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Sometimes, in my dark moments, I wonder whether God will ever stop testing us. I know that this world is but a sad reflection of the pleasures and wonders to come, that my life here is a mere examination of my virtue in the face of adversity ... 

But I struggle. I struggle deeply whenever something as absurd as this happens. 

My name is Salma bint Mansoor Al-Saqaari. I am now married to Jamal. He has divorced his first wife after a scandal that was quickly hushed up to prevent any further dishonor. I have no idea where she went, and I don’t care. For now, I try to be a better wife for him. 

One day, I will be the mother of his children. Then my name will be Umm Hassan, after my husband’s grandfather, who was a wise and clever man. It was him that brought wealth and power to our emirate, maneuvering carefully through the tides of chaos of the 20th century. He was a man of many pacts and quick changes when faced with new options. A true friend to few, and a man as skilled in warfare as in diplomacy. 

A pious and modest man. 

I am happy that my son will bear his name. 

And yet, I am frustrated that my husband had his birthright stolen by these freaks ... 

Of course, now they act as if it had always been this way, and I keep being impressed by how forgetful people can be that keep insisting that the true skill of the Arab people is memorization. Well, some are more selective in their skills than others. 

Because I still remember. I still remember when Jamal’s small, weak half-brother showed up. A soft man like a dancing boy, helpless and ridiculous. It is astonishing that a seed as strong as our family’s would produce such a creature! And then, there’s his sister! If one could even call that a sister!

Another insane creature of Western degeneracy! Our race has produced its share of women warriors, such as Aisha, may Allah be please with her, but ... not like this!

What is even worse, in defiance to the will of God, she has changed herself! She has become a man. I wasn’t even aware that such a blasphemy was even possible. And yet, here we are. She has unseated my husband, she has overtaken our family, and Anas, her brother, has disappeared. It is all incredibly frustrating! How can a merciful God allow this? Truly, it is kismet in the worst way. 

What infuriates me to no end is that all those soft-spined weaklings immediately submitted to her and now act as if she has become a man! Of course, if I didn’t know, it would never have occurred to me that she could be anything else. A man’s man ... 

I must admit that whatever turned Nouf into this Naif man was shockingly effective. Sometimes, I wonder why all men cannot be like this ... 

My Jamal is a good man. He is strict, he is smart, he is devout and he can be charming. He also used to be beautiful and still has a very good beard. The dentist is working on his teeth after this Naif monster knocked them out of his mouth. For now, he still looks devastated, but I am sure he will return to form. He is strong of mind and faith. That should help. Anything a woman can hope for. 

And yet, sometimes, I have horrible thoughts of this Naif person that my half-sister-in-law has become, as absurd as it is. Such strength! Such manliness! It is enticing ... 

No. 

I must never accept this. Never. 

My husband is wasting away. Despite my best efforts, he is depressed and sad. He spends his days brooding and pondering. I feel sorry for him. Nothing I can do cheers him up. We live in one of his father’s houses, way outside our city. 

It can get lonely out here. 

I walked up to him as he looked out into the desert from the back of our house. I touched his hand and whispered: 

“Won’t you come in, husband? If you wish, I can entertain you ... Take your mind off the things that trouble you ...”

He sighed. Then he turned and looked at me. I must confess that there isn’t much to me. While many women of my tribe are truly beautiful, I was blessed with a sharp mind and a pious character. Despite my best efforts, however, I am lacking that which would make a man crave me. Most men. Jamal understands my qualities. 

I gently guided his hand inside and directed him to our bed. As he settled down, I disrobed, showing him my slim, boyish body. All the women in my family have wide, child-bearing hips and large bosoms. I looked like a young man. 

Still, what I lack in figure, I try to make up in devotion. I climbed on the bed and caressed his exhausted body. His chest had shrunk a bit over the last months, his body had become weaker. It was sad to see. 

I kissed his cheek, then his lips. Jamal did his best to keep his mouth shut at most times to hide the damage to his jaws. Still, feeling the tickle of his beard on my lips made me giggle. At least, this amused him and I felt his hands on my slim body. 

Soon, my own hands were plowing through his chest hair, then down to his crotch, to his penis and his testicles. I kissed him there too and licked him until he got hard. With his blessing, I mounted him and started riding him, finding him large enough to please me. 

As I enjoyed his hardness, I saw a strange expression on his face. 

Between trusts, I asked: 

“Husband, what are you thinking about?”

I could tell he wanted to say something, but then, he shook his head. I found the way he looked at me confusing. Not judging in the way I expected, but still ... strange. 

He just continued, and eventually, I could feel him tense up in me, and I felt him cum. 

I smiled at him and whispered: 

“My husband, I am happy to be with you.”

I cuddled against him, running my fingers through his chest hair and amusing myself with his nipples. Then I gently bit on his earlobes and kissed his cheek. 

He seemed to enjoy this attention. My hand went down to play with his penis as he was thinking. Eventually, he spoke. I listened attentively. 

“I am invited to my ‘half-brother’s’ house. He wants to congratulate me on our wedding. I have no idea what devilry this person is up to, and I sure hope this is not a trap to hurt me. Or you, for that matter. He, if I may even call this creature that, is a monster.”

“Then don’t go, husband. Let him wait for you until the last day. You don’t need him.”

“You know I can’t. I may despise him, but ... he is the head of the family now. A usurper, but still. If I disrespect him, I will bring shame upon my part of our house, and ... I cannot accept that.”

His words sounded slurred from his broken jaw. All of a sudden, I was impressed by the height of my husband’s honor. A lesser man would have run away and refused to ever risk exposing himself to such an adversity again, but he would confront it head-on!

I smiled at him: 

“My husband, I will come with you and be at your side when you confront the beast.”

“Thank you, my wife. This is everything I could ever ask for.”

He kissed my forehead gently. 

We arrived at the stately manor of Jamal’s family in the late afternoon. The place was rather grandiose, and I felt a sting when I realized that this should be mine. Sadly, that monster Naif had taken his place and robbed us of our birthright ... 

I did my best to suppress my fury, and we were led to the big courtyard by some servants. 

When I saw Naif, the one that had once been my sister-in-law, I shivered. This person was gigantic ... I had seen him from a distance, but never up close, and the sheer manliness of this creature was terrifying. He was sitting there among his retainers and was amusing himself by telling some tall tale or other, while the women were huddled together at the back, chattering among themselves. We were all veiled modestly and as Jamal greeted his “brother” begrudgingly, the giant got up. 

He walked over to us with powerful steps, his gait suggesting that he was truly magnificently gifted. I shivered. I wasn’t supposed to think about these affairs, but here I was, and it was impossible for me to ignore the enormous man’s appendage shifting under his thawb. 

The huge man looked down on Jamal and said, his voice thundering: 

“My brother, it is good that you came. I trust your face is healing well? Have you found a good dentist to repair your teeth? I can recommend one ...”

That monster’s expression was terrifying. He was grinning, each of his pearly white teeth large and hard, looking almost predatory. I was shivering behind my veils. It was ... not just fear ... but something else too ... 

Was it his smell? Around this giant, there was a kind of musk, something that made the hairs on my body stand on end, making me hesitate between the urge to flee and the desire to ... offer myself to him. I gritted my teeth and closed my gloved fists, hoping he would not notice this. 

He kissed Jamal’s cheeks and said: 

“Welcome, welcome. We are all family here. Sit with us.”

Jamal hesitated. Then Naif turned to me. I felt so small and weak and helpless in front of this insane creature. I was cursed with my tiny, boyish body, and this ... beast was so utterly manly ... I looked down, guarding my modesty. 

Then, without warning, the massive man grabbed me and lifted me up, before kissing my forehead. I was like a toy in his mighty hands, completely helpless. I could feel that Jamal was tensing up, wondering whether he could even hope to stop him, but realizing that it was not only pointless, but would also permanently ruin his standing. 

The giant’s bushy beard invaded the eye-slit of my niqab and tickled my face through the fabric. I produced a panicked squeal. Then I felt the enormous ... thing under the man’s thawb shift against my leg. 

Ya Allah! It was as thick as my thigh, and as hard as rock!
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