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“Please… don’t hurt me.” My voice was barely a whisper. I backed away until the

heel of my d’orsay stiletto touched the wall. My fingers slid across brickwork.

There was nowhere else to go.

“Ya think yer gonna walk outta here with nothin’ but a few scratches or a fat lip?

After what you did?” That was Dirk, the name Jimmy spoke on the phone. He was

the tough guy in the group, it’s leader. The others took their cues from him.

I shook my head, avoiding eye contact. “I didn’t do anything.”

“Oh no? Pretendin’ to be a chick, foolin’ poor Jimmy here into thinkin’ he was

gonna score? Whaddya call that? Just another day at the office?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—” I stopped. Didn’t mean to what? I had let Jimmy

kiss me, I couldn’t deny that. It wasn’t what I set out to do, even after he chatted

me up in the bar and bought me a drink, and I agreed to his offer to see me home.

He came across like one of the good guys, a gentleman. I felt… valued. Not just as

a human being—although that made for a nice change—but as a woman as well. It

was the best feeling I could imagine. Being drunk out of my skull would’ve been

less disruptive to my ability to think straight.

That’s when he kissed me. I didn’t see it coming, but it didn’t feel like an assault

either. It was soft, yet insistent, and I felt myself yielding—much as I imagined a

real girl might. Even then, I wasn’t afraid of getting caught. I knew I could pass as

female, because I looked like a woman and I’d trained myself to move and speak

like one as well. This was my first attempt to kiss like one, but I figured it couldn’t

be that different from making out with one of my old girlfriends.

I remember thinking, just follow his lead and it’ll all work out.

Then he groped me. I didn’t see that coming either. Like I said, he seemed like a

good guy and it wasn’t like I was looked easy. I was wearing a fairly chaste mini-

dress with a high neckline; sleeveless, but layered with a jacket of the same

design. Even so, that’s when he outed me. A tight gaff and a high-waist panty

girdle wasn’t enough to hide the truth from prying fingers.

He jumped back like I’d just burst into flames. Then he swore and called me a few

choice names, ‘faggot’ being the least objectionable. I tried to edge away, but he

grabbed my wrist and pulled me onto a secluded bench. It wasn’t like I could run;

my feet were securely strapped into a pair of stiletto heels.

Not to mention he was a lot stronger. Ironically, I never felt more feminine.
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He warned me not to move, then pulled out his phone. He spoke in a low voice,

but between the expletives I heard ‘trap’ and ‘fairy-boy’, which did not sound

encouraging. Five minutes later his buddies arrived in an old Ford Mustang and I

found myself backed into an alley.

It was getting dark, in more ways than one. “You didn’t mean what, fag?” Dirk

poked a hairy finger at my left breast. “Are dese things real? You go to that much

trouble to fool a real man like Jimmy into doin’ ya?”

“No… I didn’t mean to lead him on.” I pawed a long blonde tress out of my eyes.

“It wasn’t like that at all. I just wanted—”

Dirk pushed me against the wall. “Wanted what, bitch? To suck ‘im off?” He

threw a sly glance over his shoulder. “What’s the deal, Jimmy-boy?”

“She wanted it bad,” Jimmy said, his face draped in shadow.

What could I say? All that came to mind was the truth. They say it’ll set you free,

but don’t you believe it. “I wanted someone to… treat me like a real woman.”

They all laughed; Dirk the loudest. “Ya hear that, me old droogs? Fairy-boy here

wants to be a real girl.” He glared at me. “That why you fooled my buddy, fairy?

Made ‘im think he was gonna score with a real chica?”

“No! I just thought he was nice. He made me feel…” I bit my lip, but I couldn’t

think of another word for it. I swallowed hard. “Ladylike.”

More laughter. “Oh, man, that’s rich! The fairy wants to be a lady, just like his

precious mommy.” He leered. “I say we make this fag’s dreams come true. Give

‘im the full meal deal, know what I mean? Four of us men, and if he don’t swallow

every last drop and beg fer more, we give ‘im a beat-down the fucker won’t ferget

this side of paradise.” His eyes narrowed. “Whaddya say, girlie? I bet you been

waitin’ yer whole life to find out what a real man tastes like.”

Again I shook my head, for all the good it did. Truthfully, the notion of ‘doing’ a

guy that way, someday, had occurred to me—but not now, and certainly not like

this. In spite of that, Dirk forced me to my knees.

That’s when the evening took a sharp left turn into the Twilight Zone.

A lariat—a golden lariat, no less—settled around the arms and torso of one of the

other men, a thin guy with a pinched face. He grunted in surprise as the rope drew

tight, then yelped. “What the fuck?” He clutched at his crotch.

The rope loosened, flipping up and away. The thin man fell back against the wall,

desperately groping himself. Dirk ignored the interruption, his attention focused

on me. His member stuck out from his pants, fully erect. “Eat it.”
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Then it was the second man’s turn. I heard him yowl and out of the corner of my

eye saw the golden rope flip up and away. He too grabbed at his crotch.

Dirk pushed against my lips. I looked up at him, eyes wide, still not fully grasping

the situation. His own eyes were cruel slits. I heard Jimmy cry out, “Oh crap, my

wiener! What the fuck—?”

Dirk grabbed my head. My mouth parted like the Red Sea, he slid inside, and I

tasted him—for all of two seconds. His manhood retreated as fast as it arrived,

sliding straight out and slithering back into his fly. He too yowled, stumbling back

clutching at his groin. “It’s gone,” he screamed. “The bitch bit it off!”

I recoiled in shock, wondering for an instant if I had. But no—my throat was

empty. There was nothing to swallow but saliva, and not a whole lot of that.

He took a step forward, his fist raised. I shrank against the wall. Then he noticed

that his friends were stumbling back to the Mustang, their hands still engaged in

self-examination. With one last murderous glance, Dirk ran after them. He leapt

into the passenger seat and the car roared away, as though pursued by some

demon as yet invisible.

“Hey, lady—you okay?”

Dully, I stared at the pair of pink tennis shoes in front of me, then looked up at the

girl wearing them. She appeared to be about fourteen, and she carried a golden

lariat coiled around one shoulder.

“I think I’m okay. Thanks.” With her help I struggled to my feet. “You, uh… don’t

have to call me ‘lady’, by the way. I’m not really—”

“Yeah, I figured—from what those a-holes were saying. But you sure look like a

lady to me—you must’ve gone to a lot of trouble—so I just figured: full props,

reet? Far as I’m concerned, you’re one of us.”

“Thank you. That means a lot.” She led me out of the alley, to a less-secluded

bench with enough light to feel safe—or at least safer. Still trembling, I sank onto

the seat. A police car cruised by, on its way elsewhere. I willed it to find Dirk and

his buddies, who sure as hell deserved to be punished.

For the first time, I took stock of my rescuer. She was dressed for gym class, clad

in a purple long-sleeve T-shirt and workout leggings, both made of spandex, while

her bleached-blonde pixie cut needed some serious combing. She was wearing a

headband with a bronze insignia high on her forehead, the pointy end oriented

down toward the bridge of her nose. It appeared to be part of a superhero costume,

and I was pretty sure I knew which one. “Wonder Woman, isn’t it? Is that who

you’re supposed to be?”
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She shook her head. “That’s where I got the crown jewel, but I’m too young to be

her. You can call me ‘Wonder Wendy’, ‘cause that’s my name.”

“I’m Tara,” I said, that being my girl-name. Solemnly, we shook hands. “Not to be

negative, but you look more like Tinker Bell.”

“I get that. I like Tink, but she’s got that perky up-do goin’ on. It’s cute, but I was

never much for hairstyles. Yours is really pretty,” she added. “Is it all, uhm… your

own hair? I know it’s none of my biz, I’m just curious.”

“It’s all me. I tie it back into a thick ponytail when I’m in guy mode.” I paused,

realizing how odd it was for an adult to be rescued from a bunch of thugs by a

spindly-looking teenager. “I’m curious too. How’d you make those guys take off

like that? They seemed pretty freaked out.”

She shrugged. “Full props to the lariat. It’s magic, ya know. You’d be freaked out

too if your junk disappeared all of a sudden.”

No one could possibly believe a story like that, and I wouldn’t have either—if I

hadn’t seen it happen. How else to explain the way Dirk’s manhood shrivelled up

before my very eyes? No man who ever lived could go from a raging erection to

maximum shrinkage in two seconds flat. Not to mention his angry cry that it was

gone. All four of them had grabbed their privates before fleeing.

I looked at her in wonder. “You can really do that?”

“Like I said, it’s the lariat. I just kinda tell it what to do, with my mind.”

“That’s really wild.” Hesitantly, I reached out. “May I?” She moved it closer, but

didn’t let go of the rope. I let one of the loops trail between my fingers. It felt

smooth, even waxy, like some kind of flexible plastic. Touching it made the tips of

my fingers tingle. “What else can it do?”

She looked embarrassed. “Actually, nothing. It can’t even ‘compel’ people the

way the real one does—if there was a real one, I mean. I can’t order a guy to stop

committing a crime or give himself up to the cops. But the bad guys tend to run

away when their willies go bye-bye, which is almost as good.”

I hid my smile. “You’re pretty good with a lasso. Is that part of the magic?”

“Nah. I grew up on a ranch in Montana. I’ve been doing rope tricks since I was

knee-high to a prairie dog. That’s where I found the lariat—in an old cave, way up

in the hills beyond the north forty. A landslide opened the entrance, and there it

was: coiled up on a stone altar.” She giggled. “I thought it was gear from some old

prospector—until I roped a bull and it turned into a cow.”

My jaw dropped. “Are Dirk and those other guys—female?”
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“Nope. They weren’t bound long enough for that to happen.” She leaned closer.

“See, the first thing to go is the balls. That happened once or twice, when the dude

managed to slip out real fast, and he shouts, ‘My balls are gone!’ That’s how I

figured it out. It’s not like I can tell the difference.” She rolled her eyes. “If I leave

it for a few more seconds, then their dicky-bird goes bye-bye too.”

My mind was racing. “You said the bull turned into a cow?”

“Yeah. That’s ‘cause he was tied up for awhile, before I noticed.” She grinned.

“Daisy’s one of my uncle’s best milkers now.”

Holy crap! I managed to stammer, “You—you’ve, ah, been doing this for awhile?

The superhero thing, I mean.”

“A few months. Since we moved back to the city—we being my mom, my little

brother and me. Dad passed away nearly ten years ago. That’s why we went to

stay with mom’s brother on his ranch.”

“I’m sorry. That must’ve been tough.”

“It’s okay. I miss the ranch, but Mom wants us to go to a good school. Money’s

tight, but… ya know, we get by.” Another shrug. “I better get back. Mom doesn’t

like me to be out late. She thinks I’m at yoga.”

“I’ll walk with,” I said, climbing to my feet. “Which way you headed?”

“Same as you,” she said. “I’ve seen you around the neighborhood a few times.”

She looked dismayed. “Hey, I didn’t peg you for a guy or anything! I just thought

you were a nice-looking lady and uhm… the big sister type. The kind of woman

I’d like to be when I grow up.” I noticed she was blushing.

“It’s okay, Wendy. I’m touched.”

We walked in silence, my heels clicking, as the evening deepened and cars flashed

by with lights ablaze. It was a clear night and stars were struggling to emerge from

the background haze produced by the city. We cut through the grounds of the city

library, bound for the maze of apartments and condos on the far side.

Wendy pointed out her building: a housing project on the edge of a newer sprawl

of low-rise apartments. I pointed to my own condo; the front balcony was visible

through the trees. “It was nice to meet you, Tara.” She offered her hand.

I took it, but did not immediately let go. “Wendy? I have a favor to ask.” I licked

my lips. “Could you… would it be possible to use that lariat… on me?”

“Huh? Why would I do that? You’re not a criminal.” She looked confused.

Oh, the innocence of childhood! “No, I’m not. But I am someone who has always

wanted to be a woman. A real woman, Wendy. Not just pretend.”
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Her eyes widened. “Oh, wow, really? I never thought of that.”

I let go of her hand and removed my jacket. “Look at me… I’ve gone to so much 

trouble to look like this. You have no idea. I have to watch what I eat; a lot more 

than most girls do. I have to exercise really hard. I 

have to shave my legs three times a week, and my 

face twice a day sometimes. It’s only going to get 

harder as I get older. It would mean so much to 

have my body working with me for a change, 

instead of against me. Do you understand?”

“Sure do.” She uncoiled the golden lariat. 

“You’re pretty sure about this, huh?”

“I know there’s no going back. I’m ready.”

She gave the rope a twirl and the loop flew over 

my head. It tightened around my elbows. Almost 

immediately I felt a shift in my panties, followed 

seconds later by a yawning emptiness between 

my legs. Wendy grinned. The rope drew tighter.

My eyes flew open as some force pressed deep 

into my groin. It didn’t hurt, but the area began 

tingling like it was on fire. My lips parted. A 

gasp escaped as the fire expanded throughout 

my belly. I knew I was female when my hips 

shifted and widened; now of child-bearing size.

The fire raged as it boiled through my body. The 

breast forms I was wearing vanished, absorbed

into my chest and replaced by twin mounds of flesh

I could feel all the way to their erect tips. The tingle 

rose into my throat, like an acid that must not be 

swallowed. “Oooh” fled my lips as my throat flattened

and my voice changed. No longer would I have to work 

hard to sound convincingly female. I closed my eyes.

The fire encompassed my face, my hair—even my mind. 

I sensed a subtle change in my attitudes. My goodness, I 

thought, men really are pigs! I sort of knew that before, 

but all of a sudden I was certain. Women have to watch 

what they do, 24/7. I’d been so foolish with Jimmy, to 

let him manipulate me like that. It wouldn’t happen again.
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I opened my eyes when the rope grew slack. Wendy coiled it up and slung it over

one arm. She cocked her head. “How’s it feel, Tara?”

“Wonderful.” My voice was a feminine purr as I thanked her. The final, decisive

burst of fire had briefly turned my body into a roman candle. I knew without a

blood test that my entire genome must have been rewritten, consigning my former

Y-chromosome to the dustbin. It would be a tough go to convince anyone I’d ever

been male, but I might be able to argue that I’d been a girl from birth and was only

raised as a boy. I wondered if my parents would go along with the fiction.

I slipped into my jacket, feeling lighter and happier than ever before. And smarter.

“You know, you could make a lot of money doing this.” I put my arm around the

girl. “Help out your family, pay for college—whaddya say?”

“Gee, I wouldn’t know the first thing about stuff like that.”

“Let me worry about it.” My thoughts were racing ahead. I’d quite my job, hire a

lawyer and have myself legally declared female. Then set up a clinic, hire staff—

nurse, receptionist, accountant, psychiatrist to vet the clients—and me as the ceo,

drawing a six-figure salary. Wendy as well, of course, and the two of us could split

the profits fifty-fifty. This could work!

We exchanged addresses. “Come by my place on the weekend, ‘kay? We’ll talk.”

“Sure thing, Tara. Boy, am I glad we ran into each other!” She waved and ran off,

looking as happy as any fourteen-year-old ever had.

I took a deep breath and set off for home, head held high, with my heels tapping a

feminine melody on the sidewalk. From now on that would be the song of my life.

I still found it hard to grasp that I was now a woman—for keeps—but further

verification could wait until I was home and naked.

A golden lariat. Amazing. Who would’ve believed something like that could really

exist? My mind drifted back to stories I’d read online, about some item or other

that could magically transform a man into a woman. All ridiculous, of course, yet

here I was: fully and wonderfully female. The fictional items did have a habit of

disappearing at inopportune moments, trapping the hapless hero in female form,

but that hardly applied here. My own fate had already been decided.

I felt the pull of silk panties across the freshly tilled garden of my womanhood.

My pulse quickened at the thought of what was soon to come: meeting a man—

hopefully one of the good guys—allowing myself to be pursued and won, before

eventually taking him to bed. To be mounted like a cow in heat, I mused, recalling

Wendy’s bull. I touched my chest in silent wonder. Perhaps I too, like Daisy, was

destined to be a prize-winning milker.  �


