible view I can come up with is
that US history, at least in this twentieth century, progressed
along completely different lines than our own did. Unfortunately,
since neither Nina nor Paul had any meaningful education, for the
time being we’ll need to utilize conjectures rather than facts. The
way it looks like to me from many of the items we’d seen so far,
their patents and copyrights are marked as having been registered
in the early thirties so there was no Great Depression here."

"Makes sense. We know from Dave that the
stock market had crashed at about the same time that ours did, but
apparently the US handled the disaster well by pulling all their
human resources together to invent and create an electronics
industry that provided employment for most of the displaced
people."

"Which means that rather than let the country
go to pot after the crash all the politicians must have stopped
their normal bickering to create and encourage a productive
environment."

"Yankee ingenuity, as we’d always called it.
Which turned our country into the most powerful nation on earth
while the Europeans, as has always been their custom, kept dreaming
about decimating their neighbors."

"You must be right or else we would’ve seen
some of their product on the shelves. And also, no Japanese or
Chinese goods either."

"Exactly. We know there was a world war at
about the same time as our own had suffered and that it was Nazi
Germany from what David said. And also about the Communist takeover
of Russia, but we don’t know yet about the extent of the war or its
duration, nor anything about the US involvement in it. Or about
Japan, and China."

"Then let’s buy a laptop with some unique
parts I want to get so I can improve its performance, and also a
few encyclopedias that will allow us to research such
information."

"Great. Let’s buy the most advanced one we
can get, with the largest screen. Oh, and I bet they also have an
internet here so let’s get additional the software package for
it."

"Also a cellphone and a digital camera for
our upcoming trips."

 


When they finally arrived at home Nick
offered to take Marty on a tour of the apartment. "As best I can do
with the info I got out of Paul’s mind."

"You got to be kidding." Marty responded with
a chuckle as she unbuttoned her halter. "The only place I want to
look at right now is our bedroom, where I intend to take full
advantage of you."

"Most willingly, I assure you."

They woke up after what seemed to them many
hours of pleasure, and took a long soak in the big tub, where they
sat silently for a long time until Nick sighed aloud and smiled at
Marty through the heavy steam that filled the bathroom.

"That was a great homecoming celebration,
Marty."

"I fully agree with you about that. Are you
ready for some dinner?"

"Yes and there's a place nearby that seemed
decent, that I saw a few days ago."

"Sure. Let’s get dressed, but simply."

"Jeans and sneakers?"

"Sounds perfect, with a T-shirt on top."

It took Nick just a moment to get dressed,
after which he sat and watched her with interest as Marty dressed
slowly, item by item, sure that she was doing it on purpose to
either excite him or just show how well she was doing with the
female attire. He quickly decided that she was doing both. Marty
finished by putting on a light red lipstick after vigorously
brushing her hair until it shone. He could not contain himself and
whistled in appreciation when she was finished.

"It’s amazing how, in so short a period of
time, you’d become a consummate woman in the way you move, dress,
and put lipstick on so effortlessly. And gosh, even the way you
managed to put on that big and clumsy looking bra with its row of
ten hooks in the back."

"Which I wish I didn’t have to wear. But why
should you be impressed by any of it when you know that I retained
all Nina’s basic memories to aid me in doing such things? Hell, I
can now even piss sitting down without getting wet in the least
bit."

"As I did with Paul’s memories. Still, aside
from a fantastic feminine sexuality, it is an unbelievable feat for
someone who lived as a man for over seventy-five years."

Marty gave him a pleased smile. "The same
holds true with you too, in your masculine element, particularly in
your sexual behavior toward me."

"Maybe, but that was easy for me compared
with your ability to deal so easily with dressing your splendid
body while moving so sensually that it gives me an instant hardon.
For which I’m quite jealous because I’d never been as feminine a
woman as you are now, not even in my youth."

She kissed him warmly. "Thanks for saying
that but regardless of our past, you’d turned into quite a man for
whom I bear a respect borne of my own lifetime experience as such.
Heck, you were even a perfect stallion."

"That was beautifully put, Marty. Thanks. But
we shouldn’t be surprised by our quick adaptability both here and
there to our new gender considering the kind of minds we
possess."

"True, which had thoroughly changed our
mindsets to fit our positions in the new realities."

"Exactly, my dear."



The restaurant host took them to a booth next
to a big window that overlooked the water, which they liked because
of the many colorful lights reflecting on it, and then brought them
coffee. "New in the area or tourists just passing through?" He
asked while pouring.

"We just moved into an apartment down the
street." Nick responded.

"Ah, the new what they call hi-rise that
overlooks the marina? That’s nice. So welcome to Miami Beach. And
being that it’s your first meal in my establishment, it’ll be on me
this time in the hope that you’ll come back."

"Very generous of you. Anything special you’d
recommend?"

"Mama’s the cook and she makes great Greek
dishes that I’m sure you will love. How about her special for
tonight, a lamb stew?"

"Sounds terrific. Then you’re from Greece?"
Nick asked him in Greek, which surprised both the owner and
Marty.

The man smiled delightfully. "Yes, and you
must be too the way you speak our language."

"First generation here, but my parents always
spoke it."

"And the lady?"

"Same." Marty answered in Greek as well.

"Mama’s gonna love it, I promise you. And
whenever you come she’ll make you something special that will taste
like your own mom cooked it."

"We’ll have to take you up on it."

"No more talking, my friends. Let me go get
your dinner."

"I didn’t know that we spoke the language
even though we'd learned to speak the Gogian version of it." Marty
said as soon as he left.

"Neither did I until a moment ago but
apparently, like I thought they will, our more more modern racial
memories kicked in once the word Greece came up."

"And French, Hebrew, Arabic, Dutch, Chinese,
Japanese, Urdu, and just about any other language that is and had
been spoken on earth for eons?"

"That's because they’re all embedded in our
remote memories."

"Which is what I just came up with just now
when I performed a quick search of my mind and found that it
contains all these memories from our direct line of forebears, I
guess. But do we possess all the knowledge of everything that had
transpired from prehistory on in addition to languages?"

"Not everything. Only information that our
direct ancestors had gathered in their wanderings around their
specific parts of the world."

"Of course, because at that time all one knew
of were events that took place in about a three to five mile zone
from his camp or village."

"And also stuff that was passed along by
parents and close relatives. About languages, since they kept
roving all over they needed to constantly learn all the new local
languages or dialects."

"Most of which are now extinct. But we can
talk with just about anyone who speaks current languages since our
relatively recent ancestors came from European, Latin, and Middle
Eastern countries."

"And many Asians before that, I guess, even
though our ancestral base in these areas is quite remote so the
dialects have changed considerably."

"True, but that’s no problem because we can
buy language tapes to update our ancient knowledge."

"It’s terribly exciting to be able to draw
such information directly from our minds, Marty. Almost as much as
being young again."

"And sexy as hell. I certainly agree."

"I’m curious about our European ancestors,
which I doubt had moved much after settling in one specific country
and stayed there until at least the nineteenth century. So how come
we both know languages from other places, particularly Asia?"

"You will if you consider what had often
happened to our maternal side."

"Oh, I see. Constant invasions and rapes by
men from Mongols to Turks, from whom we’d inherited the knowledge
of their entire lines. Then there’s no limit to our knowledge, is
there?"

"Kind of goes on a geometrical curve, Marty,
which I’m sure we'll use it to our advantage somewhere along the
line in the coming years."

"I’m sure of it, but it’s all quite
mind-boggling."

"Which we’ll get used to soon enough."

 


Dinner, just as Stefan had promised them, was
delicious and he beamed when they told him how much they enjoyed
it. "More coffee?"

"Absolutely, which is quite delicious as
well, and it goes very well with an after dinner smoke."

"Thanks, coming right up."

"What would you like to do now?" Nick asked
when they reached their car.

"Get back home, you silly goose, and continue
having some more fun and frivolity."

Nick gave her a happy grin. "I’d created a
monster, haven’t I?"

"Fucking chauvinistic pig." She mumbled
before grinning. "Seriously, Nick, I’m so thrilled to have
discovered the pleasure of having sex as a woman that I feel like I
can’t have enough of it—much more so than I’d ever had as a
man."

"Which is exactly as I now feel about
it."

"Then let’s get back home right now."

 


They made continuous love for hours, with
brief rest periods in between. Then, when she needed to use the
toilet toward morning and, wishing to let Nick sleep a while
longer, Marty tried to slide out of bed quietly. She gasped when
she saw his genitals displayed in the style of a Greek gymnast
statue—a flaccid penis resting on two large balls.

The extraordinary sight stunned her despite
having spent a lifetime as a man. She could hardly believe that
this diminutive, shriveled piece of flesh that looked and felt so
huge and hard whenever it cleaved into her body so often during the
night could look like a mangled small pencil stub with an extended
foreskin tube which made it look quite pathetic. I shouldn’t judge
it so harshly, she thought, since mine must’ve looked just as bad
and pitiful at such times.

Though she had intended to let Nick sleep the
sight made her burst into loud, riotous giggles, which made him
open his eyes. "What’s so funny, Marty?"

She pointed a finger at his mid-section.
"That. The pitiful looking little thing that you got between your
legs. I swear I’d never seen anything quite like it in all my years
in men’s locker rooms and communal latrines."

Nick rose on his elbows and looked. "I hope
to God you hadn’t because that would’ve meant that you’d spent a
night with a guy doing what we just did. Seriously, yours used to
look even worse after sex because mine’s a bit bigger than yours
used to be. So don’t you dare throw aspersions at my
equipment."

"Yeah? But mine didn’t have such an awful
looking foreskin."

Nick burst into laughter. "Gosh, Marty,
you’re really turning into quite a bitch, you know."

"I are one, ain’t I? Sorry I insulted you but
I just couldn’t resist it." She bent down and kissed his penis.
"But I really like him, even in this state."

"Apology accepted." As Marty turned around to
leave Nick ran a hand over and between her buns, then kissed them
before she could move.

"You really like my butt, don’t you?" She
turned and asked him, feeling quite pleased about the way he had
just touched her.

"Like? I adore it, Marty, and just can’t have
enough of touching it."

"I’m glad. Anyway, I got to run to the
bathroom now. Should we shower and go out to breakfast?"

"Yes, because I’m starving. To Stefan’s
place?"

"Sounds good."

"What’s that big cart in the living room that
I just saw?" Marty asked when she came out of the bathroom.

"The doorman rang the bell the moment you
went in and wheeled it into the apartment. They’re our wedding
gifts that Grandpa sent over, with a big manila envelope filled
with about twenty grand in cash."

"I was wondering about where the gifts were.
Okay, we’ll take a look at them when we get back, but how come
you’re all dressed up already?"

"Because I used the other bathroom and it
took me just a few minutes to get dressed after I did my ablutions,
even shaving. Which is another benefit of being a man other than
having you, of course, which doesn’t require all the things that
women must do to make themselves presentable to the outside
world."

"Fucking bastard. But you’re right about that
even though I’m not going to put on any makeup or even lipstick
this morning. But my hair’s starting to look like a bit
ratty—frizzy and kind of flat after towel-drying it a few
times."

"Because it needs to be set and dried
properly, Marty."

"I know that, but we’ll talk about it later.
Anyway, I better get dressed quickly."

A thought suddenly occurred to Nick as he
watched her put on underwear. "I wonder why you’re wearing such old
fashioned stuff."

"What d’you mean? They’re what Nina bought in
preparation for her married life—her trousseau, so to speak."

"Yeah, but now that we know a little more
about this world it occurred to me that with all their advances
they should’ve come up with something a bit more sexy in women’s
underwear."

"Like the frilly stuff that young ladies used
to wear in our time? Makes a lot of sense, particularly these
panties that even though they’re made of silk sit much too high on
my hips and tend to creep down and then bunch up in my crotch."

"And the ‘iron maiden’ kind of bra, even with
your large breasts, should be a bit more stylish."

"I guess you should know about such
things."

"We’ll have to look in a lingerie store to
find out. And you look great in what you just put on anyway."

"Thanks, then let’s go."

 



Chapter 7

Stefan greeted them with a big smile. "How
about eating on the patio? The weather is great and I just put up
the awning so you’ll be in the shade."

"Great idea. What’s for breakfast today?"

"A Greek omelet, of course. With feta cheese,
olives and tomatoes."

"Perfect. How about two of them?"

"It’ll take just a few minutes."

True to his word, Stefan was back ten minutes
later with their food, and not surprisingly it tasted better than
any such dishes they had ever eaten, enhanced by the freshly baked
pita bread that came with it. When he saw them light up, he rushed
over to pour them another cup of coffee.

"Tell me, Stefan," Marty asked. "Not that I’m
complaining, but why are we getting such a preferential treatment?
I know that it’s not because of a lack of customers since your
place is practically full, so why?"

Stefan grinned. "Because most of my clientele
are retirees who are kind of grouchy. While you, my beautiful
dears, are young and cheerful and a pleasure to look at—which gives
me great joy."

Marty actually blushed "Oh, I see. Thank you,
Stefan."

"It’s real nice to be considered young and
beautiful." Nick said with a grin.

"It sure is. Okay, now that we’re done here,
how about going over to the lingerie store that I saw at the other
end of the mall when I drove in?"

"Excellent idea because they seem to be part
of a national chain so it should have a good selection."

"Then let’s plunge right in."

 


Despite their shopping intentions, when they
came out of the restaurant, they grinned at each other and drove
back home as though in unspoken agreement, and were back in bed
immediately after closing the door. They remained at home making
love constantly and barely talking for the next four days, stopping
only when they felt like soaking in the big tub and changing the
bed linen when they became too soiled.

They went out to eat whenever they became
hungry, mostly to the Stefan’s place where they were served without
having to order as he easily recognized their mood so he never
spoke, happily watching them holding hands when not eating. Both
reached a point on their fifth morning where they seemed to have
awakened from their trance-like devotion to pleasing
themselves.

"I think we better get back to our original
plans now." Marty said after breakfast.

"As much as I hate to break our style of
living in the past five days I agree with you."

"Actually it’s more like six days of utter
devotion to one another."

"From the morning we woke up after our
wedding night? Yeah, that’s right and I can’t believe it’s been
only two weeks since we’d acquired these young, vibrant
bodies."

"It’s been like a dream come true."

"Which I hope will continue for practically
forever. Okay, so back to reality. Where were we when we stopped
caring about the rest of the world other than ourselves?"

Marty burst into giggles. "I like the way you
put it. We were on our way to the lingerie store to get me some
modern underwear."

"Sure. Then let’s do it now."

 


Marty was surprised by the store’s
inventory—racks upon racks full of bras and panties in styles and
sizes that she had no idea which would fit or suit her figure. When
she looked at Nick for help, he shrugged. "Afraid that I’m just as
confused as you are since I’d never been to a place like this and
always bought real conservative underwear in my favorite department
store. But at least now we know for sure that the stuff Nina used
to wear was quite outdated for this time."

"Way outmoded. Maybe it’s because she relied
on her mother’s way of thinking about such things."

"Probably. You’ll have to tell me about her
later."

Marty walked around the store for a while
until she became quite desperate and approached a saleslady whose
bosoms looked just as big as hers were and smiled as she opened her
blouse and pointed at the top of her bra. "D’you have anything more
modern in this size?"

"Oh, Jesus, lady. Where did you buy this
ancient thing?"

"In the boondocks, I’m afraid, where everyone
wears such shitty stuff."

"Oops, sorry for being rude. Yes, of course
we have your size and in great styles. Want me to show you a few?"
When Marty nodded she took her to a section full of bra and panty
sets, and mumbled to herself while looking at the rack. "Ah, here’s
your size. Want to try the pink one to see if it’ll fit?"

"Yes, please."

The woman tore the package open and handed
her a bra, which did not have an elastic lower band, was shear and
silky, and didn’t seem like it was capable of containing and
holding her breasts. "Try this one."

"Are you sure about this flimsy thing being
strong enough for me?"

"Absolutely. It was designed by a famous
engineer for big breasted women to not only help support their
weight but make them look good as well."

"Makes sense, but it still looks kind of
fragile."

"That’s the whole point of it, to make it
look this way. But they’ve got a sturdy, flexible underwire for the
cups that can carry up to a fifteen pound breast even if it don’t
look it, and the top of the straps is wide enough for a good
support." She opened her blouse and showed Marty her own. "See, I’m
wearing the same kind and my breasts seem to be the same size as
yours are. How about it if, as one big titted woman to another, I
went in the fitting room with you and showed you how to put it
on?"

"Thanks, I’d appreciate it." Marty followed
her into the dressing booth, where she took off her blouse and
bra.

The woman looked at her and shook her head.
"It’s good that I came in with you because I’d underestimated your
size since your breasts are much firmer than my own floppy ones. So
I better go get one that’s a size larger."

"Will this one fit at all?"

"Yeah, but it’ll push your breasts quite a
bit higher than intended. Still, it won’t make any difference
performance-wise if you keep this one."

"Strange way of putting it. Oh, what the
hell, let’s give it a try anyway."

The saleslady put the bra on her while Marty
watched her intently until the woman finished with a chuckle.
"Well, I’ll be. It not only fits perfectly but gives you a
magnificent cleavage."

Marty looked in the mirror and was amazed at
how her breasts looked, as though they had risen on her chest in a
manner that she knew from her long experience was so sexy that it
would give most men instant hardons. "God, it looks fantastic the
way this little bra lifted my boobs. But how come it does that
while my other bra seemed to flatten them?"

"Because your old bra was made to hold them
down rather than do a lifting job, which was designed to make the
woman look modest rather than daringly sexy."

"Which this one sure does and for which I
thank you."

"Then you like it?"

"Love it, so I’d like you to select me a
dozen like this one in nice colors with matching panties."

"No problem about the panties because each
package comes with three of the same color and material as the
bra—full size, bikini, and strings."

"That’ll be great, so ring it up while I put
on the bikini panties from this set. And add a few pairs of sheer
control-top stockings with at least two in black."

"Excellent. How about adding a very flimsy,
scandalous robe that will drive your man crazy?"

Marty laughed. "Yes, by all means, and I’d
also like two nightgowns and two silk pajamas."

"What about your old one, want to keep it as
sleeping bra?"

"My mom always used an old, stretched to the
limit bra for that. What do you use, though?"

"A sports bra, which holds my boobs quite
well or else I squash each breast painfully when I turn around
during the night."

"Good idea so let me have a dozen. Oh, and
since I’m in a daring mood how about bathing suites? All mine are
one piece and ugly as sin. You got any?"

"Of course. They come the same way as the bra
sets, with three kinds of bottoms but thicker so they don’t get
transparent when wet."

"Excellent. Let me have three sets of those.
Flowery patterns?"

"Absolutely. It’ll all come to quite a bit of
money, so how will you pay for all of it?"

"Local check, and I got the ID for it."

"Good."

 


When Marty came out Nick expelled his breath
explosively when he saw her cleavage through a mostly unbuttoned
blouse. "Gosh, Marty, you look absolutely ravishing."

"You like me having a décolleté that goes
almost up to my chin?"

"Like? Adore is more like it. Did you put on
the string panties that come with the bra?"

"The ones with a postage stamp size panel in
the front and a string that goes inside one’s butt crack? No, just
the bikinis because I’m not yet ready to wear anything like it. And
the bra is unbelievably comfortable despite looking as flimsy as it
does."

"I’m glad for you."

 


Marty paid for her purchases, after which
they went to the bookstore they had planned to visit. "I’m quite
surprised, actually, by how daring I was to buy such stuff." She
said as they drove out.

"I’m not, considering the kind of audacious
person that you used to be in the old days."

"True, but only between us while I looked
like a real conservative fart to the outside world."

"Except in your driving, which you did like a
maniac whenever you got behind the wheel of a powerful car."

"Like this new Buick that’s got a huge,
eight-cylinder engine?"

"The likes of which we hadn’t seen in our
world for almost fifty years."

"That’s why I’m looking forward to driving it
on the open road soon."

"You’re a nut, Marty. But I’m surprised you
hadn’t noticed that although it looks like a Buick used to, it
isn’t really. In this reality these are called Arrow."

"I should’ve noticed it. So like everything
else here, things are different even when they look alike." She
suddenly chuckled. "I wonder if they have real Cuban cigars in this
reality?"

"Are you going to smoke your stinky old
cigars again?"

Marty grinned. "Of course I will, just as
soon as we run into a smoke shop. And don’t you call Cuban Cohibas
or whatever’s available here stinky, you damn peasant."

"Excuse me for being one, your lordship."

"Fuck you, asshole."

"When?"

"Oh, never mind."

 


They returned home two hours later and made
two trips upstairs to bring in all their purchases—books and
magazines on subjects of interest to both, notebook computer with
additional parts and software that Marty wanted to use, and a box
of fifty Cuban cigars. They set everything in the study, which
nearly filled all shelf space, then took the magazines and the
cigars out to the balcony, placing it all on the table under a
shady awning and began reading.

 



Chapter 8

Marty started her studies by scanning the
gynecological textbook that she was able to find, which dealt with
female physical disorders and described their cure. To her surprise
she found exactly what she was interested in--a section that was
devoted to contraception through physical modifications, with
meticulous details of tube-tying. She was able to easily perform
the entire procedure inside her body by instructing her mind to do
so step by step.

Satisfied that the job was done to
perfection, Marty lit the first cigar in this reality and puffed on
it with great pleasure. "Well, it’s done." She told Nick.

"What’s done?" Nick asked, raising his eyes
from the magazine that he was reading.

"Setting it up so that from now on you can
screw me any time you wish regardless of my cycle without worrying
about the consequences."

"How did you do it?"

"By reading about a procedure gynecologists
perform on women who want to have their tubes tied, then telling my
mind to follow it. Which it just did."

"Just like that, by telling it?"

"Come on, Nikki. A mind that could save our
life then take us to Crete, then over here and install us in new
bodies again, can certainly do something simple as this was."

"I guess so. Which, now that I’m sure we’re
capable of doing this kind of physical modifications, I’ll get
myself circumcised properly."

"Which I’m not surprised you’d want to
do."

"So what’s next for you?"

"I want to read all the magazines we got that
deal with fashions and women’s beauty enhancements, of which I know
practically nothing."

"Why not just delve into Nina’s memories to
learn all these things?"

"Because I think she was an idiot or else she
wouldn’t have the old fashioned underwear in her wardrobe. Maybe
not exactly stupid but maybe disinterested in following modern
thinking patterns because all she was devoted to was gaining a
position in life through money."

"Then I guess her memories aren’t a good
source for you to follow."

 


Marty picked up the first Magazine in her
pile and scanned each of them very carefully, setting aside a few
that she thought were worthy of a second look and dropping the rest
on the floor for disposal. Once finished, she sat quietly for a
long while, looking as though her mind was elsewhere until she
suddenly got up and rushed into the apartment.

Though surprised by her odd behavior, Nick
did not follow her since he was sure that she would return soon and
tell him what it was all about. And he was right because Marty was
back in ten minutes wearing her bathrobe and muttering curses to
herself.

"Are you going to tell me what this is was
all about?"

"From the fucking beginning?"

"You should. And tell me what’s bothering you
and why you’re wearing the robe."

"Isn’t it obvious? Because I got
undressed."

"Come on, Marty, there’s no cause to be
pissed at me because I didn’t do you any wrong."

"You didn’t, and I apologize for barking at
you. But I’m totally frustrated by some of the things that we’d
talked about, in addition to what I found in these idiotic
magazines—all of which made me probe Nina’s memories for personal
information dealing with what she considered physical flaws that
made her life quite miserable."

"Okay, Marty, tell me about everything so I
can help you get rid of these things that seem to bother you so
much suddenly."

"Thanks. Let’s start with my breasts. The
fact is that Nina’s puberty had started at the tender age of eight,
when her breasts popped out before her upper body musculature was
able to bear the strain of their final weight two years later.
Which is why they had never had a chance to develop properly."

"And she’d been suffering from it ever
since?"

"Yes. And not just physically but emotionally
as well since most girls around her called Nina a cow and told her
that she’s got ugly udders."

"Kids can be very nasty, but what’s that got
to do with you since Nina’s emotional problems weren’t transferred
to you?"

"True, but I’d inherited her body with its
big tits that are killing my back most of the time since I refuse
to wear anything to bed while with you. And worse, you probably
didn’t notice it because of your new male enthrallment with their
size, that despite my youth my breasts are already sagging a bit.
Hell, I’m sure that they’ll start looking deflated and real ugly
before too long."

"I see. So that’s one disturbing feature that
you’d inherited from Nina. What else do you consider a physical
flaw?"

"My awful hirsute condition."

"What are you talking about? I don’t think
you’re hairy at all."

"That’s because Nina had it all shaved and
trimmed at the salon on the day of the wedding. But the fact is
that she was just as hairy I ever was a man—from below her navel
down to her toes, with curls sprouting out from between and over
her buns and the small of her back. And even worse, she had it
growing between her breasts and all around her nipples, all of
which she kept plucking on a daily basis. And it was all red, ugly
hairs."

"So how come you didn’t realize it until just
now?"

"Because having been a man before I accepted
it at first, but apparently her hair had a tendency to grow back
very quickly and now, a week after her hair treatment, it’s become
quite visible all over my body."

"Which shouldn’t be a big deal because most
women have body hair to some degree, which is quite natural."

"Yes, which her mother has quite a bit of so
it’s natural that Nina did as well. Besides, you didn’t hairy, just
had a little bit here and there."

"Like hell I didn’t. In fact everything that
you told me about how she got rid of unwanted body hair, personally
and by the beautician at the salon, is pretty much what I’d had to
do all of my life."

"How come I’d never discovered it?"

"Because no woman wants the man she loves to
know that she has a terribly thick mat between her legs, on her
chest, butt, and strands of them all around her nipples. So I took
constantly made sure to hide it from you. It was unpleasant and
painful most of the time, but that was my lot in life as a woman so
I accepted it."

"So you think I should accept my fate in this
life and be gracious about it?"

"I didn’t say that, so let’s get back to your
breasts and hair in a minute. What else bothers you about being a
woman?"

"My hair, I mean on my head. You were right
when you told me that I’ll have to take care of it because I looked
through all the women’s magazines that we got and they have tons of
advice on taking care of it. And if that wasn’t enough, they also
give instructions on makeup, genital care, the best tampons to use,
and lots more such things. It made me ill just thinking about the
shit that most women have to go through to keep themselves looking
healthy and presentable."

"I think they go a bit overboard with their
advice, but in essence it’s true and necessary. Maybe you got so
disgusted because your mind isn’t totally feminized yet."

"No way, not after everything I’d experienced
ever since my mind took over Nina’s body. But are you saying that
I’ll get used to my painful muscle condition, hairy chest and
pussy, and undergoing the crap I read about in the magazines?"

"I don’t know exactly what else you saw there
so I can’t address it, but I sure can talk about your weak upper
body muscles and hirsute condition."

"And tell me that I should have a breast
reduction surgery and undergo a hair removal process they call
electrolysis?"

Nick grinned. "Not at all, because I’d
researched breast implants at one time, and electrolysis when it
came out—and rejected both because I considered one unnatural and
dangerous, and the other too painful to suffer through. But what I
wonder, though, is why you think that you need either of these
treatments."

"Now I’m confused. How else can I fix all
these problems, including having to take lengthy hair salon
remedies?"

"Did it occur to you that you possess a mind
that can perform any physical miracle that you wish, like it did
for you earlier to tie your tubes?"

Marty gave Nick a surprised look, then
exclaimed. "I didn’t even consider it, which should tell you how
upset I became when I checked myself in the mirror real close and
found all these things."

"Then why not command your mind to take care
of it all for you? As we’d discussed, and I checked it out on my
own, our minds made many physiological changes to these bodies to
prevent them from aging, get sick, or gain weight. So why shouldn’t
they carry out similar tasks, all cosmetic rather than health
related, just as easily?"

"Gosh, and I’ve been bitching about poor ole'
me when all I have to do is instruct my mind to reconstruct my
back, shoulder, and pectoral muscles to be strong enough to bear
whatever weight that my breasts possess."

"Perfect. Then telling it to denude every bit
of body hair that you have, from your eyebrows down to the tips of
your big toes?"

Marty looked excited. "And even better, how
about telling it to superimpose this kind of hairdo onto my head?"
She picked up a magazine and tapped her finger on a full page
picture of a beautiful model with short blond hair that had a
number of dark streaks all over it. "How d’you like this one?"

"A layered hairdo? Very much, particularly
since this model has a facial bone structure very similar to yours
so I think you’ll look great this way. But why stop at that point?
She also has beautiful but subtle makeup on, which you can transfer
onto your own face."

"Actually, also set up a few variations to
the hairdo and makeup that I’ll copy other models that I’d seen in
the magazines and liked."

"By God, of course—you'll be able to change
your hairdo, color, and makeup all depending on what you wear,
where you’re going, or mood you’re in. Heck, it’s much like a
chameleon who changes her colors to fit the environment."

"A selection of a few different appearances
that can serve me as the ultimate security measure in tough
circumstances? Yeah, I like the idea very much."

Nick burst into laughter. "Spoken like the
true spook that you used to be. But actually, I can see a use for
such an ability that'll fit perfectly with your mindset--the
ability to look different every time you go out depending on where
you're going and do it in mere seconds."

Marty jumped to her feet excitedly and took
Nick’s hand. "Come, Nikki, let’s go do it right now."

 


Marty stood naked in front of the large
mirror in the bathroom and closed her eyes, concentrating on all of
the cosmetic and appearance issues that they had discussed, and the
pictures of the models that she wanted to copy into memory.

Nick, who was sitting on the toilet watching
her was startled after a moment when he felt the air swirl as
though they were in the midst of a storm, with bluish lights
crackling all over. It made him shiver since, despite the haze that
filled the bathroom, he could see Marty's body shimmer and then
become insubstantial for a while. Ten minutes later, to his
amazement, she reappeared bit-by-bit until she became whole again
just as the atmosphere in the bathroom returned to normal.

The sight he was confronted with was
astonishing since, at first glance, Marty seemed almost
unrecognizable. It was not only her hair, which was identical to
that of the model she chose, but also the delicate makeup that
accentuated her cheekbones. She wore light red lipstick, with
finger and toe nails covered with the same color polish. Also, her
hips were narrower, her behind smaller, and her legs much trimmer
than before. And, best of all, her groin, and all other parts of
her body that he could not immediately see, were all completely
denuded of hair.

Still, the most significant change in Marty’s
body were her breasts and their position on her chest—they remained
nearly the same size as before, but looked perfectly round and pert
and seemed to be held up by invisible means of support. It was
evident that the new upper body musculature that Marty's mind had
rebuilt was responsible for uplifting her breasts and bringing them
quite closer together and thereby creating a natural cleavage.

Marty’s eyes suddenly opened and her face
crinkled with a smile. "So, how d'you like the way your old hubby
looks like now?"

"Like a reincarnated Venus…. No, more like
Diana the Huntress."

Marty spun around slowly and grinned. "Does
that mean that you like the way I look?"

"Ask him." Nick smiled and pointed at his
erection.

Marty giggled as she curtsied. "His wish is
my command."

 



Chapter 9

"I’m terribly hungry." Marty said two hours
later while turning lazily to Nick, who had just woken up.

"It’s not surprising considering what happens
to us when we expend so much of our mental energy, which you did a
lot of this afternoon when fixing your body to perfection. "Should
we go Stefan’s?"

"No, I’d like go to the Fontainebleau for an
expensive dinner and then dance to one of their Latin bands like we
did after I came back from Korea."

"Yeah, and you looked great in uniforms with
all of them medals on your big chest."

"D’you think the hotel exists in this
world?"

"Of course it does, but under a different
name. We passed by it a couple of times but you didn’t pay it
attention, probably because it’s called Fountainhead nowadays."

"Everything’s changed here, but not
really."

"But what will you wear now that you’d made
your body change to such a degree that I’m sure you’d dropped quite
a bit of weight?"

"Only five pounds, actually. When my mind
eliminated every bit of body fat from my body it replaced it with
muscle to tone it up, particularly on my lower torso and legs."

"I think you ended up losing about a size and
a half from your hips, too. But where did everything go,
particularly the body hair, because there’s not a trace of it on
the floor or anywhere."

"Who knows or cares? It probably vanished
into some nether world."

"And since muscles weigh more than fat you’d
ended up at almost the same weight despite looking thinner. Okay,
so what will you wear?"

"Nina’s wardrobe includes some elegant gowns
that are belted around the waist and can be made to look smaller so
I’ll choose one that I like and wear it with a pair of matching
high heels and control top stockings rather than use a garter belt.
And, of course, my new and very sexy underwear."

"They do look great, you know. In fact, I
think that because of what you did to your body you probably no
longer even need to wear a bra."

"Yes, but I’d like to keep wearing one as a
decoration because it feels quite pleasing against my skin."

"Amazing how feminine you’ve become. But what
should I wear?"

"A typical Miami Beach tropical outfit—black
slacks, white jacket, blue ruffled shirt, a red ascot, and two-tone
shoes."

"Sounds like what a pimp would wear."

"In our days but not here and now. I’d seen a
picture of it in a magazine that described it as the ultimate
elegance men’s-wear. Which why I’m not surprised that whoever had
set up all of Paul’s new clothes had included such an outfit."

"Probably his grandmother. Anyway, you go to
the bathroom and get started while I look for the number and make
us a reservation."

"Perfect."

When Nick came out of the bathroom he gave
Marty an amused look when he saw her put on a pair of pink thong
panties with a front panel embroidered with bright red roses. "I
can’t believe you’re wearing the silly looking thing."

"Which looks great without any hair sticking
out of the sides. But never mind that because I got to choose an
outfit, one that would fit my new svelte figure."

"Take your time because our reservations are
for eight o’clock. And if you don’t mind it, I’ll just sit here and
watch you get ready for a while before I start getting dressed
myself."

"To make sure I don’t make any mistakes?"

"No, because I like watching everything you
do."

"I see." She opened the closet and pulled out
a black dress and held it up. It was made of a fabric so
insubstantial that she was sure that it was transparent, yet it
somehow seemed opaque. It was belted, strapless, had a built-in
bra, and a strip of white lace sewn around both the top and
bottom.

She put on a pair of black stockings that had
intricate designs woven into the silky material, then stepped into
the dress which was quite hard to zip because of the built-in bra.
It was a struggle, but she finally managed to fit her breasts in. A
quick look in the mirror made her gasp in amazement at the sight of
nearly half of her breasts exposed and pushed upward to create a
deep cleavage. She looked quite stylish with the lace edging lying
over them and with the bottom reaching barely to her
mid-thighs.

Gosh, she thought, I should look real obscene
in this kind of outfit yet I don’t because it makes me look kind of
regal. She took a longer look at herself in the mirror and was even
more pleased with her looks, especially once she stepped into a
pair of black high heels shoes.

Nick spoke for the first time as he came over
and handed Marty a long velvet jewelry box. "This will complete
your magnificent outfit, Marty. It’s the wedding present from
Paul’s grandmother, which came in yesterday with the rest of our
gifts."

"Probably because she saw my blood on the
sheets and accepted that she might as well be nice to me since I’m
here to stay as your wife."

"You might very well be right."

Marty opened it and whistled when she saw its
contents. Then, without making any comment she put on the long
earrings, a matching necklace that rested in her cleavage, and
bracelet, all of delicate gold rope with diamonds interspersed with
red rubies. She was even more amazed by the spectacle of herself in
the mirror.

"Are you ready yet?" She must have taken a
long time putting on the jewelry and then superimposing a beautiful
hairdo and makeup on herself, she thought, when she heard Nick’s
question.

She turned around to see him dressed exactly
as she had suggested. "Gosh, Nikki, you look like the most handsome
man in the world, you know."

"Which is as should be when accompanying the
most beautiful, sexy woman around."

"That good?"

"Yes. Absolutely. And not too shabby for a
rugged old Marine general."

"You think I might’ve dressed a bit too
daring?"

"I doubt it. The People that we’re going to
be around tonight all thrive on looking as daringly elegant as they
can." He came closer and sniffed gently. "No perfume? How come you
didn’t use the stuff that came in the jewelry box?"

"Because I smelled it and didn’t like it
since it was quite bland."

"No wonder, you being a new-born woman. Get
it and I’ll put it on you."

When Marty brought it, Nick turned the tiny
bottle upside down for a moment, then handed her the stopper. "Dab
it behind your ears, between your breasts, and on each wrist."

Marty did as she was told and gave him the
stopper back. "But I don’t smell anything."

"That’s because this kind of expensive stuff
doesn’t smell on it’s own. What it does is blend in with your skin
chemistry and a few minutes later it releases your own, personally
unique scent around you."

"I didn’t know that."

"Of course not. And it lasts for a very long
time, too. Anyway, ready to go?"

"Ready and anxious for my first public coming
out. Got enough money for the evening?"

"Plenty, which I better give you half of to
keep in your little purse."

 


Marty was upset when she sat in the car and
saw the way her dress’s bottom had crept up. "Jesus, look at how
far up my little outfit came. Hell, you can see everything up to my
panties. What can I do about it?"

"Right now I’m afraid nothing. But don’t let
it upset you because that’s what happens when you’re on the
driver’s side wearing something this short."

"Another lesson in proper feminine behavior,
I guess. But what about in other places? And is this particular
dress much too short?"

"I’m sure you’ve seen many young women
wearing this kind of a short dress and no one thinks that
anything’s wrong with it. And as to wearing such things in public
without embarrassing yourself, the rule is to always to lean
sideways and to never spread your legs apart."

"Sounds like a pain in the ass."

"Maybe, but tall women with the kind of
remarkable legs like yours like to display them for all to admire.
Besides, there’s nothing wrong showing a bit of panty on occasion.
Will it bother you much if you do?"

"Actually, now that I think about it, not too
much."

"How about showing a lot of breast like you
are right now?"

"Surprisingly, not at all. In fact, I kind of
like to show them. What do you think about it?"

"Hell, if I had any to show in the old days I
would have. In fact, if you’ll recall from years ago, I used to
wear a semi-transparent tops to all dressup functions, which I
loved doing."

"I remember it well, especially because it
showed your huge nipples in a very sexy way. Does that mean that
most women like to show their top?"

"I guess so. Oh, by the way, by now your
special perfume has reacted to your skin and is quite noticeable
and is quite enticing—very alluring, in fact."

"Which makes me wonder if everything about
women is in essence of a sexual nature."

"I think it is."

"I’m starting to understand that, Nikki, and
I don’t mind."

"That’s good because it shows what great
strides you’d made so far."

"Maybe it’s because of what I did to my body
this afternoon. One more thing on the subject—I wish I had
understood your femininity in the old days the way I do mine
now."

"That wouldn’t have been a good thing because
men have no business knowing the true nature of their women. Would
kind of kill the mystery that is inherent in a woman, and maybe
even cheapen it."

"Like watching her take a crap?"

"That’s a gross analogy but you put it quite
well."

"But things with us now are totally different
because you know all about the feminine mindset, and I the
masculine one."

"Which was why we’ve been able to please each
other so superbly ever since moment one, because we know what the
other one truly likes. Hell, even as centaurs we were absolutely
compatible."

"Exactly."

 


The hotel, aside from some subtle
differences, looked almost exactly as they remembered it from the
past as they walked through its lobby. But the restaurant looked
totally different, with a new decor that resembled more the South
Pacific than a Latin locale.

"Do you have a reservation, sir?" A
tuxedo-clad host asked Nick when they reached his podium.

"Yes, under the name Butin. For Eight
o’clock."

He looked in the reservation book and smiled.
"Ah, I see. Residents of our city." He took them to a table both
were sure was the best since it overlooked the brightly lighted
beach and shore.

"What was that about?" Marty asked once they
were seated.

"When they gave me a hard time about not
being able to take us in, I told the hostess that we live here and
that tonight was a very special event for us. Her attitude changed
instantly and she asked if eight would be good, so here we
are."

"I guess the locals treat other locals
especially good. It’s probably the same in all places that are
overrun by tourists."

"Justifiably so or they’d never be able to
get to the good places. What should we start with now that we’re
here?"

"Their best champagne, I’d imagine."

Nick chuckled. "Even though you know how it
would affect you?"

"Especially because of it."

"I’d like that, I mean both the champagne and
the reason for it."

"Same here. Do you realize that we hadn’t
done anything we’d planned on—very little reading, I didn’t set up
the computer, we didn’t look at any of our gifts, and we didn’t go
exploring shopping malls. And, also, I should’ve called Doris."

"And since we didn’t fly to Havana to start
our honeymoon as was planned, we may have lost the money that we’d
spent on it."

"Fuck it all." Marty said with a giggle. "I’d
rather continue with the new kind of program that we’d started.
Besides, there’s always a time for travel and work but never enough
for lovemaking."

"I agree with you wholeheartedly. Oh, here
comes our waiter so let’s see what specials they have for
tonight."

"And order a bottle of the most expensive
French champagne."

"Of course."

 


"So you really like my new body?" Marty asked
as they were sipping the delicious wine ten minutes later.

"There you go, fishing for a compliment.
Like? That’d be understating your fantastic looks. The proper way
to put it is that I’m in utter awe of your new and improved
appearance and not because the previous one wasn’t."

"Thanks for saying that. But why did you
change your mind so quickly when you saw me at first, from
considering me a Venus to a Diana."

"Because Venus’ beauty is kind of placid,
which yours definitely isn’t. Diana, on the other hand, wasn’t
supposed to be just beautiful but also terribly predatory looking.
I saw that instantly, which was why I corrected myself."

"Interesting observation, which tells me that
I must hide this side of me from the world and try to only display
my Venus face."

 


"I agree. It just won’t do for a young lady
such as you’ve become to be considered predatory. Tractable and
demure is far more acceptable to both men and women despite what
I’d read in the news magazines that I had the time to read, about
today’s equality environment."

"In other words, I should act the mushy
ninny?"

"I’m afraid so, poor girl. But that can be
easily remedied if you’ll change your makeup to that of a more
housewifely type."

"Like this?" Marty asked a moment later.

Nick was impressed by the drastic changes in
her appearance—there was barely any makeup on her face, which
seemed quite pasty, and her hair was longer and mousey brown. "That
was real quick, Marty, and you look frumpy. But you better change
back quickly or people will notice."

"Of course."

When she did, Nick was even more impressed
with her unique ability. "How many styles do you have in your head
that you can put on instantly?"

"Ten, but probably thirty if you consider the
combinations I can put into effect by them. But the best thing
about it all is that I’ll never need to use a salon or hair
products because all I need to do after towel-drying my hair is to
shake my head a bit and the hairdo I want falls into place. And
putting on the appropriate makeup is just as easily."

"So you managed to be rid of all the things
that pissed you off?"

"You bet. Everything."

"On another subject. Would you like us to
live here permanently?"

"No way, because of Paul’s family, who I’m
sure will forever pester us. Besides, after all our wanderings
around in the past I want us to settle in a place that I really
like—like Los Angeles, where it’s warm most of the time but never
as hot and muggy as it gets in Miami, and it seldom rains there.
And preferably live near the beach."

"Same here, so we’re in agreement on
that."

"Have you given any thought to what you’d
like to do in the future?"

"A bit but I couldn’t come up with anything,
probably because my mind was heavily occupied with more pleasing
stuff. But we’ve got all the time in the world to decide so maybe
we should just bum around for a while before settling down. Like
we’d planned to do before this insane thing happened."

"You mean take long vacations? Yeah, I’d like
doing that."

"We should. How about you, have you thought
of a direction you’d like to take with your life?"

"Other than for us to stay together?"

"That’s a given, isn’t it?"

"Of course. I haven’t given it much thought
either. No, that’s not true because what I meant was that I know
what I want to do generally, but not in detail yet."

"That was a typically convoluted statement
you like to make. So how about telling me exactly what you
mean."

"Sorry about that, but I'll admit that you
put it correctly about my response style."

"Which I actually always loved and
appreciated about you."

 



Chapter 10

They stopped talking when their waiter
brought the cold vichyssoise soup and freshly baked bread, which
had always been their favorite.

"Okay," Marty said when they finished the
soup. "I know exactly what I want to do—become stinking filthy
rich."

"That’s surprising because you never cared
much about money."

"That's because the Corps had always
supported us amply enough to live in a decent way. But I still
don’t care about money in the conventional manner."

"You’re confusing me a bit. What exactly are
you talking about?"

"Power, Nikki. And the way you attain it is
controlling lots and lots of money. Oh, having the one point five
million dollars from your fund is a lot of money for the likes of
us, but what I’m thinking about is for us to become huge business
magnates—moguls if you will, of an international conglomerate."

"I understand. You want to be in control of
billions and billions worth of bucks in business and industrial
corporations. Someone that presidents of countries will kiss your
ass to incur your favor?"

"Or wrath if they piss us off. Yes, Nikki,
you sure got my meaning."

"That’s quite a grand endeavor you have in
mind so let me think about it while we eat the rest of our meal and
we’ll talk afterward."

"Exactly what I had in mind."

 


When they finished eating Marty, nursing a
cup of coffee while her feet lay on the chair beside Nick, had a
smoke. "That’s a really unlady-like way to sit, Marty, especially
in such an elegant place."

"Fuck that. I like sitting like this and
that’s that. So what’ve you thought of my idea?"

"That it’s great, and that I’d like to be an
integral part of it."

"Of course you will, because you’re my
partner in everything."

"I like that, too. But I’ve been wondering
about what are we going to do about getting the money necessary to
set something this ambitious up. It’ll take a whole lot more of it
than what we have right now."

"That’s right. We need to accumulate a
substantial nestegg."

"So what’s your solution, Marty?"

"It has to do with what you told me about us
having a precognitive ability."

"I thought at the time that it could be a
very valuable idea but we never had the opportunity to discuss
it."

"Which we’re doing right now, aren’t we?"

"Then tell me what’s on your mind, and where
are you going with it."

"To the ultimate gamble, where one can amass
a great fortune without any danger of being exposed—Wall
Street."

"Yeah, it sure is the greatest gamble around.
But how can we do it on a large scale without someone noticing our
activities? I read in newspapers often enough about people coming
under suspicion because they had made too much money through what’s
called ‘inside information’, for which they get arrested. Besides,
we can’t do anything that will require any person-to-person
contact."

Marty gave him an appreciative look. "Great
analysis, Nikki, but there are some holes in it that you couldn’t
have known about. Yes, Wall Street is a highly regulated and
watched over industry, where unusual fluctuations in buys and sells
with heavy yields are closely monitored by the feds and are
questioned constantly. Which I’m sure is no different here than it
was in our time."

"Then you just shot down your own idea,
Marty."

"Not quite. My point is that inside
information has a short-lived duration and requires heavy buying
and selling activities, which get quickly noticed by the
authorities, or in many cases by competing colleagues. But what
will happen if such activities are totally unrelated to
fluctuations in the price of a specific stock? And, also, if
they’re all done exclusively on the internet by a large number of
unrelated people?"

"I see, then nobody will pay attention to
them. But where and how can you get a large number of people to
make daily investments for you?"

"That I don’t yet know, but I’ve got a germ
of an idea rattling in my head that I haven’t figured out so far,
but I’m sure it’ll make itself known to me or you pretty soon. But
in the meantime I want to run a few tests to verify that your idea
that we possess precognition is truly valid."

"What kind of tests?"

"The most obvious one will be to get on the
internet and buy some stocks using my precognitive ability."

"To see if we can truly predict the outcome
on their price by morning?"

"Exactly. But first I need to get on my
computer to see if it can be done at all, and if today’s internet
system is similar to our own old one."

Nick burst into laughter. "Oh, boy, you’re
back to manipulating computers?"

"Of course I am, Nikki."

 


Computers became Martin’s favorite toys once
he discovered their amazing power and abilities—so much so that he
made uncovering the secret data stored in them an absorbing game
for years. He worked hard on understanding their full scope before
most people even realized their existence, and became an expert at
penetrating the security of any system he wished to look into. His
unique ability had amused Martin greatly as he advanced into more
carefully guarded systems, deriving joy from outsmarting extremely
complicated systems without leaving any trace of his illegal
visits. Despite his ability to defraud any financial institution
that he could have wished to, he never used the computer for
anything other than for personal amusement, or for serious work
tracking international terrorists.

 


"I shouldn’t be surprised by it considering
your basic character."

"I’ll take it as a compliment. Now I’d like
you tell me everything you were able to glean from all the
newsmagazines that you had read until I interrupted you so rudely
this afternoon."

Nick grinned. "I’ve been wondering when you’d
ask. So, from some outright information and a lot of reading
between the lines, I discovered that this reality is totally
different politically and geographically than ours used to be.
First and most importantly, almost the entire western hemisphere is
American—from Alaska to beyond Columbia, Venezuela, and Peru, and
that the US flag has eighty states."

"You mean no Canada and no Mexico or Central
America?"

"That’s right. And Cuba, like Puerto Rico, is
another state."

"Which means that we kicked the Brits to hell
out during the revolution and then conquered Mexico and half of
South America as well?"

"That’s right. Mexico after General Santa Ana
attacked the Alamo, and Cuba and South America after the
Spanish-American war. And, also, we never had a Civil War because
our constitution forbade slavery from inception."

"I'm glad. Any problems with the native or
ethnic populations afterwards?"

"None that I could discern, except for the
Frenchies in Montreal at first. But everyone settled down as the
United States became the mightiest country in the world
economically, and all its races assimilated into solid, loyal
citizenry."
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