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The Dubai Detail

1.

People hear I'm a private security contractor with a military background and they assume I've seen combat in the Gulf. Stateside I don't really mind, so I let them think it's true. Here in Dubai, I don't have to pretend because no one's ever asked me about it. Wars are just events that sweep through neighboring states. And in Dubai's case, regional conflicts tend to bolster their bottom line, so no one seems to mind.

The truth is that I’ve never killed anyone or had anyone trying to kill me. While this means I’m not exactly ‘battle-tested,’ employers see the resume and know I have the training. I think that at least a few times it’s worked to my advantage that I spent my tours of duty in Germany and South Korea instead of Afghanistan and Iraq. Fewer ethical complications that way. Guys like Mohamad al Abasi don’t have to contend with the idea that they may be sent to the fires of hell for employing an infidel who’s spilled the blood of Arabs. That must have been why he picked my resume out of the stack and gave me a call.

The Burj al Arab is that big sail-boat shaped building you’ve probably seen if you’ve ever googled ‘Dubai’. Luxury like you’ve never seen, or anyway like I’ve never seen. He wanted to impress upon me that he meant serious business. But nothing could have impressed upon me more than that first meeting with Ela.

After a stinking, over-priced cab ride I arrived at the place sweating and agitated. There’s something about the city that sets my nerves on edge. It isn’t dangerous. To tell the truth, most people can walk around without ever having to fear anything from anybody except maybe getting ripped off. The only people who need private security contractors around here are people with money. Or secrets. And she had both.

I took the room key left for me at the front desk, showed it to the two Arabs guarding the door to the suite, and was allowed to have a seat on the couch inside. I had just enough time to wipe the sweat from my brow when she came in.

She was dressed head to toe in Western-style clothing. Hip-hugging jeans and some kind of designer t-shirt which had been cut, whether by the designer or her I don't know, to display her ample midriff. Her bare feet revealed pink toenails and her black hair was curled into ringlets that bounced as she walked. Her skin was the color of mocha, almond-shaped eyes, and a slender, rounded nose.

“Oh, hello,” she said in an accent that suggested an English boarding school. “And what should I call you?”

“Dennis Brock, ma’am.”

“Don’t you ever call me ma’am, Dennis Brock,” she said with a coy smile.

“What should I call you?” I asked.

"I like Ela. That's my name, or anyway, it's what I like to be called." 

“Hi, Ela.”

“How about something to drink? I’m afraid I can’t offer you alcohol.”

“Anything you have is fine, as long as it isn’t water.”

I realize it's stupid, but I can't stand the taste of water. Never liked it. So in the desert, I drink a lot of Gatorade. Ela returned with some kind of fizzy orange soda that's popular in the Gulf States.

“I’m much obliged,” I said.

“You’re meeting with my father?” she asked.

“That’s right.”

“I hope you do well.”  

“I take it there’s a good chance I won’t?”

“The other four didn’t. But, then, I hated them all. And my vote counts for something. We may not be living in a democracy, Dennis, but a girl knows how to get her way with her daddy sometimes.”

“What did you find unsatisfactory about the other prospects?” I asked, trying to keep things professional but sensing that she was toying with me. 

“They were lumps. Big, hulking lumps with no imagination or personality. Nothing lumpy about you though.”

I almost choked on the orange drink.

“I don’t want to offend,”, I said, once I’d recovered my composure. “But don’t Muslim women usually wear a scarf?”

“You must be new to Dubai.”

“That’s right.”

“Well, here covering is not required. Although you’re right. I’m Saudi and we mostly always do.”

“But you’re not.”

“And I’m meeting a man who is not my husband in the front of the living space without a male member of my household present to chaperone me. We have more liberties here than in Saudi Arabia. It’s the reason I’m here.”

“I see.”

“You’ll see that I’m a rather queer sort, Mr. Brock.”

“I will?”

“If he likes you. Which I think he will. I like you, and that’s the first thing he’ll want to know.”

“Well, I’m glad,” I said. “I– like you too.”

She drew nearer to me, examining me like I was a bug and she’d just learned that trick with the magnifying glass.

“Don’t keep my father waiting,” she said, taking the half-drunk bottle of pop from my hand. Our fingers touched as she took it and I could smell the jasmine of her shampoo. “I’ll put it in the refrigerator. You’ll get it back when you’re through.”

“Right. Nice to meet you, Ela.”

“Charming to meet you as well, Dennis Brock.”


2. 

The office where I met al Abasi was pretty spare. A few books with Arabic writing on the cover, a model oil tanker on the desk. But the big window with its rounded edges was the most impressive feature. Al Abasi stood and shook my hand. He was dressed in the traditional Saudi style but his trimmed salt and pepper beard signaled that he was a progressive, forward-thinking kind of guy. The sort of person who could trust an American like me.

“Welcome, Mr. Brock. I’m happy to meet you.” 

He said something to his assistant who went for the french press in the corner and started pouring us coffee. The assistant wore an all-black suit which was a ridiculous choice for the environment but did have the effect of making him look cool and a little bit intimidating.

“Thank you for your invitation, sir.”

“So, how did it go?” he asked. After a moment, I realized that he was referring to the meeting I just had with Ela.

“I think I passed,” I said.

“You’re right,” he said, holding up his phone. “Text messages. I love these things. Helps me to keep me in contact with all of my kids. I have seven of them, you know. Are you married, Mr. Brock? Do you have children?”

“No, sir.”

I was used to this question. It was one you got asked a lot in a Muslim society.

“This is no place to find a wife, you know. At least one who you will be married to for more than an hour.”

I heard somewhere that Dubai was 75% male, so the topic of women was never far from anyone’s mind. And those ‘one-hour marriages’ were ones you could get in any brothel in the city, of which there were legions.

“I’m not really at that stage in my life yet, sir.”

“Why not? You’re nearly thirty. High time, no?”

“I take it that Ela isn’t married,” I say, trying to redirect the conversation. “Or I would have met her husband first, isn’t that right?”

Al Abasi didn’t say anything, just pursed his lips as if he was trying to decide whether he wanted to say something. I wondered whether I’d struck a nerve, though I couldn’t see why.

“I do not love Dubai, Mr. Brock. My wives love to come here, my children too. They love shopping, dancing, and, yes, even drinking which is easier to do here than in Saudi Arabia. But the freedom that they experience here is the same freedom that I feel when I return home.

This is not an equal world. The Koran tells us that a man has responsibilities to his dependents that go beyond their responsibilities to him. And yet we men, as heads of our houses, have privileges too. We take these things for granted, and rarely do we think of what is like for those on the other side of those privileges."

I didn’t know exactly where this was going, but I sensed there was something about the Muslim culture I was about to find out about.

“I mentioned already that I am a father several times over. A grandfather too, Allah be praised. I love them all, I want to protect them all. But I do not treat them the same. They each need different things, and I try to meet the needs of each.”

“Yes, sir. Well, whatever needs your daughter has, security-wise, I mean, I stand ready to provide for them.”

“Then you should know, Ela is not my daughter. The person you met before is my son.”

I was floored. For a second, I wondered if he hadn’t confused the words for ‘niece’ with ‘son’ or something like that.

“When Mahfouz was young, we saw that he was different. He was unusually shy around the men. When a boy is young he always spends his time with female relatives. But even as he grew, he wanted always to be with the women. When he asked to dress the way his sisters did, we knew something was wrong. I prayed to Allah for something to be done, but in time I came to accept that my son would never be the head of a household, would never have a wife of his own. He dreamed of someday becoming a bride himself, which is, of course, impossible.”

I felt a pang of sadness for the child al Abasi described, and thought of the confident young woman I’d just met in a new light.

"I am a man of faith, Mr. Brock. My faith has rules, but it also teaches mercy. Mahfouz began dressing and acting like a girl, I did not forbid it. But I knew that no one outside the family could know. When he turned eighteen, I allowed my son to travel in secret to Thailand for surgeries. I did not recognize my own child. He asked me to call him Ela, which I do because I am indulgent with my children. I love my son, Mr. Brock. But Mahfouz– Ela, can have no part in my world. I would be disgraced, and he would be in danger. It is unsafe in Riyad for someone like Ela. That was a sacrifice he knew he was making, and it is one he has accepted."

“You need a security detail to keep Ela safe in Dubai so you can return to Riyad.”

“Yes, but there is more. Ela is headstrong, boisterous. He cannot accept that he must keep himself hidden for his sake, as well as the family’s. You will be more than a bodyguard, you will be a personal escort. Ela cannot go off dancing with men she does not know. He cannot meet men at parties. Men in our culture might beat him if he found out what my son is. Perhaps worse. That risk is unacceptable to me.” 

“So you want me to be a minder as well as a security guard?”

“Minder, protector, driver– You do have defensive driving certifications, do you not?”

“Yes.”

“All of these things. Everything except butler and maid. Those will be taken care of by others who can stay out of the way.”

“But why entrust all these tasks to me?”

“Discretion is the most important part of all this, Mr. Brock. I want to draw as little attention as possible and that’s easiest with a small staff. You will be under contract. I can pay you two-hundred thousand US dollars per year.”

My eyes nearly bugged out. That was well over anything I was expecting to get, even in an expensive city like Dubai. With that, I could buy a home in Georgia, or get most of the way there, anyway. 

“So, just so we understand each other, Mr. Abasi, I would have to be monitoring Ela, having to follow her everywhere–”

I stopped short when I used the female pronoun, which seemed far more appropriate anyway.

“Oh, go ahead and call Ela her. And yes, within reason you would have to keep my son under your watch. I trust that now you know Ela’s secret, you will not be tempted by any romantic feelings. You are a normal– what do you say in English? A red-blooded man?”

“I’m red-blooded sir.”

“Very good. Please remember Mr. Brock you are in a Muslim country. Homosexual acts are illegal here. So, do we have a deal?”

The contract he pushed in front of me was written in perfect English, mostly boilerplate stuff. But my eyes had trouble focusing on the fine print. A whole year being a nanny for a transsexual heiress of a Saudi oil fortune? I was prepared to do security, but a lot of that is standing outside doors and waiting in cars. This would be something else entirely; something a lot more intimate.

“Yes, Mr. al Abasi. We have a deal.”


3.

Clutching my Starbucks cup in my hand, I arrived at Ela's penthouse at an upscale building overlooking the water. It's just the kind of hastily thrown up structure that Dubai is known for, flashy and glitzy and a little tacky to boot. I worried in the elevator about how I would act around Ela now that I knew her secret. More than anything I worried about how I was supposed to law down the law. A regular security guard jumps when he's told. He doesn't have to set the rules, he just has to follow them. But this was different. I would have to decide whether a given activity was an acceptable risk or not, and I'd have to get Ela to listen to me.

I knocked in and was let in by a Filipina servant who announced that her name was Maria. Ela entered wearing a skin-tight pink dress, putting on a pair of earrings.

“Oh, hi Dennis. You didn’t have to stop for coffee. You can come straight here in the mornings. We have the finest beans available. Help yourself to the coffee maker anytime you like.”

"Thank you, Ela. What do we have in-store today?"

“Just the nail salon,” she said, holding up her hands to show me. From where I was standing, they looked perfect already but I guess there were things I just didn’t understand.

“Could I recommend something a little more– conservative?” 

She frowned.

“Now, Dennis, you aren’t going to start approving my wardrobe choices are you?”

“Only a suggestion.”

“Suggestion noted,” she said. “You don’t mean to tell me that you don’t approve of this, do you?”

She crossed her legs, leaning forward slightly to show off her ample chest. She sashayed like she was a runway model. The skirt was so short that it was possible to catch a flash of her white panties. Then she set a hand on her hip, inviting me to admire her. The hot pink complimented her brown skin perfectly. So much so that there wouldn't be any men walking down the street who didn't look at her and plenty that would do a double-take.

“I was given to understand by your father that we were to keep a low profile here.”

“And?”

“You’ll get stares.”

She seemed pleased with this, twirling a lock of hair around her finger.

“Oh, relax. Nobody walks in Dubai. We’ll be in the car the whole time. The only ones who will see me are the ladies at the salon. So, shall we go?”

The Mercedes is a pleasure to drive when you can actually open her up. Of course, in the city, the streets are mostly gridlocked. And the ones that aren't are full of motorists with death wishes. We managed to get to the nail salon all right. I would have been perfectly happy waiting in the car, but since I was obligated to keep an eye on Ela wherever she went, I had to follow her inside and wait while she tried on different polishes. Like 95% of the city, the women were immigrants, mostly from South Asia. They chattered and chuckled as they worked, just as nail technicians everywhere do. Ela was probably as oblivious to what they were saying as I was. I wondered if they knew her secret. Could they tell by looking at her hands? Her fingers were longer than a regular woman’s. I noticed back in the penthouse. But some women have long fingers, so what?

I noticed a kind of anger that crept up inside me when I thought of those women gossiping about Ela without her knowing it, making lurid comments in front of her face. I reminded myself that I had no idea what was being said and had no reason to assume the worst. I was becoming protective of my charge, which is a good thing. But it was also the kind of thing that could interfere with my job if I wasn’t careful.

“All finished?” I asked Ela when she came over.

“No, silly. I still need to do my toes next. I just wanted to show you. What do you think?”

She’d chosen a shade of pink to match her dress.

“They look very nice,” I said.

“Such a man,” she sighed. But I could tell she wasn’t really annoyed. Actually, she seemed more amused than anything. “You didn’t even look.”

“I looked. I can glance at something and see it. I’m very observant that way.”

“You don’t want to get yours done too, do you? They don’t have to do a polish. You could get a clear coat.”

“Thank you, but I’m fine.” Keeping your cuticles clean is something they teach you in the Army. I keep them perfectly trim, and that’s plenty. Pretty nails, I don’t need. “Why don’t you finish up and I’ll be here. Take all the time you need.”

I didn’t mind waiting. I’ve been that way since I was a kid, and it’s an advantage in this line of work. If you can’t stand to sit with nothing but your thoughts to occupy you, you’ll make a lousy security guard. I watched all the people who enter the place, making a note of their faces in case someone shows up again somewhere they shouldn’t be. If we’re tailed, I would be sure to know. The funny thing is, I couldn’t help but watch and wonder about the people I saw. Did they have the same genders they were born with? It’s an idea I’d never had before, but meeting Ela made me think about it. How many people are there walking around who weren’t born the way they are now? One in a hundred? One in a thousand? One in a thousand doesn’t sound like a lot until you realize how many people you see in a day.

Ela finally finished and walked over.

“You’ve been a very good boy,” she said. “You deserve a treat. Do you like Boba tea?”

“I’ve had it,” I said.

“Let’s get some. I’ll send the directions to your phone.”

I realized that I had never given her my phone number, but obviously, her father had. Good thing, too since we'll need to be in constant contact.

“I’ll stop by there and we’ll pick it up on the way back to the Penthouse.”

“What’s your hurry?”

“Ela, I don’t want to sound paranoid here, but as your personal security detail I have to prioritize what will keep you safe over what you’d prefer.”

“My white knight,” she said, clearly unamused.

“Shall we?”

She exited the shop without saying a word. Before I knew it, she was out the door and on the street. Three young Indian men watched her go, leering and joking with each other as they watched her go. My worst nightmare. 

“Ela!” I called as I followed her out of the nail salon. “Wait up!”

Ela was quiet on the drive to the Boba tea store. And when she did speak, it was in calculated little barbs meant to rile me up.

“You must have a very impressive resume for my father to give this very important assignment.”

“He trusts me because I’m competent and well-trained,” I responded without letting my voice betray any feeling.

“He made you sign a contract, of course.”

“Yes.”

“How long?”

“One year.”

“I imagine this must be the beginning of a terrible ordeal for you.”

“That isn’t true.”

“He warned you not to get too close, of course.”

I just nodded, meeting eyes with her in the rearview.

“Because I’m a man.”

“You’re my client,” I said. 

“Were you surprised?”

“I was surprised, yes.”

“Well, you’re here. So I guess I’m not too repulsive.”

“There’s nothing to be repulsed by about you,” I said. “You’re an extraordinarily beautiful woman.”

I’m not sure why I said it, other than I knew that it was true. She was extraordinary. But that didn’t mean I had to say it. I was venturing dangerously close to breaching the code of ethics here. The thing is, it was exactly what I had to say for Ela to be appeased.

“Thank you, Dennis. You’re very kind.”

I didn’t say anything more. I drove her back to the penthouse, the two of us silently reviewing what just happened between us.

4.

There was nothing to do for a few hours before dinner, so I just sat in the living room and did a crossword puzzle. I usually love these, but it was hard to concentrate. I thought about the professional boundary that I’d crossed in the car and stupid I had been to do it. Ela didn’t need to know that I thought she was beautiful. It may have flattered her at the moment, but now she was thinking about what it meant. There was no way to downplay it. I showed my hand. And now we still had to work together as professionals. Ela emerged from the bedroom. She’d changed outfits, appearing a white shoulder-less dress. The dress was tight but much less flashy than the last. More girl-next-door, and it was even more alluring.  

“Dennis,” Ela said. “I’m going to be having dinner now. I won’t be going out again tonight so you’re free for the rest of the evening.”

I rose to go.

“Of course, if you want to stay, you’re welcome. Maria always makes more than I can eat.”

“Sure, okay,” I said.

“It’s all vegetarian. I hope that’s alright.”

“Sure,” I said. “I eat clean anyway.”

She led me into the dining room where there were salads already laid out on the table. As we sat, Maria approached and poured water into my glass. She gave me a look. I knew I was overstepping my bounds here. Technically, I was 'the help' even if I didn't get paid like a member of the household staff. The truth was that my choices were heating up a refrigerated chicken breast like I'd done every night that week or eating with Ela, and I knew which one I preferred.

“You were in the Army, weren’t you?”

“Yes, for four years.”

“The American military is the best in the world.”

“Well, you’d never know it from some of those guys,” I said.

“Pardon?”

“Oh, that was just a little joke. Yes, it’s very good. It taught me a lot.”

“How to shoot a gun, that kind of thing?”

“It’s a lot more than that. The most important thing it taught me was self-discipline. I wouldn’t be the man I am today.”

“I can see that just by looking at you.” She eyed me hungrily. “You know, this building has a rather good gym. I could give you the access key and you’d be free to use it any time you like.”

“Thank you, but I already have a membership to a gym I like that’s not far from my apartment.”

“Suit yourself.”

She said something in Arabic to Maria that I didn’t understand. She went into the kitchen and when she came back had two short glasses and an opened water bottle.

“What’s this?” I asked. There were already water glasses on the table. Maria poured some of the ‘water’ from the bottle into my glass and slid it towards me. One whiff told me it was vodka.

“I don’t drink,” I lied. I actually just didn’t drink vodka, probably bootleg vodka, with a client I swore to protect.

“Never?” Ela asked.

“Not while I’m on duty.”

“I know what you must be thinking, but this isn’t some cheap counterfeit. It’s actually rather good stuff. But I understand if you won’t indulge. You don’t mind if I…?”

“Go right ahead.”

Ela took a delicate sip, her lipstick leaving a stain on the rim of the glass.

“I feel that we hardly know each other at all,” she said.

“Well, I’ve only just started.”

“Tell me about your family.”

“There’s not that much to tell. I’ve got one sister.”

“So different from my family.”

“Both of my parents are still alive. My father worked in a lumber factory before he retired and my mother is a registered nurse. She still works, but not as much anymore.”

“Why did you join the military?”

"It's what a lot of guys I know did. But actually I never really saw myself as one of them. A lot of the guys where I'm from see the Army as this macho thing. For me, it was more like joining the priesthood or something. I was answering a calling."

“The call to adventure? You’re certainly a long way from home. An exotic place for a Westerner.”

“Dubai is certainly that.”

"I'm glad to know you aren't a macho guy, Dennis. Most of the men I know are the same. They terrify me if you want to know the truth."

“Terrify?”

“Boys like that tormented me when I was in school. I’m relieved to know that even someone as muscle-bound and manly as you can be kind too. It must take a nurturing and protective spirit to do what you do.”

“Yes, I guess that’s true,” I said. “Ela, you know you can feel completely safe with me. You never have to look over your shoulder while I’m around.”

“I know. And I’m glad. It feels wonderful to have a man like you watching over me. And confining too, for reasons I hope you understand.”

“I can understand that. And I’m sorry for it. I wish that it didn’t have to be this way, but–”

“Don’t apologize. You’re doing your duty. Though I hope that we can become friends and that I can trust you to be more than a bodyguard.”

“What more do you want me to be?”

Ela took a long sip from her vodka glass. Maria set down plates of eggplant braised with garlic and other veggies and then returned to the kitchen.

“A confidant?” Ela said.

“What secrets do you have that you need to confide?”

“Maybe confidant is the wrong word. But someone who I know I can trust absolutely.” 

“Of course. I can be that for you.”

Mostly what I want to know is, are you loyal first to me or to my father?”

“I don’t know that it’s about loyalty to one or the other–”

“Answer carefully. You can’t say that you’re loyal to us both without lying.”

“Well– your father is the one who pays my salary. But I don’t want you to think that means that I don’t care about you sincerely. I really want us to trust each other.”

She sipped her vodka a little more and eyed me with a kind of detached amusement. I picked up my knife and dinner fork and started on my eggplant.

“Can I ask you another question, to build trust between us?”

“Is it about me and your father?”

“No.”

“Go ahead.”

“Why aren’t you married?”

I smiled, but it looked more like a grimace.

“What? It’s a perfectly reasonable question. You’re a handsome guy, why leave your family and move to the other side of the world to watch some spoiled princess with an oil fortune and a secret between her legs?”

“Who doesn’t want to see the world?” I asked.

“Most people, actually. Oh, they might like to visit a place like Dubai for a week, but I have yet to meet another American who has chosen to live here.”

“Well, I guess that I’m more adventurous than most.”

“Don’t your parents pressure you to have a family?”

“Not really. I guess they always figure that I’ll get around to it eventually. There’s always time later, right?”

“Not always.”

Obviously, I wasn’t thinking. My comment was callous, even cruel.

“I’m sorry. I’m an idiot. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“That’s all right. To be honest, I’m relieved in some ways that my father doesn’t pressure me the way he does the rest of my siblings.”

“You’re lucky. Your father seems like a good man.”

“He is. But sometimes I wish things could be different. I can accept a life without children, but I can’t accept a life without love.”

“No one says you have to.”

“I won’t. That’s why I’ve got something I’d like you to do for me.”

“What?”

“Finish your dinner. Then, I’ll show you.”


5.

She made me wait after Marie and the butler from Mauritius whom I had yet to speak to had both left for the evening. She told me to wait outside her door and to only come in when she told me to. I didn’t know what she was going to ask me to do, but I had a feeling that it was going to involve me risking my job. I wasn’t blind. I could see that Ela was attracted to me. Dinner had made that clear enough. But I wasn’t prepared for what she was about to do next.

Her bedroom door opened a crack.

“Dennis?” she called, “You can come in now.” 

I entered the bedroom, which was a lot larger than the rest of the apartment would suggest. There on the bed was Ela. She wore a pink bikini top and a pair of skimpy cut-off jean shorts with the fly undone to reveal as much skin above her crotch as possible.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“You look amazing,” I said.

“Are you sure? No lying.”

“I wouldn’t.”

She flicked a lock of black hair out of her face with a finger.

“Can you do something for me, Dennis?”

“What?”

“I need pictures. I have a… friend in Sweden and he’s awfully cold and lonely up there. He’s asked for some pictures of me, and I don’t want to let him down. Will you help me?”

“Ela, I–”  don’t want some other guy looking at you. “Don’t think that sending photos like that to some guy you met online is such a good idea. From a security standpoint.”

“Please, Dennis. It’s not easy for me here. I told you before that I need love in my life. But I can’t date like everyone else. I need someone who will understand me. When I find someone like that, I want to keep him interested. Please.”

She crossed her smooth perfect legs, one over the other. Reclining to show off her perfectly sculpted breasts, she ran her fingers through her hair to show off her lustrous locks. 

“You want me to take photos of you?”

“Please, Dennis. I want to look sexy. Like somebody beautiful.”

I knew that it was exactly what her father wanted me not to do, but I couldn’t help it. I’d had a few women up to this point. I’d even had a few who wore cut-off jeans and had fake tits. But not like her. She had class and grace and femininity that came from a deep reserve of longing. Best of all, she was a goddess and didn’t know it. That made her hotter than any bimbo with nothing but a nice body. She had substance, and I knew that I could bring that out. So, I accepted her camera and took hundreds of photos, gently coaxing out the confident girl within. She gave me her best come-hither stares, pouty-lipped kisses. She rubbed her manicured fingers from her flat stomach up to cup her exquisite breasts. When she got up on her knees and bent over, I watched as she slid down her shorts to reveal the thin little g-string that clung to the cheeks of her ass. I snapped photo after photo of her undressing. When the shorts were completely off, I saw the tiniest hint of a bulge peeking out from underneath her.

I was aroused immediately. Something about seeing this amazing hottie who had a penis just like mine made me want her so badly. Then, still facing away from me, she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor.

"Now turn towards me," I said. She rotated her torso towards me, and I momentarily forgot there was a camera in my hands. Her breasts were so perfectly round that even without a bra they maintained that exquisite shape. Her little brown nipples were like chocolate kisses on her caramel-colored skin. She coyly covered them with her hands, then made slits with her fingers where she revealed them to me. I snapped a few photos, then she turned so that she was reclining on the bed, propping herself up with her arms. I saw her package tucked inside her g-string, her huge mounds, and the flat, muscular stomach which sloped beneath them. She stared straight into my eyes.

“You can stop now,” she told me.

“You don’t want anymore?” I said.

“Do you?” she asked.

"Yes," I said. I tossed the phone onto the bed beside her, approached her, and leaned down to kiss her ruby red lips. Gently rubbing her chin with my thumb as I kissed her, I drank her in. The smell of her lavender perfume, the taste of vodka still on her tongue. She was haunting me with her taste, her tongue flicking mine as I worked my way into her mouth. I was fully hard by the time that she broke off the kiss, reaching down to touch me through my pants.

“Let me,” she begged. “Please let me have you.”

“Fuck yeah,” I said, undoing my belt and pulling it off me. She delicately undid my button and unzipped my fly. Carefully pulling my waistband down, my cock sprang up immediately. She kissed the tip of my cock lovingly, taking in my smell. Then she wrapped her lips around me, lubricating me with her juices and getting ready to take me in her mouth. She thrust my shaft deeper into her throat. As I placed my hands on the sides of her head, she looked up at me looking for my approval.

“Don’t stop,” I told her. “I need this.”

Gleeful at the way she was treating my cock, she went to work happily. She made smacking noises as she sucked me off, alternating between thrusting me in and out and licking the underside of my cock. I could feel that I was about to cum, and she must have sensed the same thing. Her thrusts became quicker, frantic. She wanted my seed badly and I wanted it to erupt inside her mouth. She sucked it hard and fast when it came, the taste of it making her moan with pleasure. She kept going until every residual bit had been consumed.

She looked up at me as my erection began to recede. She smiled.

“Was I good?” she asked.

“You were incredible. The best I’ve ever had.” 

“Good,” she said. She rose from her crouching position and picked up her phone, reviewing the pics. “That will be all for today, Dennis. Thank you. You may go now.”

For a second, I thought she was kidding. But then when she didn’t crack a smile it dawned on me that this was no game. She was actually ordering me out of the room like some kind of servant.

“What are you doing?” I asked, not sure what else to say.

“I’m going to bed. I appreciate all that you did for me today, really. But I need to get some rest. I hope that you can understand.”

Without another word, with the saliva from the tip of her tongue still warm on the head of my cock, I turned and left.


6.

I thought I understood Ela. I knew right away that she was a lot of things, but I never imagined that she could be cruel. That will be all? What the hell is this? Sounds like a cheesy line you’d hear in an old play about a spoiled aristocrat talking down to ‘the help.’ I wasn’t the one who initiated things. Okay, maybe I did. But she was the one who took it as far as she did. What did she want me for? Just to use me?

Okay, now maybe I’m the one who sounds like the woman in the relationship. But the truth is, I need love too. Everyone does. Nobody is immune. And I thought I saw something in her that made Ela different. I thought a girl like her, vulnerable and rejected by men, would be a little less eager to turn around and stomp on somebody else’s heart. Guess I didn’t really know what I was doing.

I really have no idea why I didn’t just do the most obvious thing and call in sick for work. I fully expected to. That was my plan from the moment I woke up. But after ruminating on the problem over a run, I realized that I really didn’t have anything that I would rather be doing than going to Ela’s apartment. That made me feel vaguely pathetic, but it was true. I was basically bored out of my mind on my days off. I can read a book about the history of World War II for an hour, go to the gym for another hour, and then I’m pretty much done. I just can’t think of anything else to do. Besides, I needed to see her, if only to prove that the way she treated me didn’t bother me.

She greeted me as if everything was perfectly normal. She offered me a kind of Persian pastry that she had delivered from the bakery, but I didn’t take the bait. I just had my coffee and didn’t speak a word to her. I was hoping that she would demand to go out somewhere just so I could tell her that we couldn’t risk it. I would have loved to deny her the pleasure. But maybe she knew that I would do that, so she didn’t even bring it up.

I ended up spending the entire day just sitting in the living room with my heels resting on the coffee table waiting for something to happen. Unless you count Maria giving me a dirty look, nothing did. Around lunchtime, a delivery guy arrived at the door and I took the shawarmas from him. There was a whole bag of them. The rolls of lamb and veggies smelled pretty fantastic. So, when I put them on the table and Maria informed me that Ela had bought enough for all of us, I couldn't resist. Ela ate hers in her room, which I found incredibly weird. But I at least got a chance to chat with Maria and the Mauritian butler. Both said as little as they had to, and I disliked them more after this exchange than I had before. Was this my life? Why was I putting up with this situation? There was no reason that I had to, really. I'd signed a contract, sure. But it's not like I signed in blood. I could always break it and walk away. Sure, the money was fantastic, but was it worth getting played with? It would almost be better to go home with nothing than to stay here and have to play Ela's mind games.

After lunch I sat around for even longer, getting even more bored and pissed off to the point that when Ela finally did emerge from her room and suggested that we go to the mall, I actually jumped at the chance. I wanted to spite her, I just really wanted to get up off my ass even more.

Dubai has malls like you’ve never seen in your life. One of them, called The Dubai Mall, sells tickets to get inside. Yes, you need to pay $200 just to walk inside. I’m not kidding. We didn’t go to that one. Ela wanted to go to the Mall of Emirates, which is also fancier than pretty much any mall you’ve ever been to.

“You’re quiet today, Dennis,” Ela said once we were walking along the walkway of the mall’s expansive second floor.

“What do you expect?” I replied.

“Don’t be that way. I’m sure I didn’t hurt you that badly.”

“Sure how? How do you know what I’m feeling?”

I sounded like a petulant child, but what could I do?

“You understand why we can’t date. I don’t need to explain it to you, do I?”

“I… I just don’t like feeling used.”

“I’m simply trying to be as direct with you as possible, Dennis.”

“But why act like that? Why talk to me like some servant after what happened?”

Ela didn’t say anything for a while.

“I told you I have a boyfriend. Someone I’m seeing long-distance.”

“Yeah, so?”

“It was a lie. There is no one else.”

“Is that supposed to clear things up for me?”

“I didn’t want you to get too close. I thought that by telling you that, I could entice you. It worked. But I need to keep you at a distance too.”

“No, you don’t.”

“You know what I am,” she said. “If my father found out, you wouldn’t just be fired. You could be jailed. You could be expelled from the Emirates.”

“Who would ever know?”

“Maria and Antione already know everything.”

“So fire them and keep me.”

“Stop it.”

“I want you, Ela,” I said. “I don’t care what it costs. I don’t want to be your servant. I want to be your man.”

“Are you sure?” she said. “If you say it now, you can’t take it back later.”

“I’m sure. Tell me what you want me to do.”

She touched my hand as we walked. In the West, it wouldn’t have been such a provocative gesture, but here I knew how much it meant. There was a Victoria’s Secret and we went inside. I’ve always liked walking past this store, though I wouldn’t enter alone. Ela left me while she flicked through the aisles. I took note of the selections that she made, picking out a pair of black panties with a bra that had a pair of black wings attached to the back straps. She escaped into the dressing room with it and I waited, glancing at the underwear. A group of identically-dressed Arab men walked past, glaring at me. This was definitely not the kind of thing people approved of in Muslim culture. But what did I care? I wanted to march right into that dressing room and watch her put everything on so that I could take it off her. Instead, I waited until she came out of the dressing room, bought the stuff, and then came over to me.

“I’m ready,” she said.

“Let’s go.”


7.

I waited in the penthouse parking lot. Antione emerged from the elevator and walked out of the exit to catch the next bus. After ten minutes of waiting, I watched a van full of Filipinas come by to pick up Maria. Satisfied that they were both gone for the evening, I exited the car and took the elevator upstairs. I was sweating from sitting in the hot car. Beads of sweat ran down my nose and landed between my pecs. My heart raced as I anticipated what she would look like in the underwear. When I arrived in the penthouse, I started unbuttoning my shirt before I even reached the bedroom. I kicked off my shoes and could feel my erection growing as it pressed against my slacks.

I entered the bedroom without knocking. Ela was crouched on the bed, the best position to show off her breasts.

“Oh, it’s you,” she said, affecting a bored expression.

“Stop it,” I said. “I’m not playing your game. You’re playing mine.” Her eyes lit up, and I could see she was going to enjoy being dominated. “Come over here and undo my belt.”

She hopped off the bed, eager to comply. My hardness grew as she drew closer to me. She ran her fingers along my cock as she undid my belt, unsheathing my swollen member.

“So, what next?” she asked. I grabbed her, running my hands across the small of her back. With a quick snap, I unhooked her bra. The cups slipped from her breasts and I ran my hand across her greedily. I could see her cock rising like my own, fighting the fabric of her panties. She moaned gently as I touched her, pressing my hard cock against her stomach. She giggled involuntarily. 

“Let me see your ass,” I said. She turned and got on her knees. I slipped out of my slacks the rest of the way, letting them fall to the floor. I was fully hard and ready to enter her.

“Where’s the lube?” I asked. She pointed. “Don’t move.”

I went to the bedside table and began to slick my dick with the gooey white cream. She watched with fascination. I turned it into a bit of a show, rubbing the head of my cock with the moisturizer so that it made her all the more eager. I saw a scarf on the bedside table and got an idea.

Strutting back towards her with my cock in the air, I came up behind her.

“Close your eyes,” I commanded. Then I wrapped the scarf around her head, covering her eyes. “You’ve been terrible,” I said, smacking her hard on the ass. She moaned. “But now you’re going to be punished.” 

“Please, sir, take my panties off me,” she begged. I could see her hard cock peeking out from between the curves of her ass. I tried to imagine my own cock fighting to break free from that tight fabric, the discomfort of being so confined.

“When I’m ready,” I said. “If I want you to wait, you’re going to wait.”

I could actually hear the fibers of her panties straining as her cock tried to fight its way out of the thin fabric between her legs. She squirmed uncomfortably, splaying her hips in an attempt to alleviate her discomfort. She bucked a little, and the sight of it made me lick my lips.

"That's right, you little slut," I said. "You want daddy to take your panties off you. You want to feel his hard cock pressing into you."

"Yes," sound my blind little love slave. "I want your cock in me, daddy."

I spanked her again, enjoying the way she turned her cheek to me each time. Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I reached over and pulled her panties around her swollen head, then slid it down the curves of her ass. She groaned delightedly as the panties slid between her legs. Then, with both hands, I parted her thighs. She stuck out her pert ass, bringing it closer to my thickness. As I pressed myself inside of her, she sighed, then gasped.

“You’re so big!” she practically shouted as I pushed myself into her.

As my hips began to sway against her, I thought about the way she’d treated me before and I wanted it to hurt a little. I wanted to punish her and dominate her, and to let her know that she was never going to talk that way to me again. She moaned as I forced myself deeper within her, but I could feel how eager she was too. I enjoyed the way that her raven hair cascaded across her mocha skin. I thought about who Ela was before and what she’d had to do to become this hot, sexy creature splaying her ass for me. And I thought about what it would feel like if anyone found out what we were doing. The look on her father’s face, his disgust and betrayal only made the whole thing that much hotter to me. The transgression made it so much better somehow. We’d always have to hide, but it didn’t matter to me at that moment. I wanted this hot piece of ass, and that was all that mattered.

Before I knew it, I was coming inside her ass, my hips bucking as I let her take it all. She panted as I slid out of her.

“Thank you,” she said. I tugged the scarf off her with a quick jerk.

“You’re not finished yet,” I said, patting her thigh. She turned on her stomach, her cock still hard. I picked up each ankle and put it on my shoulders. Then, I began to rub her breast with one hand, the head of her cock with the other. Her mouth curved in the shape of an ‘o’ as I played with her. I watched with satisfaction as her eyelids fluttered and her back arched involuntarily.

“Cum for me,” I commanded. “I want to see you cum all over your tits. Cum on those big tits for daddy.”

I rubbed harder, faster, willing her to comply. I knew that she was seconds away from bursting. Her precum was already all over my hand. When she came, I directed the stream of thick, ropey cum onto her tits. It was still so fascinating to me to watch this girl enjoying a cock of her own, and I soaked up the sight of her eagerly. I brought my face close to hers, rubbing her nose. She pursed her lips, anticipating the kiss. Instead, I rose from the bed.

“Now you’re done,” I said with more than a hint of satisfaction.

“No kiss? After that?” she whimpered.

“Be patient,” I said. “We’ll kiss when I decide. Now go clean yourself up. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


8.

After that night, Ela and I crossed the threshold and stopped being employer and employee. From then on we were lovers. I knew that we couldn't stay in Dubai, so a few months later we decided to leave the city and her family's money behind. She withdrew what she could from her father's bank account. It may not be much to the heiress of an oil fortune, but it was still a hell of a lot more than what I would have been paid if I'd finished off my contract. We've been living comfortably in Virginia. I don't know what's ahead for us, but I'm sure that someday we'll have to deal with her father. Or maybe not. I wonder whether the reason that we've never heard anything is that maybe on some level al Abasi wanted this for Ela even if he could never give his approval outright. I'd like to think so.

It feels good to be the guy with an exotic girlfriend from a foreign land. Nobody suspects her secret, and I don't feel the need to tell them. It's simpler this way. My parents know, just no one else. I thought that Ela would have trouble adjusting to a life of simplicity after her experience of privilege, but all things considered, she's done pretty well. We've got a little house, a pickup truck, and that's good enough for both of us. I think about what would have happened if I'd never taken that job. I guess my life wouldn't look all that different on the outside, but I never would have discovered life with this sexy girl. I'm grateful that it happened, and I can't wait to see what the future has in store for us.


I’m Telling Him Tonight

1. Melanie

“You still haven’t told him?” Sherise asked.

“No, and it’s getting to the point that I really have to if I want for things to… ya know.. Move forward.”

Melanie could feel that sinking feeling in her gut coming on again. And this wasn’t even the conversation she’d been dreading. This was the conversation about the conversation she’d been dreading and she was already feeling the same anxiety she always did when the subject of ‘her past’ came up.

“But he’s cool, right? He’s not like weird or homophobic, or anything?”

“Yeah, he’s totally not, like, an asshole, or anything. We watched Drag Race and he was like completely straight-faced the whole time like, oh, this is interesting!” 

“Does he have gay friends?”

“Well, he told me that his best friend Ryan’s brother is gay. But not, like, anybody he’s really close to. He doesn’t hang out with any gay boys, I don’t think. He’d probably tell me if he did.”

“So, okay, that doesn’t really matter. Straight guys don’t always hang out with gay guys. Why would a gay guy want to hang out with some straight guy anyway? It doesn’t mean he’s like, bigoted, or whatever.”

“Yeah, I know. But it’s not really the same thing, ya know?”

“Totally not the same thing.”

“I mean it’s not about accepting some guy he barely knows. It’s about accepting me. As me.”

“Exactly. Which he will.”

“Yes. You’re right. He will. He’ll accept me. He definitely will, right?”

“Totally. Think about Dylan. Look how great that turned out. I mean, not in the end. But in the beginning it was great. And you were straight up with him right from the start.”

“Yeah, I know. But…”

“What?”

“Parker is way better than Dylan. I mean, I know that sounds mean. But he’s so funny and hot. He’s got actual abs. Like real ones that you can see with his shirt on. He wears these tight shirts to show them off. I’ve never dated a guy like that before.”

“Girl, you’re so much hotter now than you were when you dated Dylan. Plus, you're practically a celebrity now.”

“Oh, come on. Lots of girls have one-hundred and three thousand followers.”

“Nah, uh-uh. Don’t sell yourself short like that. Not many girls have that. Especially not girls like us.”

It was true. Of all the trans girls she knew, Melanie could only name a handful who had a bigger following on Instagram. She was actually a legit influencer, and could call herself one. It was where practically all of her money came from. And it’s not like she was ever deceptive about her past. But she didn’t exactly put it on blast either. She was, like, low-key a trans girl on Instagram. Not an INSTAGRAM TRANS GIRL. Big difference.

“You seriously look like a model,” Sherise said, and it was true. Sherise was a great friend; her best friend. The first new friend she’d made after coming out as trans. But if Melanie was honest, she’d become a lot hotter than Sherise. They both knew it, and while it may not have been fair, Melanie knew she had nothing to apologize for. It was a lot of hard work and a little luck that had gotten her where she was now, and she knew that she’d better enjoy it. If she couldn’t do that, what was the point, anyway? It almost made the irregular bouts of crippling self-loathing and disgust kinda worth it.

“Okay, but you know for guys that doesn’t always matter. After they learn the truth…”

“Some guys are like that, yeah. Okay. But all men? Come on. You know that he might be completely cool with it.”

“It’s been too long. If I’d told him at the beginning, maybe it would have been okay. Now he’s going to say that I hid it from him.”

“So, why did you wait to tell him?”

“I dunno. I just hate feeling like it’s the first thing I have to announce about myself when I meet someone. I wanted to get to know Parker first, and let him know me. That way, he’d get to see who I really am, and I could see him.”

“Okay, so…?”

“So, now that we’ve gotten to know each other, I don’t want to lose him.”

“What did you tell him to keep him around even though you aren’t having sex?”

“Well...it’s not like we haven’t done anything.”

“Yeah, girl!”  

“But every time he’s asked for more, I’ve said I wanted to wait.”

“How did he respond?”

“He said, that’s cool. But obviously it’s not something he’s happy about, you know? And lately he’s been taking forever to respond to my texts. And I’m worried he’s going to ghost on me.”

“Okay. So…?”

“So, I’m telling him tonight.”


2. Parker

“I’m breaking up with her,” Parker said.

“Melanie? Why?” Ryan asked.

“You know why. I can’t keep this up. I’ve gotta be straight with her.”

“What? About not being straight?”

“Dude, come on. I’m not gay.”

“Yeah, I know. You’re not into guys. You’ve never been into guys. It’s just that what you really want is a girl with a dick.”

“Well, I mean, when you say it like that…”

Of all Parker’s friends, the only one who knew the truth about his interest was Ryan, and that was only because he saw Ryan’s browser history when he was about to type ‘LA Library’ and ‘ladyboys’ popped up as a suggestion. Ryan denied it, until Parker told him that he was into the same thing. 

“I’m not judging you, man. I’m really not. I’m just saying, are you sure you want to be tossing this girl aside just for some fantasy? I mean, do you even see any trans chicks around here?”

“I know it’s weird. I can’t explain it. It’s just always something I’ve been into and there’s no way to make somebody else understand it because I don’t even understand it myself.”

“You don’t need to explain it to me, man. It’s Melanie you have to explain it to.”

“I’m sure an asshole. I shouldn’t have led her on this whole time.”

“I don’t understand why you don’t at least low-key get with one first. If that’s what you’re into, why don’t you call a hooker or some shit? That’s the best way to know whether you’re really that way or not.”

“I don’t need a hooker, okay? I’ve been jerking off to tranny porn since I was like, thirteen.”

“Yeah, but porn ain’t sex, my dude. You think real life is like a video? I watched some documentary about them and they’re usually not that psyched to hook up with guys they just met. Just ‘cause a dick doesn’t mean she’s horny all day like we are, you know? That’s not real life.”

“I know that, Ryan. I’m not looking for some cam girl.”

“So, how are you going to meet one? Go to Thailand?”

“I dunno. Maybe. But in the meantime, I’m going to break it off with Melanie. I’m not going to hook up behind her back. Not even as an experiment.”

“Alright, so here’s a question. Have you ever thought…”

“What? That maybe I’m just gay?”

“No. That maybe Melanie is…?”

“Trans? No. No way. I could tell.”

“Not always, though. Some of them you wouldn’t even know after spending tons of time with them. Guys get tricked all the time.”

“Okay, so say you’re right. What am I supposed to do? Ask her?”

“Why not?”

“Because if I’m wrong, there’s like a 99% chance she’d take it bad. What girl wants to be asked a question like that? Especially from her boyfriend.”

“Okay, so why don’t you just give her some other reason for breaking up? That way she doesn’t even have to know what you’re really into.”

“I guess. Either way, it’s pretty much the same situation. I still have to tell her something, and there’s going to be tears.”

“That’s life. She’s a big girl. She’s handled it before, right?”

“Nah, see. That’s the thing. She’s only had like two boyfriends before me, and both of them dumped her.”

“What? Why?”

“I’m telling you, she’s not like other girls,” Parker said. “Any other chick that hot would have had like ten boyfriends by now and be juggling two at once. But not her.”

“It’s almost like she’s hiding something.”

“Not that. I don’t believe it. You’ve seen her. Does she look like she’s ever been a guy?”

“No, but I’ve seen some hella hot ladyboys too,” Ryan said.

“Where?”

“Online.” 

“Okay, but in Thousand Oaks? It’s not like we’re in Bangkok. Ian’s like the only gay guy I know. Being transgender is practically unheard of.”

“Yeah. True. I don’t know, man. Do what you gotta do, I guess. But if I was you, I’d hold onto her at least until I had what I was really looking for. I mean, the sex is good right?”

“That’s the other thing. I don’t think Melanie’s even that into me. We haven’t even had sex yet.”

“After three months?”

“Just blow jobs.”

“Oh, poor you.”

“Yeah, okay. It’s not like I’m that deprived. But still, that’s weird, right? I mean all this time and she’s still telling me she wants to wait?”

“Not weird at all.”

“Really?”

“Dude. You remember Monica? I had to put in the work for six months before she’d let me get in that.” 

“You think maybe Melanie’s a virgin?” Parked asked.

“Why you asking me?”

“Just, like, in your opinion. Could she be a virgin?”

“Well, you’re never gonna know if you break up with her, right? Anyway, you just said you didn’t think she was that into you and that’s why no sex. ”

“Yeah. I could be wrong. I mean, she does seem pretty happy most of the time. But there is this distance between us. She never brings up the future at all, almost like she’s afraid of scaring me away.”

“Well, look dude. It sounds to me like you’re doing the right thing.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, definitely. Not the smart thing. The smart thing would be to get a tgirl first. But you’re a good guy. If you tell her it’s over, I’m sure you’ll find a way to say it that makes her okay with it.”

“Thanks, Ryan. You’re right. I’ll tell her tonight.”


3. Melanie

Melanie had a knot in her stomach so tight that she couldn’t even eat the mini cinnabons she’d cooked up for Parker and herself. The thought of letting one of those bite-sized heavenly confections made her want to puke. Okay, calm down, she told herself. This is going to go fine. Worst case scenario is that he leaves. That’s all. That’s the worst thing that can happen tonight. No more boyfriend.

Now she really wanted to stuff a bunch in her face and to puke them up right after. She had picked out just the right outfit, a cute dress in a floral pattern with the back showing her bra strap and a pair of heels that made her ass look great. She bought it a year ago and forgot about it. Then, when she rediscovered it, she realized how much better it fit her, that it had actually conformed better to her body than when she first got it. She was hot. Her makeup was perfect; no problems there. But she couldn’t stop looking at herself in the mirror to check. Half to admire, and half to scrutinize. The one in the hallway was a full-body and she went over for another self-inspection. No stray facial hairs. Her eyes were too close together and her chin jutted out too much, but they were always doing that. She put her hand on her stomach and was pleased to find it tight, no flab anywhere, but not hard either. She had to admit that she didn’t look terrible. Kinda not terrible, in fact.

This could actually go well, she reminded herself. There was no reason why it couldn’t. Parker was a highly-evolved male. Even if he was surprised, shocked even, there was still the possibility that the relationship could be salvaged. It had happened before. Sometimes a tgirl would surprise the guy with her secret and he actually learned to be okay with it. It did happen. More often all the time, in fact. Yes, this was going to be totally okay. She went back to start on cutting the tomatoes for the salad. She was worried for nothing, probably. This was actually going to be a good night. A great night. Maybe even the night when the two of them could finally do it.

She pictured him on top of her, kissing her neck and gently nibbling on her ear. She’d smell of his body wash, enjoy the taste of him on her lips. He’d know her better than before and it would work out, it would be fine. He’d make her feel safe, cared for, adored and loved. She would feel his cock stiffening against her, ready to fill her with–

“Oh, god!” she squealed aloud. The thought of Parker’s dick was making her own squirm. And that could not happen. She could not move down there tonight. She pressed her thighs together, but this only stimulated her head in a way that was almost pleasurable, if a little painful. As uncomfortable as it was, the way that it marked her as different, she couldn’t imagine her life without her penis. It was as much a part of her as her feet or her fingers, or her nose. She just wanted a man who would see it the same way, as a source of pleasure and nothing more.  

The hallway door opened.

“Hey!” his voice called. Shit! He didn’t knock. He never knocks. She silently wondered why they could be at the part of the relationship where you come inside without knocking but not before she told him about her penis.

“Huh-ey!” she croaked back. What the hell was that? Her voice came out way too low and caught in her throat. She cleared her throat and tried again. “Hey, babe!”

Parker appeared wearing that super cute, low-key smile of his. That smile that says, I’m gonna pull your hair and make you like it too. Jerk. Why did he have to be so handsome? Anybody could be confident with a face like his.

“What’s up?”

“I have cinnamon buns,” she said.

“I can see that... Everything cool?”

But Melanie couldn’t think of a way to answer. The catch in her throat had thrown off her mojo and now she was nervous and acting super weird. She just held up the tray, which, thankfully, had cooled enough that she didn’t burn frickin’ fingers.

Parker eyed the tray and then grabbed three rolls, plopping one in his mouth and then another, getting cinnamon and sugar all over his fingers.

“Mmm, mrffams” he mumbled, his chewing muffling his thank you. Why was she worried about this again? He ate like a pig, and yeah he was cute but he wasn’t the last guy in the world. Melanie laughed, in spite of herself. Though it was more at herself than Parker’s antics.

He finished eating the buns and, seeing that his fingers were covered in sugary goo, reached out to smear the stuff all over her. She squealed.

“What’s the matter? Don’t fear Sticky Fingers. Sticky Fingers love you!” he said, clutching at her like some Hollywood monster. She batted his hands away with her manicured fingers.

“You’re such a dork. What am I even doing with you?” she asked, cheeks flushed. He got a weird look, like he was more wounded than the innocent jab had meant to inflict. But then he plopped his fingers in his mouth, turning on his heel and going to the sink to wash them off the rest of the way.

“Did you bring wine?” she asked.

“No, sorry. I forgot.”

“That’s okay. There are some Heinekens in the fridge,” Melanie offered. He went over and got them each one.

“What did you do today?” she asked.

“Not much,” he said. “Hung out with Ryan.”

“Hey, isn’t Ryan’s brother gay?”

“I think he still is, yeah,” Parker answered, fiddling in the drawer for the bottle opener. “Why?”

“No reason. I just know someone he might like. A friend of mine.”

“Who?”

“You don’t know him.”

Melanie took the beer, Parker’s hand touching hers as she did so. She became weirdly self conscious about the length of her fingers at that moment. They really weren’t that much smaller than Parker’s, even though there was probably a foot and a half difference in height between the two of them. She wondered whether he’d ever noticed before.

“I think he’s got a boyfriend already.”

“Oh. That’s okay. I was curious.”

They sipped their beers and neither of them said anything for a minute. Why did conversations have to turn on a dime like that? One minute they were so perfectly in sync, then the next it was like they were strangers to each other.

“So, listen,” she said. “This weekend I was thinking that we could meet up with my cousin Alison. She’s going to the Grove with her boyfriend and maybe to a movie.”

“This weekend? Uh, I dunno. Maybe.”

“That’s cool. If you’ve got something else going on, it’s not like we have to.”

“Yeah. Okay.”

“So… that’s a no, then?”

“Well, let’s just play it by ear.”

“What does that mean?”

Play it by ear? It was more infuriating than a ‘no’. At least no is a real answer. It’s definitive and she could make other plans.

“Let’s talk about something else,” he said, retreating behind the room divider into the living room to plop down on the couch with his beer. She set her own beer down. Do it now. All this chit chat isn’t going to make things easier. You need to be strong; just tell the truth. She followed Parker into the next room, heels clicking on the floor as she went.


4. Parker

What the hell was he doing? Parker felt like a piece of shit and wished that he’d just said no to the movie. Anything would have been better than this weird, cagey act he was putting on. He felt like even more of a jerk for blowing her off, but he honestly didn’t think it made any sense to promise plans that he knew that he was just going to break. He took a glum pull on his beer, trying to drown the bad taste in his mouth.

Then Melanie came in and he straightened slightly. She just stood there, looking at him.

“Sit down,” he said. It wasn’t a command, exactly. It wasn’t an offer, either. It was more like she was transfixed by him and he couldn’t stand the way she was staring at him. She took a seat on the chair across from him. He couldn’t help but admire the way she smoothed her skirt as she sat. It was so prim and girly; just exactly the kind of thing that he was attracted to. If only things were different. He was drawn to femininity. Always had been. There was just something about tgirls that made them so much more alluring to him.

“You look like you want to say something,” he said, after neither one of them spoke for a while.

“Yeah,” she said. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to tell you. It’s the reason I asked you to come over tonight. I wanted to wait until after we’d had dinner. But I think I should just say it now.”

“Okay, go ahead.”

“I– we need to break up.”

“What?”

Parker was floored, both by the news and his reaction. He should have been relieved. Instead, he felt betrayed, defensive. 

“Why now?” he said. But Melanie didn’t say anything right away.

“I don’t think we’re compatible. There are things you wouldn’t like about me if you knew.”

“Okay, like what things?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“Doesn’t matter? You’re breaking up with me over things that don’t matter.”

“The things matter. To me. It’s just that you wouldn’t understand the things that matter, so it’s better that we just forget the whole thing, okay?”

“Don’t I deserve a chance to try to understand at least? How can I understand if you won’t tell me anything?”

“I’m sorry I said anything. Please, just go,” she said quietly. He could tell that she was fighting back tears.

“Melanie,” Parker said. “I can’t leave things like this.”

“Why not?”

“Because I love you.” It was weird to him when he realized that this was actually true. “Give me a chance to do this relationship for real before ending it.”

“For real?”

“Let’s have sex first. Just once. If you still want to break up, then I’ll do everything you ask me to.”

Maybe it was pride. Maybe Parker just couldn’t stand the idea of this girl dumping him when he was ready to dump her. He had to put up some kind of a fight. He couldn’t explain what it was that made him say it, but for some reason he couldn’t just let the matter drop. The truth was that he’d been scared of the two of them having sex for the first time. He’d had some performance problems in the past. Pretending that the girl was trans helped. The time when she’d blown him, he pictured Melanie with a cock and it helped him get aroused. But there was no way that he could do the same thing again. Which is why he was an idiot to say what he said. He didn’t understand it. Maybe it was some macho part of himself that made him do it. But for some reason he had to prove to her that he wanted her, even when he really didn’t. 

Of course, he expected her to say no, and maybe even to be insulted. What woman agrees to have sex for the first time with a guy and have it be the last time they ever see each other?

“Okay,” Melanie said softly.

“Okay, what?” Parker said.

“Okay, let’s have sex once first.”


5. Melanie

Was she insane? She really didn’t know anymore. First she told Parker that she wanted to break up, then she said, oh sure we can have sex first?! What the hell was that?! Now instead of a sinking feeling her stomach was doing somersaults. How could she possibly say something so stupid? He just stared at her, probably thinking the same thing. No, he didn’t think she was crazy. He probably just thought that she was the kind of girl who would hook up with any guy who asked. Why had she told him yes? Now everything was ruined. At least when she told him to get lost she could at least keep her dignity. Instead, she was going to lose her dignity and her boyfriend at the same time. What was she supposed to say when he saw ‘it’? Would he laugh? Would he get mad and say he tricked her? She’d heard horror stories, and they terrified her. It was the whole reason that she’d wanted to tell him the truth first. Now that chance was ruined.

“Now?” Parker said. It was the first thing either of them had said in what felt like a long time, and she wasn’t even sure what he was referring to.

“Now what?”

“You want to… do it now?”

“Uh, no!” she said indignantly.

“Okay, sorry. I just thought… I mean you told me to get out, so…”

“You thought I wanted to fuck and then kick you to the curb?”

“Look, I’m confused,” Parker said. “I’m not totally sure what’s happening at this point. This is a little much to try to keep up with, ya know?”

“I’m not about to have sex, so you can just get that thought out of your head right now.”

“Fine. Let’s just reset. Pretend that the last five minutes never happened.”

Melanie didn’t see how that was possible, but she didn’t want to turn down the suggestion for fear of what else could be said if they continued in the same way. Hurt feelings, surely. Maybe more. So she just nodded. Parker drained the rest of his beer in one big gulp.

“Have you got anything stronger than this?” he asked.

“There’s some tequila in the freezer.”

“Good. Get it.”

She went to the kitchen and retrieved the bottle and grabbed two shot glasses from the cupboard. When she returned, Parker was looking sheepish, helpless. They were both clearly a little frazzled. Forgetting about her own half-drunk beer for a moment, she poured them each a shot. Parker raised his and she followed suit, the two of them draining them together.

“Okay, new subject. What did you do today?” he said.

“I met Sherise for lunch.”

“Oh? What did you the two of you talk about?”

“New subject?”

“Okay, so listen. I’ve been thinking about joining the circus. I’d be the guy who can fit his whole foot in his mouth. I can’t fit the whole thing in yet, but every time I try to speak I get another opportunity for more practice.”

Melanie laughed, grateful to him for having broken the tension.

“We’ll join it together and both be a pair of freaks. What do you want to be? Clown? Bearded lady?”

“Okay, not funny.”

“Ah, there I go again. See?”

Parker reached down to pull his foot closer to his mouth, but this time she didn’t laugh. He didn’t mean anything by it. He’s just trying to be cute and charming, and he would probably be succeeding if you weren’t so defensive.

“I think I’d be the lion tamer,” she said. “I like cats.”

“Big cats? They can leave some pretty big scratches, ya know.”

“Oh, did I ever tell you about the time my cat Mitzy scratched me?”

“No.”

“Yeah, it was bad. When I was seven, she scratched my stomach when I tried to pick her up. But it didn’t show because she scratched my chest so I put on a shirt and didn’t tell anyone because I didn’t want my mom to get rid of Mitzy.”

“Wait, this happened when you were seven?”

“Yeah, why?”

“No, nothing. It’s just that most little girls don’t still walk around with their shirts off when they’re seven.”

Stupid, stupid stupid!

“I was in my bedroom. I went through a little nudist phase when I was little. My parents didn’t care so long as I stayed in my room.”

“Gotcha. So what happened to the scar?”

“Oh, it got infected and I got sick. I was so scared my mom was going to make me give up Mitzy. She didn’t though. She was just mad at me for covering it up.”

“Huh. My dog Bosco bit me once. Didn’t break the skin, though. It was my own fault for getting too close to his bowl. It’s like you can’t really get mad when pets do stuff like that. They’re just following their instincts.”

“Yeah. That’s true.”

“I don’t think I’ll get another pet though,” Parker said.

“Really? Why not?”

“I dunno. I like them and all. I’m just not so into them that I have to have them around. I figure that it’s better not to have a pet at all unless you’re really sure you want to have them. Kids, same thing.”

“New subject?”

“We should make a rule that each of us has to take a shot when one of us calls for a change of subject.”

“Okay, deal.”

They each poured and gulped down a shot each.

“So, tell me something,” Melanie asked. “What made you decide to message me?”

“Alright, that’s another shot each,” Parker said, reaching for the bottle.

“No, hold on. Just tell me honestly. Why did you swipe right instead of left?”

“Come on.”

“Come on, what?” she answered.

“You’re gorgeous,” he said.

“So what? You are too.”

“Okay, so where’s the mystery? Gorgeous people get together. It’s a thing that happens. Do you really need any big explanation?”

“I was actually hoping you’d say something not about my looks,” Melanie said. She was just a little bit playful about it. But she was being serious at the same time.

“Okay, how about this? Your little self-summary was cute.”

“Cute how?”

“The ‘more cheers than tears’ part. I liked that. It was more vulnerable and honest than you usually see on Bumble. And it made me think.” 

“About?”

“What does a girl like that have to cry about?”

“Okay,” Melanie said. “I’m satisfied. You’ve answered my question, thank you.”

“You haven’t answered mine.”

“I don’t remember you asking one,” she said. 

“What has a girl like you got to cry about?”

“Plenty. She’s made a lot of stupid mistakes.”

“Mistakes like what?” Parker asked.

“Like breaking up when she doesn’t really want to.”


6. Parker

Parker was confused. It was a good thing that it was a state he found himself in often or it would be really difficult to navigate this night. First, she said she wanted to break up, which is secretly what he wanted too. Suddenly he’s not sure. And he wasn’t so sure either. He wanted to just get the hell out of there to break the tension and then maybe reassess later. But he stayed where he was.

“You don’t want to break up?”

“No,” Melanie said, and her voice was cracking, near tears.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. But she couldn’t answer. By this point, the tears had already started shedding and there was no stopping them. She put her face in her hands and began to sob.

“Sorry,” she managed to choke out. Rising unsteadily after the beer and shots, Parker rounded the coffee table, took a seat beside her, and wrapped his arm around her. She pressed her face to his chest.

“It’s okay,” he said. “It’s really okay.”

“You–  you’re so cool,” she blubbered. “And hot.”

“And that’s a problem?”

“Yes,” Melanie said, peeling herself off his chest. “Yes, because there’s no way you would ever understand.”

“Understand what?” Parker asked.

“Me. Who I am.”

“Because I’m hot?”

“Yes! You can have all the girls, any girl you want. So why would you want me?”

He wasn’t totally sure. He knew that she was attractive. She was cute, especially the way that she would chew on her hair. She was sexy. None of the girls he knew wore those tight little dresses the way she did. It was like she was born to wear them. Every outfit she put on seemed to be an extension of her, perfectly designed to display her femininity. Parker thought all of this, and then he realized that he was expected to respond to her question. 

“You know, you’re not like any other girl I’ve ever met.”

“Oh, yeah? How?”

“You don’t seem to realize that what you’re doing is working.”

“What I’m doing?”

“Yeah. Your whole way of presenting yourself, the way you move through the world. It’s...graceful I guess is the word. You’re elegant, but you’re always cutting yourself off at the knees. It’s like you think you’re impersonating this sexy, confident girl. But really, you’ve already become her. You just don’t realize it yet.”

“So why do you want to break up?” Melanie asked.

“I don’t. That was you, remember?” Parker said, feeling his annoyance level rising.    

“I was the one who said it, but you’re the one who actually wants to.”

“Well, I don’t know what I’m supposed to say to that.”

“See?”

“All right, you want the truth? I do want to break up with you. But it’s not because of you, it’s because of me.”

“Oh, yeah. Of course.”

“Seriously. I’m being honest. You’re perfect.”

She snorted.

“Well, anyway, you’re good enough.”

“Ho! From perfect to good enough? Gee, thanks!”

“Will you shut and listen? I need something else. Something you can’t give me.”

“So, why don’t we just say goodbye now?” Melanie said. “Why all the runaround?”

“I don’t know,” Parker said. “I guess I wanted to be the one doing the dumping instead of you.”

Melanie snorted again.

“Look, you’ve made us a nice dinner. Shouldn’t we at least eat it?”

“I’m not hungry.”

“Well, I think it would be a good idea for both of us to put something in our stomachs.”

Melanie didn’t answer. Instead she rose and wandered into the kitchen/dining room area. Parker followed her. Melanie took a seat.

“I’ll serve,” Parker offered. In the oven there was a casserole warming. He couldn’t tell exactly what was in it, but there was curly pasta, turkey, and some kind of tomato base with cheese baked on top. “Where do you keep the oven mitts?”

Melanie’s head was resting on her plate. She really did have to eat something, and get some water, or she was going to have a massive hangover in the morning. He shuffled through the stuff in the drawers until he was able to find the mits and take the bake out of the oven. He found a spatula and carried the bake over to Melanie’s side of the table.

“Sit up,” he commanded. Melanie groaned as she did so. She was acting just like a spoiled kid, which was understandable considering how much she’d had to drink. Parker should have been annoyed, but instead he found something rather adorable about the whole thing. First the crying, now this. Melanie really couldn’t hold her liquor. But she was so helpless he couldn’t bring himself to be indignant. Instead, he wanted to take care of her.

Parker scooped some of the meaty dish onto her plate.

“Have some salad,” he ordered. “I’ll get you some water.”

“Thanks,” she muttered. Parker piled some of the casserole on his own plate, then deposited the tray on the kitchen island. He got a water glass out of the cupboard and filled it. He thought he heard Melanie say something, but he couldn’t make out what it was. He shut the water off.

“What?”

“I’m transgender,” Melanie said softly but audibly. “And I haven’t had bottom surgery yet, so I’ve still got all… ya know. My stuff.”

Parker didn’t say anything for a minute. Then, he threw his head back and laughed.


7. Melanie

Hot tears formed in the corners of her eyes again. Her face felt hot. That asshole. That dumb jock asshole. Oh, he tried to take it back. He tried to stop her from storming away from the table, from slamming the door and locking it behind her. He’s just lucky she didn’t throw the plate at his stupid face. She wanted to. She wanted to pick it up and hurl at him hard enough to screw up his perfect features forever. More than anything, she really wanted to smash his stupid face in with it. But she was in control. Not so much in control that she could keep from growling like some kind of injured animal when he tried to apologize, but still. Totally in control.

“Melanie,” came a plaintive voice from behind the door.

“SCREW YOU!” she shouted back at him. He was not about to walk back what he just did. Not a chance. She wasn’t an idiot. She felt like she’d just made a complete fool of herself, but she wasn’t an idiot. Not really. She threw herself on the bed and cried hard into her pillow, shrieking to block out the sound of his stupid voice. God, he was an asshole. She should have known.

“Melanie, please!” the asshole said. “You don’t understand. I swear, you’ve got it all wrong.”

But she couldn’t hear anything more because she wrapped a pillow around her head to block her ears. She was exhausted, emotionally and physically. And drunk. This day had really taken it out of her. She wanted to just drift off to sleep and maybe in the morning he would be gone forever and that would be it. But she didn’t want to leave him in the apartment. She worried about what he might do. He wasn’t actually crazy. Or at least she didn’t think he was. But she couldn’t stand the thought of him trying to make some grand romantic gesture in a pathetic attempt to undo the damage. That would be the worst. The thought of it made her want to throw up.

Even with the pillow wrapped around her head, Melanie couldn’t completely block out the sound of his stupid whining. Oh, Melanie I’m so sorry. Waa, waaa!

“Shut up!” she shouted, though the sound of it was muffled by her pillow. She decided she would have to sit up if she was going to tell him off properly.

“Will you just listen to me?” Parker said. “You haven’t even heard a word I’ve said.”

“I know what you’re going to say,” she said. “You’re going to say that you didn’t mean it.”

“No. I wasn’t going to say that at all.”

She threw the pillow at him. But since the pillow collided with the door, she just ended up punishing an innocent while the guilty one remained unharmed.

“I’m not sorry that I laughed. I’m just sorry that you thought I was laughing at you. I wasn’t.”

“There’s nobody else here, asshole!”

“Yeah there is. Me.”

“Oh, so I guess learning I’m transgender was so hilarious that it made you laugh at yourself?”

“Yes.”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“Will you come out here, please?”

“No!” she shouted through the door.

“Okay, fine. Melanie, I was laughing at the thought that I ever wanted to break up with you.”

Melanie was having a little trouble understanding him. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the hormones flooding her brain, but his words weren’t making sense.

“What?”

“I don’t want to break up. I want to be with you.”

“You don’t have to say that.”

“It’s true! I want to be with you because I know you’re transgender. You’re exactly what I’ve been looking for.”

“Ha!”

“I love that you’re transgender. I wish you’d told me before.”

“...Really?”

“Yes! Now can I come in?”

Melanie sensed that she was being trapped. What if he was just looking for some way to manipulate her? But she felt confident that whatever he did, he didn’t want to hurt her. Physically. Maybe not emotionally either. He’d had his chance to just walk out the door, and instead he was still there. She climbed out of bed and went over to the door. The lock exploded open as she turned the knob. Then she went over to sit at the foot of the bed. With the lock disengaged, Parker took his cue and entered.

“Hey,” he said. Why did he have to have such pretty eyes?

“So, you were saying?” she said, trying to muster as much bitchiness as possible. She was afraid she was going to melt into his arms and she had to stay strong.

“You’re really transgender?” he asked.

“No, I just thought the conversation was getting a little dull, so I decided to say that just to spice things up. Funny, huh?”

“Come on, you don’t have to be so prickly.”

“Prickly? Oh, I’m prickly am I? Better not get too close.”

But he only drew nearer to her, approaching carefully like she was a fawn that was about to dart into the woods if he moved too quickly.

“Will you shut up?” he said it softly, like she was a little kid and he was her big brother. “Can’t you tell that I’m into you?

“Why?”

“Take a guess, dummy.”

“If you’re going to keep insulting me–”

But before she could finish, he’d brought his face close to hers, their noses so close that they were practically touching. And then they were touching. She let her lips be pressed against his. Her heart started beating fast. He reached up and ran his fingers through her hair, the tips of them running up and down her ear. She massaged his tongue as it entered her waiting mouth. They’d made out before, but it had never felt as intimate as this. He finally knew everything. And she felt safe.

When they finally separated, he whispered to her–

“I’ve wanted a girl like you ever since I was a kid,” he said. “I just didn’t think I would ever find one.”

“So, what, are you some kind of chaser?” she said. But he didn’t answer, just began planting soft kisses on her neck.

“Let this happen,” he whispered. “Please.”

8. Parker

Sometimes, life is good. This was the thought that passed through Parker’s brain as he undressed the ravishing, sexy girl with a penis he’d always had fantasies about. Ever since he was twelve and he learned what being transgender was, he’d been completely fascinated. Of course he had to keep it a secret. He was terrified of what his family and friends would think. As he got older, he saw how people’s attitudes were changing. Oh, sure, it’s okay to be gay. You can be trans if you want to. But being attracted to them seemed outside of most people’s comprehension. You felt for people like that, the ones who had to go through life as members of the wrong sex, but the idea that a guy would fall for one unless he was secretly gay still seemed ridiculous. Even if he could somehow convince people that it was no big deal he’d have to actually find one that he was interested in. And well, he never had. Until now.

As he slid her clothes off, Parker was in awe of her perfectly sculpted tits. They weren’t oversized, which he liked. Bigger is always better is a mantra he could never subscribe to. Far better to be shapely and petite, which Melanie’s were. He saw the tiny scar in her armpit where the incision had been made and he appreciated what she’d had to go through to get breasts like these. He reaches down and gently sucked on her nips, teasing them with his tongue. She shivered.

“Does that feel good?” Parker asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Hormones make them sensitive.”

So, he kissed them again, touching and caressing them gently. He picked up the pace as she moaned, eagerly accepting his tongue on her bare skin. He slid a hand between her legs, feeling her growing erection.

Melanie tensed, but only for a moment.

“It’s okay,” he whispered. “Don’t worry.”

She wore a pair of diaphanous blue panties and tucked inside them was her bulge. Even as he could see that she was expanding, he was relieved to find that her cock was smaller than his. It was tiny and petite by comparison with his own stiffening rod. He slide his hand inside of her underwear and felt the smooth head of her cock as it stirred. She was hard enough now that he carefully pulled her panties down so that they were suspended between her smooth porcelain thighs. She cupped her breast with one hand and wrapped her fingers around her small cock with the other. She delicately played with the head, making it expand as Parker watched with fascination.

He’d never watched another guy jerk off, but he imagined what it would be like to watch a girl do what he himself so enjoyed. Now he was seeing it. And he wanted to do more.

“Let me,” he said, reaching over to wrap his thumb and index finger around her member like. Melanie moaned, making feminine sounds as he played with her. He could feel the first few drops of precum forming at her tip that told him to proceed. He started to get into a rhythm, but she told him to slow down, not take it so roughly. Hers was more sensitive than his, and in a different way.

“Think of it like my clit,” she told him. “Just a little does a lot. It’s way more intense than you realize when you touch the tip.

“Really?” Parker said. “How about if I do this?”

He leaned over and licked her on the head of her cock. Melanie’s head rolled back.

“Yes! Jesus, yes!” she said, bringing the heels of her to rest on his shoulders as he went down on her. It was salty and unfamiliar, but he found the experience more pleasurable than giving head to his previous girlfriends had been. He enjoyed the way her tiny cock would pulse and jump in his mouth, and he began to use his cheek as well as his tongue to pleasure her.

When Melanie came, it wasn’t a gusher of fluid but just a tiny trickle. It was surprisingly sweet too.

“You don’t have to swallow,” she assured him. She panted from the pleasure of what they’d just done. On the nightstand was a box of tissues which Parker now realized was put there to soak up cum. She handed him the tissue and he spat. 

“Okay,” she said. “Your turn.”


9. Melanie   

From the second that his cock touched her lips, Melanie told herself that she was going to give him the best blowjob of his life. Parker had been so sweet to go first that she didn’t even care about how inexpert he’d been. Not that it wasn’t good. He had been dutiful and eager, licking and caressing her in all the right places. But now she was going to show him what it was all about.

She started slowly, kissing his erect cock. It was huge compared to hers. She loved the way that a man’s cock looked and smelled. The taste was incredible. Yes, she had the same equipment, but she’d never really thought of her cock as being anything like a man’s. Men were so big and hard and fascinating to her. But even better was knowing what she was doing to the guy she was blowing. She’d had a few boyfriends, and even a few flings in those early days when she wasn’t totally passable yet and her standards were a little iffy. But she’d spent time understanding what a guy really wanted. And what he wanted was to feel that she wanted nothing more than to put her tongue to his dick, let it in past her lips and down her throat.

As she began to suck on it, exploring how deep she could allow him to get, she began to hum. It wasn’t easy to sustain, but if done right it would drive him wild.

“Jesus,” Parker exclaimed. 

She let out an amused little giggle as she tickled his strong and powerful dick, licking the seam underneath. Her tongue made little semicircles, licking and teasing the head of his dick. She wanted to thrust him deeper down her throat, but she knew that if she did it now he would probably cum and she didn’t want it to be over too quickly.

So instead, she let her hand take over for a moment, gently caressing his cock which was slick with her saliva and his own precum.

“How am I doing?” she asked, her voice sultry.

“You get me so hard, you know that?”

“Yeah, I can tell. You must have been dying for this, huh?”

“You have no idea. You suck the best cock of any girl in the world.”

“Mmmm, so you want me to finish up, then?”

“Yeah,” he nodded. “Yeah, do it.”

“Say pwease,” she said. That baby talk always drove guys wild.

But instead of playing along, he took her head in his fingers and looked straight into her eyes.

“Do it. Now,” he commanded. He said it with so much force, so much power that she didn’t know what would happen to her if she said no. He guided her down to his stiff cock, pressing her over himself so that she took all of his girth. She breathed in deep as she came back up again, aware of having to keep her breathing steady to maintain the rhythm. She groaned, with pleasure but just a little apprehension too. Knowing that he was ready, she thrust up and down quicker, groaning as she did it. When he did come, he was so deep in her throat that the wad of cum was down her throat before it even touched her tongue. His fingers released, she willed herself not to choke. She lifted herself off of him, dismayed at his raw power. His pure masculinity was what turned her on, and the way that he made her feel like a helpless little girl.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

Grateful, and eager for me.

“Good,” she said. “You?”

“I’m good,” he said.

“So, what now?” she asked.

“Now, I hold you.”

She was relieved that his aggressive macho persona was gone and replaced by a caring, attentive lover. She crawled over the bed to rest her head against his chest. Her own flaccid cock lay against her thigh as his erection slowly receded. 

“I’m so sorry,” he said finally.

“For what?” Melanie asked, worried that he was about to make some terrible confession which would ruin this perfect moment.

“For not asking you sooner. Or not telling you. Or something.”

“It’s okay. I’m glad you didn’t know before. And I’m glad you know now.”

His arm was so muscular and taught against her body. Here they were, naked together. He could see everything. And he was glad! It was almost too amazing. Of all the ways that she’d been praying this night would go, it went so much better than she had thought it could.

“I didn’t even know guys like you existed,” she said. “I mean, I’ve known guys who like girls like us. But I didn’t know that there were guys who, like, spent their whole lives hoping that a tgirl would come along.”

“Yeah. I guess it’s the kind of thing that most guys never talk about.”

“Well, you should. It would make things a lot easier.”

“Would it?” Parker asked. “You wouldn’t have called me a chaser?”

“No! Well, I mean I did. But I didn’t mean it. I was just being bitchy. Chasers are fat and old. They don’t have abs like these,” she said, running her fingers along his perfectly sculpted stomach. Parker laughed, making the muscles tighten deliciously.

“I’m glad that I didn’t leave when you told me too.”

“Yes. Me too. Good job not listening to me. That time. I mean, mostly I want you to do what I say, except for when I really don’t want you to. Deal?”

Parker smarked.

“I just realized something. It’s only 9:30.”

“You wanna go again?”


10. Parker 

Parker had admired the slope of Melanie’s ass many times. She had one of those cute little butts which was small but also seemed to jutt out, to curve upwards. Her cheeks, he learned, were flat and boyish until hormones had given them their rounded, girlish appearance. Watching that cute little ass splayed in anticipation helped him to get hard again. He rubbed KY Jelly on his cock, willing it to grow stiffer. No condom tonight. There wasn’t any need. He would penetrate her with nothing between the two of them. Snatching a kleenex from the box, he wiped the excess goo off his hand before sitting up on his knees. He grabbed her thighs as mounted her.

Feeling him behind her, she spread her hips wider to let him enter her. She gasped as he plunged inside of her. He could get just deep enough for the head of his cock to get inside of her before her groans told him that he had to go slower. She’s so tight, he thought. Tighter than even the tightest little pussy. No other girl he’d ever been with ever volunteered to do anal, even though it was something that he’d always wanted. He probed deeper, finding that his dick was hardening as he got into the act. Slowly, carefully, she began to loosen, and then the two of them started to find a rhythm. Before long, they were both sweating with the exertion of what they were doing. She was pressing herself against him, wanting him to get deeper inside of her. Just knowing that she wanted it, that she was eager to let him plow her made it easier to sustain his erection. She’d been born without a pussy, but it was something she was eager to make up for. From a boy had emerged this perfectly girly girl. Not just as good as the other girls but better, more adventurous and more eager. She was so much sexier for the person that she’d been and the person she’d transformed herself into.

As he came once again, seeding her tight little ass with his sperm, he thought about the two of them together and about their future together.

11. Melanie

Melanie licked the cake frosting from her finger. The doorbell rang.

“Mmm, babe that’s got to be them,” she said. Parker appeared behind her.

“Let’s make ‘em wait,” he said, putting his hands on her thighs.

“What are you doing? They’re your parents. We can’t leave them in the hallway.”

But he just kissed her neck, pretending he didn’t hear.

“So, are we telling them tonight?” she asked.

“Well, once they notice the rock, I don’t think we’ll really have to,” he said, taking her hand in his and raising it up to the light to examine the diamond sparkling on her ring finger. Melanie splayed her fingers proudly. But she couldn’t look at it too long without tears of joy forming in the corners of her eye. So instead of getting all girly about it, she gently stuck her elbow into his side, willing him to release her from his embrace and go answer the door. 

The doorbell rang again.

“Go answer it,” she said, grabbing the cake she baked and placing it on the table. She listened as he made his way to the door. She could hear him letting them in, their laughter and chatter as he welcomed them inside.

She followed him into the living room where Stacy and Matt were waiting to greet her. Stacy complimented her on her lovely dress and Matt kissed her on both cheeks.

“You’re glowing, darling,” his mother said.

“It’s because I’m happy,” Melanie said. “We have some news.”


He Didn’t Know

1.

Anastasia told herself she was through with men. They were trouble, they were dangerous. The nice ones, they were the worst. At least the assholes let you know where you stand with them right away. She didn’t so much hate men in general. It was more the fact that they always turned out to be so much grosser than you’d ever think they’d be. And she was a magnet for them. She had to stop. Total abstinence was the only option. Under the street lights, the cool night air drying the tears that smeared her mascara, she was not going to give in anymore. They only had the power to hurt her so long as she cared about them.

"You're the prettiest girl in the office," Jezel was always telling her. None of the other women she worked with could believe it when she told them she was single. Why didn't she date more? All the guys in the office were always drooling over her. Patrick especially was always coming up with some reason to consult her opinion on some new campaign or smile at her with that helpless grin of his whenever Jeanine would give him some task right before the weekend.

“It’s going to murder. Looks like I’m not having any fun this weekend.”

Of course, Anastasia knew what he was doing, but she wouldn't bite. She wanted to. She wanted more than anything to flick her hair, stick out her chest and giggle at him, giving him those doe eyes that would make him melt like putty in her hands. She could do it, too. But she wouldn't. Not ever. Because if she did, if she let herself flirt back with Patrick or Oscar or any guy at the office, they'd get to thinking they should ask her out. A night out meant dinner. Dinner meant drinks. Drinks meant, 'Oh, hey, do you want to come upstairs?' and that, that meant sex. Anastasia couldn't let that first domino fall, because if she did it would mean giving up everything she'd worked for. The respect of her coworkers, the privacy she so assiduously fought for. Patrick wouldn't stay sweet for long if he knew the truth. If any of them knew, besides Pam in HR it would mean every day having to live with the label. Transexual. Yes, okay, it’s not 1980, but for all the talk of tolerance, most guys would be afraid to give her a second look. Worse, the creepy ones would take it as a sign that it was open season. If she ‘turned off stealth mode’ and browsed at her leisure, everything would go to hell.

That's what nights like this one were for. To remind her that she was better off. Did she want to spend her hard-earned weekend eating dinner with Cretans like the one she just left? Guys who didn't bother to read her profile, who accused her of tricking them, who clammed up after the first serving and didn't even pay for the meal? Why did she put herself through it? Of course, he acted that way. She should have known from his texts that he hadn't absorbed a single thing about her. How could she talk to him about how lonely she'd been? Watching her friends get married, the baby announcements, even the one-night stands were appealing. Some of the stories her girlfriends told were pretty hot. And she always had nothing to share, nothing to add. It'd been that way since she first transitioned. At first, she was so easy to clock that no guy would even go near her. But pretty soon, her hair grew out. She learned how to do her makeup and after she got her breasts done she was suddenly overwhelmed by the attention, mostly from assholes. Like that prick tonight. Richard. He was so the type. Worked in finance, balding aggressively but refusing to acknowledge it, no sense of style, no ability to carry on a decent conversation. Men. Suck.

Reaching her building, she made a silent promise to herself. Raising her right hand to no one in particular, she made a resolution in her mind that she would absolutely stay away from all males. She'd left that sex behind and everything that it represented long ago, and this time her promise was going to stick. She would be happy, free, and independent. She would go upstairs, have a shower, cry, slip into her cutest little silk negligee, the one that showed off her curves, and jerk off. From now on, the only penis she'd have anything to do with was her own. She'd had tgirl friends who couldn't stand their male parts, who got queasy just remembering they even had them. She counted herself lucky not to be one of them. At least she could get herself off without shame or dysphoria. Anastasia loved her little friend. It was the only part of her male anatomy she wasn't desperate to cover up and change. It made dating more complicated, obviously. But that was only a problem so long as she continued wasting her time with men. Now that she'd made a solemn vow that she wasn't going to get drawn into that anymore, she was free to enjoy herself just as she pleased. Approaching the door to her apartment, she planned out how she would do it. Maybe in a bubble bath with lavender soap and some white wine. Ooh, and candles. She still had one or two leftover from Christmas and, wait–

Where are the keys?


2. 

"No. No, no, no!" Anastasia wailed as she fingered through her little black purse that just moments before she'd been admiring for its cuteness was now her enemy. The clasp. The stupid class was broken. She'd bought it because it was a real Kate Spade, not caring that the seller described it as 'gently used'. She groaned at being so stupid. Her keys could be anywhere. At the restaurant, lying on the street or in the gutter somewhere. Frustration turned to panic. She didn't have another set. She'd have to call a locksmith. He'd probably take hours, and who knows what he'd charge?

A shitty ending to an already shitty day. In a shitty life, she thought ruefully. She rested her head against the door in frustration, waiting for the tears to come. None of this would have happened if she hadn’t accepted that jerk’s invitation to dinner. Now the whole night was ruined. What if I have to spend the night in this hallway? What if I have to sleep out here?

That would not be fun. The dress she’d chosen to wear to dinner showed plenty of thigh and drew attention to her breasts, probably too much. She couldn’t even lie down without giving anyone who happened to pass by a peek at her silk panties.

“Oh, god!” she moaned. “I’m so stupid!”

“Something wrong?”

Anastasia turned to find the guy from 3A. What was his name? Dudley? He was standing there with his key in his own door just two down from Anastasia’s own.

"Oh, hey," she said, bemused to learn that she'd now have an audience for her humiliation. "Yeah, uh, I'm locked out."

Dudley, or whatever, approached. She’d seen him in the building before and clocked that he was handsome. Broad shoulders, and arms like tree trunks. Probably the type who worked with his hands. You don’t get a body like that from going to the gym a couple of times a week. He had a cute smile too, which Anastasia silently admonished herself for noticing. Men were the enemy. And broken purses clasps. She had a lot of enemies lately.

“Have you called a locksmith?” he asked.

“Not yet. I haven’t gotten the chance.”  

“Big night, huh?” he said, looking her up and down.

“Just the usual,” she said, realizing too late that her false casualness sounded forced and stupid.

“Oh, well, you look fantastic. At least the night isn’t a total wash. My night, I mean. Seeing you… sorry, that sounded really lame.”

“Yeah…” she said, not sure what else to say. Then she realized what she just said. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to imply that you were lame.”

“You didn’t imply it,” he said, grinning. “You pretty much came right out and said it.”

“But I… I didn’t mean that. It was my night that sucked.”

“You mean besides getting locked and forced to stand in a hallway with a total stranger?”

“Well, not total,” she protested. “I’ve seen you around.”

“Duncan,” he said, offering his hand. Right. Duncan, not Dudley.

“Anastasia,” she said, taking his hand and shaking.

“Wow, I don’t hear that name a lot. Like the Russian princess, right?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It means rebirth.”

This was the reason she chose it. More than Katie or Jennifer, it was a name that made her feel womanly and also had some personal significance.

“Anastasia, would you like to come inside?”

“I… thank you, but I think I’m just going to wait out here for the locksmith.”

“Okay, your choice. No pressure. But, ya know, I’ve noticed some bolshevik revolutionaries plotting the overthrow of the Czar in this hallway.”

“Really?” she asked, unable to avoid cracking a smile.

“Oh, yeah. It could get dangerous for a girl with a name like yours. Maybe you’d like to wait at my place. Just to be safe.”

He seems funny and smart, but they can all do that when they want to. Anastasia was too smart to fall for some smooth-talking guy. He’s sweet and charming now, but what about when he finds out more about me?

“You’re a nice guy, right?” she asked. The words surprised her more than they did him.

“It’s been said,” he shrugged. “Not by the most reliable sources, though. My mother will lie a blue streak when she’s talking about one of her kids. My brother is a nuclear scientist, by the way.”

“Really?” she asked.

“No, he’s the manager at K-Mart. Do you like tea?”

She laughed.

“It’s a little late for tea.”

“Red wine it is,” Duncan said. “Come on in. I’ve got a bottle open.”

He turned on his heel and walked back in the direction of his apartment, not turning to see if she’d follow him. Arrogant. Cute guys always are.

3.

Inside Duncan’s apartment, Anastasia found some tasteful leather furniture that gave the room a leathery smell. The living room was decorated with metallic sculptures, male and female figures locked in an embrace.

“I like your place,” she said. She wasn’t being polite. It had the kind of cultivated air of effortless style that she was both totally masculine but sensitive at the same time.

“Have a seat, please,” Duncan said, crossing to the kitchen counter for the wine and glasses. 

“Who took that photo?” Anastasia asked. It was of burnt wood, the twisted limbs of a fallen tree trunk that had been turned black by a lightning strike.

“I did,” Duncan answered. “I was hiking around Northern Arizona.”

“It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It’s gnarled and twisted, and yes it’s beautiful,” he said, handing her a glass of pinot noir.

“I suppose you made these sculptures, too?” Anastasia asked.

“Yep,” he said.

“Wow, you must be some artist.”

“I must be? I dunno. Metalworking and photography nurture my spirit in different ways.”

“Nurture my spirit? Sensitive too.”

“You were expecting, what?” Duncan said.

Anastasia felt her face redden.

"I didn't mean– sorry," she said, taking a huge gulp from the wine glass in her hand.

"Hey, relax," Duncan said. "I was just kidding. I get it. People see me and sensitivity isn't the first thing they think of."

Anastasia admired his biceps, his chest which must have taken him hours of constant attention to tone. He was seated on the couch across from her, and she couldn’t be sure, but he seemed to be as close to her as possible without being obvious about it.

“How’s the wine?” he asked.

“It’s good,” she answered, taking another generous gulp. “You’ve got good taste in wines.”

“Well, when I decide I’m going to go after something, I try to learn everything about it. Wine, metalworking. Where were you born, by the way?”

“Witchita,” she said.

“You go back there often?”

“Never,” she said flatly. “There’s nothing there for me.”

“So, you’re a refugee from the Plains States, huh? I get it. I’m from this little factory town in Ohio. The people there, good people and very kind, but they’ve got pretty narrow ideas about things. They’re great– until you get to know them.”

“Yeah,” Anastasia said, chuckling. “That was pretty much my life in high school. God, I hated those years.”

“Really? I figured you for Prom Queen, Head Cheerleader, something like that.”

“Me? You’re deranged. I was an outcast.”

Duncan didn’t say anything, just watched her. Anastasia realized that she was giving away too much. Idiot! Why are you bringing up high school?

“So, are you going to make that call?” Duncan said.

“Call?” Anastasia struggled to process, then she remembered. “Oh, yeah. Sorry. It’s the wine. I’ll call the locksmith now.”

She opened her purse and began combing through its contents for her phone. While she placed the call, Duncan rose and started busying himself with things in the kitchen.

“Okay, thanks very much,” Anastasia said, hanging up. “He’ll be here in two hours.”

“You’ll never last that long,” Duncan said.

“What?”

“Here,” he said, pouring her another glass. “Have another.”

“I really shouldn’t,” she said, eying the glass. The more she drank, the harder it would be to extricate herself from the situation. Duncan seemed like a nice guy, but it was obvious what he was doing. They both knew what he was expecting from this night. She didn’t look forward to turning him down.

“It’s up to you,” he said, pouring himself another. “But if you won’t drink with me, you can at least tell me your story.”

“My story?” she said, wondering if he could hear the sound of her gulping hard.

“You didn’t put on that dress to get tacos. What was his name, and what did he do to strike out?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“I only ask out of curiosity. I am a guy, remember. I like to learn from other guy’s mistakes so I don’t make the same ones. Purely fact-finding, you understand. Anthropological.”

“I– uh,” she broke down, took the glass from the table, and pressed it to her lips, drinking deep. When she’d let the wine slide down her throat, she said, “There’s not much to tell. He was a jerk, so I left the restaurant early. Great story, huh?”

“Did he chew with his mouth open?”

“What?”

“Spit when he talked, bad breath, body odor? Was he too boring? What was it?”

“You’re very forward,” Anastasia said, “do you know that?”

Duncan shrugged.

“Well, if you must know,” she said. “He wouldn’t pay for the meal. And that’s all I want to say about that.”

“Good for you,” he said. “And good for me.”

“Why?” Anastasia asked.

“Well, I was worried that he might have screwed up by doing something that I might do too. Now I know there’s no chance of that. If I took you out, I would never let you pay for anything.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t?”

“A woman deserves to be treated right,” he said. “That’s just my upbringing. See? It’s not all bad being from a small town.”

Anastasia started to stir in her underwear, which was getting extremely uncomfortable. She had tucked herself tightly and the medical tape was murder on her poor penis. But she could do nothing about it. She’d found Duncan attractive before, it was hard not to notice his charms, but now she was absolutely certain that he was flirting with her. The thought made her queasy and more than a little afraid. He doesn’t know she kept saying in her mind. Don’t let him get too close, or he won’t like what he finds.

“Duncan, I… I’m sorry,” she said. 

“For what?” he asked.

“I’ve been giving you the wrong impression, I think, without meaning to.”

He didn’t say anything, prompting her to go in to fill the awkward silence.

“See, I don’t really date–”

“You mean, except for tonight?”

“Well, what I mean is that I don’t date people that I don’t know.”

“How does that work?”

“It doesn’t,” she said. He scratched his chin.

“Well, hey, I don’t know you. You can do what you want, but it seems like you might want to rethink that policy. Since a lot of the men who you might date also fall into the category of men you don’t already know.

She should tell him. At least get it over with. But she was having a nice time, and she didn’t want to have to leave and stand out in the hallway and sob while she waited two hours for the locksmith, and he really was kind. It wouldn’t be anger, she felt pretty sure. He’d blanch with embarrassment, apologize suddenly, and then explain that he wasn’t interested. And then she’d better leave, even though he would make some kind of perfunctory gesture, telling her she didn’t have to. And her heart would break. The worst part was that this was actually not the worst that could happen. He could turn violent. He could insult and berate her, accuse her of tricking him. It happened to girls like her all the time. She’d read the stories. She wouldn’t let the same happen to her. Not ever.

“Like I said,” Anastasia continued, her voice cracking, betraying her anxiety. “I just have to be careful…”

“All right,” he said.

“It’s not about you,” she continued, now feeling like she was about to start yelling at him. She was suddenly enraged that he could be so calm. “It’s about me. It’s my problem.”

“Anastasia–”

She cut him off.

“There are things you don’t know about me, and I don’t feel like talking about them, and–”

She thought she could go on, but for no reason she could think of she stumbled on the last word. Before she had time to resist, he was kneeling at her side, looking at her with those compassionate eyes.

“Whatever it is, you don’t have to be ashamed.”

“I’m not assh-shamed” she blubbered. “You just wouldn’t like it.”

“Okay,” he said, clearly not following any of this. She was making a complete fool of herself in front of him, and she didn’t know how to stop. She took a deep breath and composed herself. When she felt she could finally say it without stammering, she let it out.

“I’m transgender.”

“Oh,” he said.

“See, I told you,” she groaned, stabbing at hot tears with her fingers. She felt his hand on her knee. Not sexual, just comforting. He held it there, waiting for her to look at him. His eyes were filled with warmth and kindness.

“Anastasia,” he said. “I want you.”


4.

“You want me?” Anastasia repeated.

“Yes,” Duncan said. “Is that okay?”

She didn’t answer immediately. It’s not as if she’d never had a guy find her attractive before, even one who knew her secret. But she’d never had one who looked like this, with an apartment like this, and who was not only funny but also surprisingly kind. That she’d never had.

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s okay.”

"Okay," he said. "I'm glad you told me because there is absolutely no way I could have guessed you were trans. But now that you have, I just want you to know that I'm cool with it."

“Cool how?” she said, worried that this might turn into something else. Guys who liked girls like her weren’t exactly gentlemen. At least they hadn’t been in her experience. But, then, that was limited, after all. How could she judge this guy just because he found her interesting?

“What I mean is, I was interested in you before when I didn’t know you were trans, and I’m interested now that I know. That’s all.”

“Wow, okay. I’m glad you said that,” Anastasia said, feeling some relief flood through her, replacing the cold of anxiety with the warmth of compassion.

“So…?” Duncan said.

“So, what?” Anastasia asked. “I don’t know what to do here, do you?”

“Well, I’ve got a few ideas,” he said. His hand was still there on her knee and he made circles with his thumb.

“Tonight?” she asked, startled.

“Not if you don’t want to,” he said. “But I can think of worse ways to pass the time while you’re waiting on a locksmith.”

She could tell that she was blushing again, her chest feeling hot and her breathing getting faster.

“I… I don’t really do that on the first date. Even if I like someone. Especially if I like someone.”

“You like me?” Duncan asked.

“Uh, yeah! Did I not say that already?”

“You didn’t.”

“Well, I do,” said Anastasia, flashing an embarrassed grin. “A lot.”

He rose, and she felt small and helpless as he stared down at her.

“Well, I don’t want you to do anything you’d regret tomorrow,” he said. “So, if you’ve got a rule about guys you like, you don’t have to break it just for me.”

“Thanks for being so understanding,” she said. And she meant it. But she also wished that she hadn’t said anything, that she’d allowed herself to be taken by the hand and lead to the bedroom. “So, what do we do now?”

“Well, we’ve still got a wait ahead of us,” said Duncan. “Want to watch a movie?”

"What movie?" she asked. He shrugged, flopping down on the couch and picking the remote off the table. Maybe it was his relaxed attitude, the way that he didn't push her. Or maybe she just realized at that moment that it had been so long and she wanted to get laid, she couldn't be sure. But whatever it was, without saying a word, she stood up, took a seat beside him, and rested her forehead on his shoulder. He looked at her, giving her an appraising look.

“Do you–?”

She stopped him with her kiss, pressing her mouth to his. The kiss made her eager, made her heart race. It also made her incredibly horny.

Anastasia winced as the passion she felt for this man made her cock expand, a pain shot through her groin as her penis was taped between her legs.

"What's wrong?" Duncan asked.

"Can I use your bathroom?" she replied.

“Sure,” he said. He pointed to the bedroom. It’s through there. You’ll see it.”

"Thanks," she said, embarrassed about having to make her exit, but knowing that relief was just moments away.

Alone in the bathroom, she pulled down her panties and began the process of extricating her dick and balls from their hiding place. The things that she did to look pretty in that dress. The medical tape she used to flatten her package always hurt to be ripped off. There was no way around it, she knew. Even as tucking was a daily part of her routine she could never get used to the pain, but she did learn to bear it. One quick rip. She flinched as the tape pulled at her skin, leaving small red welts where the tape had been. Her genitals tumbled out from underneath her skirt.

This was it. She was having sex tonight. She felt herself gingerly, trying to avoid the sensitive parts of her inner thighs. Was she ready for this? It had been so long she’d had sex with anyone, and now with someone she’d just met? Was this just a one-night stand? She hoped not. He was so kind, and hot. Besides, they lived in the same building and the thought of them running into each other in the hall a week later made Anastasia question her decision. Should she go through this? But she banished the thought from her mind. It was too late to turn back now, even if she wanted to. And she didn’t want to. She wanted him just as much as he wanted her.

She pulled up her panties and tucked herself gingerly inside of them, making no secret of her bulge. She unlocked the door and pushed it open. Duncan was standing there, shirtless and naked except for his shorts which showed off his package.

“Hey,” he said, “you look incredible. Let’s go to bed.”


5.

Anastasia was speechless, still drinking in all of Duncan’s features. He was even more fit than she’d expected. Without his shirt, his washboard abs were on full display, as were the sharp peaks of his pecks. He was neither too hairy nor smooth and hairless like a woman. He had a well-tended patch of curly hair sprouting from between his nipples, and his strong legs had just the right amount of fuzz. Thank god she’d shaved before her date, she thought to herself. She’d be delightfully smooth for him. The thought made her imagine his stubble rubbing her smooth belly down to her thighs. The fantasy came on in a flash, causing her to stir in her panties.

He watched her with total absorption and fascination as she approached him. She let her fingers run along his chest down to this stomach, amazed at his strength.

“You’re so… big,” she said. She felt like a teenage girl. The teenage girl she’d longed to be when she was younger but had to hide. If that sad kid could see her now…  

“You’re so little,” he said, putting his rough hands on her dainty hips and encircling her slender frame with his arms. Foreheads pressed together, they looked into each other’s eyes, enjoying the rhythms of each other breathing. They kissed again, deeper than the first time, their tongues touching as he ran his hands up her spine, making her melt into him.

Before she knew what was happening, he was picking her up. He took hold of each of her hips in his hands and lifted her as if she were a doll, twisting her around to fall onto the bed. Now he was on top of her, stroking and touching her through her dress. She longed for him to take it off her, but she couldn’t shake the apprehension at what he would find.

“Hey,” he said, stopping the lovemaking to look at her. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I’m perfect.”

He slid his hand between her legs, and she could feel her excited little friend pulsing against his muscular chest.

“Can I touch you?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah!” she squealed, feeling waves of relief and pleasure washing over her. Gently and carefully, he reached under her skirt. He kissed her neck as he stroked her swollen cock, sliding her panties off with one deft motion. Anastasia had a flash of those magicians who could slide a tablecloth off a table without disturbing the cups and dishes on top. God, he’s slick!

His gaze locked on her, he took her mushroom head in his hand, slowly and gently rubbing her with growing intensity. She couldn’t believe how good he was, seeming to know exactly what her body wanted from him. Each little movement he made brought cascading pleasure, and she wondered how long she could hold out. Precum was bubbling at the tip of her shaft as he continued to kiss and stroke her simultaneously.

His hot breath on her neck and chest made her redden with excitement. His soft groans let her know the ecstasy he was experiencing just exploring her body. Her femininity, the smell of her skin; it was all intoxicating for him. She was turning him on and he was going to do whatever he needed to hear. The demands of his sexuality thrilled her. She'd deny him nothing tonight. Whatever he wanted, she would give him willingly. Nothing was off-limits.

Her erection felt huge in his hand, and she pulsed and throbbed as he massaged her in his grip. Her body radiated heat, a response to her excitement. Finally, he realized that she was still wearing the dress and that she would rather be completely naked while he ravished her.

Pausing for a moment, he ran his hands under the small of her back, trying for the zipper. Poor guy. He’s never had to wear a dress before. He doesn’t know what tight fits dresses like these are.

“I’ll do it,” she said, putting her fingers on his chest and pushing him off her with exaggerated force. He got the message and climbed off her. She stood in front of him, bending her knees to show off her curves for him. She took her long brown hair in her right hand and pulled it to the side, letting her left have free access to the zipper. Inching it down her back, she managed to get the zipper stuck between her shoulder blades.

Duncan cleared this throat theatrically.

“Yes, okay,” she conceded. “Little help?”

He sprang off the bed and with his thick but skillful fingers pulled the zipper down the rest of the way. The dress slipped down her thighs and would have slid off her were it not for the stiffness he’d given her. She slid off the dress, leaving her in nothing but a bra, her prick standing erect in front of him.

“That’s better,” she said, unfastening the bra strap across her back and letting her breasts breathe. She watched as Duncan ogled her body, both her breasts and her cock. The breasts were flawless, she knew. They’d been perfectly crafted for no other purpose than to be adored. But the effect of both her penis and her tits was clearly giving Duncan what he wanted.

She tiptoed closer to the bed, bringing herself close enough for him to reach out and touch her body. He scooted to the edge of the bed, taking her member in one and cupping her breast with another. Anastasia always rubbed her chest when she played with herself. Now, as he pressed his hands to her boobs, playing with one and then the other, she wanted nothing more than to have his chest pressing down hard against her own.

“I’m going to finish you off,” Duncan said. She nodded, feeling that she was getting close to coming.

“Tell me you want me,” she insisted.

“I want you,” he said. “I want you. You’re beautiful.”

“Say I’m sexy,” she asked. She could feel herself about to erupt, the pressure building and it couldn’t be sustained for much longer.

“You’re sexy, Anastasia. You’re hot as hell.”

She felt everything as he stroked her to completion: the feel of his hand, the silk sheets so soft against her bare ass. Her back arched as she came, the hot juices caught by the top sheet. Sweating, pulse-pounding, she felt a flood of endorphins as he massaged her swollen cock until it was fully relieved.
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For a moment, she lay still. The warmth from the spot on where his body had been contrasted with the cool in the room. She stroked the spot with the tip of her finger. She'd covered the top sheet in cum, and he'd taken it with the promise of returning with another one. Anastasia couldn't believe her luck. How had she managed to find such a wonderful, decent man and sleep with him in only one night? Hours ago she'd been getting ready for that terrible date with the attorney, and now she was here basking in the afterglow of a true romance.

She heard the door creak open and turned on her side to greet him. He tossed the sheet over her naked body and then climbed into bed beside her. He kissed her as he positioned his body next to hers.

"That was incredible," she whispered.

"Are you tired?" Duncan asked.

“No,” she said, rubbing his chest. “I just want to lay here with you awhile.”

“Sounds good,” he said, slipping his right arm underneath her rib cage.

“Tell me something,” she said. “Did you know?”

“Know what?”

"You know. Did you realize that I was trans before I told you?"

“No,” he said, and it sounded honest.

“You weren’t, I don’t know, disappointed?”

“Did I seem disappointed?” he asked.

“No,” Anastasia said. “It seemed more like something you’d had before.”

“Well,” Duncan said, “what I just did to you? That I had done before. In the shower, after work. I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“You’re dancing around the question,” she chided playfully.

“You haven’t asked,” he countered. Which was true.

“Okay, I’m asking,” Anastasia said. “Have you ever been with a girl like me?”

“No, not really. You’re a first for me.”

“Ooh, I didn’t realize I was so special,” she said with mock surprise. 

“Well, you are,” he said, giving her a quick kiss on the forehead. She let this sink in for a moment before she responded.

“You’re so kind. Why don’t I ever meet guys like you?”

“You do. You did.”

“I know, but I mean before now. It seems like only assholes are interested in trans girls. And only for a quick fuck.”

He didn’t say anything.

“But not you,” she said, “right?”

“Not me,” he intoned.

“How do I know?”

He pinched his chin with his fingers with exaggerated deliberation.

“Well, I guess you really can’t. Of course, we do live three doors down. If I want to blow you off, I’d better move.”

“It would be a shame. Your apartment is really nice.”

“It is, isn’t it?”

He turned his head so that he was looking her straight in the eye, which was almost black in the dark of the room.

“I guess I’ll have to hold onto you, then,” he said. He kissed her again, this time deeply and passionately. He was ready for more, and so was she.

“What do you want?” he whispered.

“Oh, no. Not this time,” she whispered back. “This time it’s your turn.”
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Anastasia could feel her excitement mounting as she began to rub Duncan's huge member, the size of it both surprising and intimidating her. He was so much bigger than she was. More than seven inches. Maybe eight. Under the top sheet, she watched as he pitched a tent, his erection bobbing with her touch. She pulled the sheet off them both to see him better in the dim light. Her hand slid inside his black boxer shorts, massaging his smooth shaft. Seeing her own hand, with its black-tipped nails, tugging and rubbing on this huge cock was enough to stir her own again. He had a vein running along the side of his dick just under the head that seemed about to burst with pleasure. She wanted to feel that little piece of him on her tongue, to give him the kind of pleasure that only she could provide. She was hungry for him.

Spritely, eager, she climbed on top of him. He parted his legs slightly, just enough for her to kneel in front of his crotch and take him in her mouth. She flicked her hair out of her eyes to look at him. He had a look of anticipation and curiosity. What would she be like? His eyes seemed to say. Would she do it better than the other girls? Would she know just what he wanted when all the others couldn't compare? She had a flash of Duncan's former conquests, all of them leaving him wanting, and felt a surge of excitement and also pride. She would deliver him a blowjob like he'd never had before, one that he didn't even know he could have. Pressing her free-hanging breast together, she leaned over and took him in her mouth.

She knew he was huge, so she had to pace herself. She started slowly, kissing and licking the tip of his scrotum to get him excited. He gave a satisfied sigh as her wet mouth met his head, finally delivering the pleasure that he’d been waiting for. As her lips closed around the head of his cock, she began to plunge deeper, letting her whole mouth be filled up by him. Her eagerness grew in proportion to his own. She hummed happily as she sucked on him. He kept his eyes on her, fascinated by the way she knew just how to play him.

She would look up briefly, just to check in and make sure that what she was doing was what he wanted, playing with her breasts as she enveloped him in her. She felt sexy, desirable, a natural woman in every sense. No other girl was here with him tonight. Of all the girls he could have, and he could have plenty, he’d chosen her. He wanted her, and only her. After so long, it felt so good to be desirable, loveable. She wanted him to know how fantastic she made him feel, and she wanted his cum. She wanted him to spurt off in her mouth with no warning. She wanted to swallow him and keep him inside of her forever. It was a feeling so primal and so strong that it would not be denied. She would have his seed inside of her even if it took hours to coax it out. She would have him.

“Jesus,” Duncan moaned as she went deeper. Anastasia plunged him into her, the muscles in her throat relaxing to let him in. She worried for a moment that she might choke, but she willed herself to relax, to let it all inside of her. If she gagged, he’d never let her finish. He would be worried for her. She wouldn’t let that happen. She could hold out. She could take it all. The taste of him was so delicious that she was becoming stiff all over again.

He took her head in his hands, running her hair through his fingers.

“That’s it,” he said, “That’s ah, that’s amazing.”

She was lost in the rhythm of it, keeping her breath constant, moving up and down him, keeping as much of him as possible inside her wet warmth. She was getting him there, she knew. But as much as she wanted him to have her this way, there was something else that made her pause. He could go even longer if she was just patient with herself.

“What’s wrong?” he asked as she let him slip out of her mouth.

“I want you to finish in my ass,” Anastasia said.

“Now?” he asked, clearly surprised.

“Come on, big boy,” she teased. “You can do it. I’m tighter than any pussy.”

He smiled. She could see the lines of his face even in the darkness of the room. He scooted himself from the foot of the bed closer to the headboard. He reached for something in the end table drawer. The burp of air told her it was a bottle of lubricant.

“All right, get on your knees.”
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Anastasia squealed as he rode her like a stallion. There was no denying it; as much as she loved blowing him this was so much better. His strong thighs thrust into her, deeper and faster and she could feel his cum building up. She’d insisted that he fuck her bareback. A stupid decision maybe, but one that made the sex all the naughtier. There was nothing between the two of them, no little piece of rubber standing between her and perfect, unadulterated bliss.

The pain made it all the better, the way that he seemed to be turning her inside out with each thrust. His force was overwhelming, and she just had to hope that her own hips could keep his pace, otherwise, she felt confident that he would crush her. She was his possession.

"Duncan!" she yelled as he penetrated her deeper and deeper. "Yes! Oh, god! Yesss!"

He groaned from exertion, but also from pleasure. His hips were so strong that she imagined him crushing a soda can between his thighs, the pressure bursting out from his sheer power. She wanted to be that can, cascading liquid bursting from inside of her.

“Oh, god!” she wailed as she came, spewing his sheets with her wet semen while he continued his thrusting. “You’re a machine!” she exclaimed.

Maybe it was this acknowledgment, the knowledge that he'd made her cum from anal stimulation alone, but he couldn't hold out any longer. Anastasia felt the eruption from deep inside her, his cum spurting out and filling her insides. They'd cum nearly in sync, but with her being the first one to finish. 

Panting and sweating from exertion, he pulled out of her and fell onto the bed with exaggerated exhaustion. She turned her head to see him, arms splayed out across the bed. She felt a twinge of pain in her knees as she lifted herself out of a kneeling position. She gave herself a moment to stretch before coming to rest on the bed beside him. His eyes were closed as he pulled her to him. The last thing she remembered before she drifted off to sleep was the smell of his breath, not bad just normal, human. She wanted to kiss him but wondered whether he was actually near sleep and decided instead to say a silent little prayer of thanks. He was better than any man she’d ever had, in every way, and she was grateful.

“That was a naughty thing you did last night,” he said, lathering her shoulders with the soap.

“Only one thing? Which one?” she asked, gently massaging his biceps as the water rinsed them both clean.

“Giving the best blowjob I’d ever had and then stopping before it was over.”

“Oh, so are you saying you weren’t satisfied? Because I got the impression you were when you coated my G.I. tract with your splooge.”

He reached for the showerhead and sent a stream of water straight into her eyes, making her squeal.

“Okay, okay,” she pleaded.

“Next time, you’re going to let me finish in your mouth,” he said.

“Next time?” she smiled coyly.

“Next time,” he repeated. He brushed the wet hair from her eyes to look at her.

“Yes, sir,” she said. 

They finished rinsing each other off, then he opened the shower stall door and grabbed her a towel.

“So, when would next time be?” she asked, trying not to be nonchalant.

“I dunno,” he said. “I’ve got a few errands to run, but we could meet up later. We’ll probably have to, seeing as you still have no way to get into your apartment.”

“Shit!” she exclaimed. She’d forgotten all about the locksmith.

“Don’t sweat it,” he told her. “I’m going to get dressed. Why don’t you put on a t-shirt and watch some TV until I get back?”

"Perfect," she said, accepting his kiss. He wrapped the towel around his waist and exited the bathroom. She wanted to follow him like a loyal puppy dog, but she had to keep herself from appearing too eager. Besides, the next time he saw her, she wanted it to be in full makeup, hair dried and looking hot as hell.

She wrapped the towel around her chest and went over to the mirror. She wiped away the steam with the edge of her palm and had a look at herself. Not bad, Anastasia. Not bad. She felt what her name meant: reborn.

He didn’t know, but he knew now. He’d seen the real her, and he’d embraced it. She grinned at her own reflection, relieved to like what she saw. Possibilities of their future together swirled in front of her. Everything she’d always wanted she could finally have with this man. How long had he been watching her, waiting for some pretext to start a conversation? She thought of her lost keys and grinned. It was the luckiest thing that had ever happened to her.

She let the towel fall to the floor and examined her body in the mirror. She looked good. She looked hot. She was exactly what the man of her dreams longed for.

Satisfied with herself, she opened the door into the bedroom and awaited Duncan’s return.


The Freshwoman

1.

I hate seniors. I know, I realize that’s like hating thirty-year-olds or old folks. I’ll be there myself one day. Yeah, I know, I know. But when you’re a freshman and the assholes who call themselves your ‘brothers’ tell you that you’re throwing them a party and you get stuck collecting the money for the booze (and making up the difference yourself when the collection comes up short), you can see where I’m coming from. Seniors give orders, and freshmen obey orders. Seniors can drink legally, but they make you buy them beer. So instead of studying for my Trig test or watching Top Shot or jerking off, or doing whatever I would prefer to be doing with my Saturday, I spent the afternoon running myself ragged making fliers to hand out to all the sorority houses, ordering pizzas, prying money out of the hands of anyone who happens to be hanging around the house, and generally doing all the bitch work that makes a party happen. And ya know what? It’s actually come together.

What was just a twinkle in Baxter’s eye this morning is now a rager with three kegs flowing at once, music, a beer pong table, and at least three hundred people all thanks to my effort.

“Not bad,” Steve says, taking a nice healthy bong rip and setting the glass piece back on the toilet tank where he found it. “You throw a kickass party, Declan. I’m gonna tell Bax to make you Party Chairman.” We’re standing in the second-floor bathroom, because where else can you blaze in peace during a house party?

“Do that and you’re not invited to the next one I throw,” I say, fingering the rolling papers in my hand between my fingers.

“Bro, I live here. I’m getting in regardless.”

"That's what she said," we both intone at the same time. He says it sincerely; I say it somewhat ironically. It's times like these that make me wonder why exactly I pay close to $500 a month in dues to have friends like Steve. He's barely making a 2.1-grade point average, goes days without bathing, and I suspect that he shoplifted the mildewy hat he's never been seen without. Then again, he did provide the weed for the joint I'm now rolling. So, there's that.

“I’m serious, man. You’re really goin’ places in this little organization of ours.”

“That’s because I do the bitch work without complaint. Bax says throw a party, so I make it so. Jump? Oh, how high, sir?”

“Listen to you. You sound like a pledge.”

“Don’t remind me. I still have scars, literal scars from pledge week.”

“I’m just sayin’ man, look on the bright side.”

The door flies open. Big Man, a 270-pound Samoan in a Metal t-shirt stumbles in, kicks up the toilet lid with the toe of his shoe, kneels down, and starts spewing into the bowl. Steve deftly grabs the bong and rescues it from the splash zone.

“I think I’m getting laid tonight,” Steve says.

“Hope springs eternal,” I say.

“What?” Steve asks, eyes glassy. Big Man continues to blow chunks, not concerned with our conversation any more than we are with his regurgitations.

“I’m saying good luck because you’re gonna need it,” I say.

“What are you talking about? I get plenty of tail,” Steve says, suddenly defensive. “What makes you think you’ll do any better?” 

“I don’t,” I say. “I know exactly how low my chances are, and that’s the difference between us.”

Big Man finishes up, flushes, and then exits without a word. I take the joint and light it, letting the paper at the tip burn off before inhaling.

“You got no fucking confidence, man,” Steve says, saying it like it’s a revelation from heaven. “You need some fucking confidence, man.”

Steve’s profundity staggers lesser minds.

“What I need is some seniority. That way, when I see a girl and can actually get close to her, I don’t have her ripped away by Bax or Shep or Mungo Terry or any of the other guys who live in the house and have bedrooms they can take their dates to.”

“Long time to wait for ass,” Steve says sagely.

“Indeed,” I say, coughing on the spliff. I hold out the joint for Steve but he’s still got the bong resting against his shoulder, glassy-eyed and unaware of how it got there.

“Getting a little cotton-mouthed,” I say, feeling the fuzziness on my tongue. “Think I’ll grab a beer.”

“Hope springs eternal,” Steve says, echoing my sentiment from a moment ago. The phrase seems to be rattling through his pot-addled brain. “Hope springs eternal,” he whispers, haunted.
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“Declan! Hey, brother,” Bax says, pulling me into a hug. “Just the man I was looking for. We’ve got odd numbers for beer pong. We’re hoping you can help us out.”

I don't have anything in particular against Baxter. He's never gone out of his way to abuse me. It's more that he carries destruction with him in his wake simply because doing the right thing is so often inconvenient. He's one of those guys who never sets out to do bad but always seems to find it along the way. With his grubby beard and penchant for berets, you'd take him for an artist, and I think he encourages the mystique. In reality, he's an accounting major.

“There’s your partner,” he says, pointing a chipped-black fingernail in the direction of a girl beside the time. She’s brunette, slim with a simple graphic t-shirt that looks like she bought it at Kohl’s or something. Very shy, unbelievably pretty. She seems out of place only because nobody seems to be paying her as much attention as a girl like that could expect to command. If she came with her sorority, those bitches have left her high and dry.

“Her?” I say, sensing some sort of trap.

“That’s right,” Baxter confirms. He’s a little sloshed, and I can see a sly grin forming at the corner of his mouth.

“She’s not with somebody?” I ask. Baxter shakes his head.

“All yours.”

“Why?”

I might just accept my good fortune, and if I hadn’t just gotten high, I would. But there’s something strange going on here. No way that a girl like that is on her own, with no one talking to her, for no reason.

“What are you asking me for? Shep says they’ve got odd numbers, so they’ve got odd numbers. Go over and make her feel welcome.”

Well, I guess that’s one way to get some confidence. I have to admit that Steve does have a point. I step through the crowd to where the girl is standing.

“Hey,” I say. “I’m Declan.”

“I’m Scarlet,” she says. I’m reminded of this line from a Cake song. ‘Her voice is dark, like tinted glass.’

“Ya need a partner?” I ask. She says something in response, but I can’t make it out over the din of the music.

“I was thinking I’d just watch,” she repeats, louder.

"Oh, okay," I respond. I'm about to say 'sorry' when she says.

"But you can be my partner if you want," she says. She looks at me with these sea-green eyes and I can sense that she'd be grateful if I accepted. Me, doing her a favor? Yes! 

“Yeah, that’s what I came over for.”

I hold out my knuckle and to my surprise, she gives a quick little fist bump in return. It's semi-ironic, but she does it seemingly without thinking. She pounds hard.

“I’ll write our names on the board,” I say, stepping over to the chalkboard and sliding us into a slot. When I come back, I tell her, “there’s like three games ahead of ours. You want to find a place to sit outside while we wait?”

“Sure!” Scarlet says.
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Standing on the deck proves impossible, so instead, we go down and find a quietish space on the lawn.

“So what happened to your friends?” I ask.

“Like, who did I come here with?” she says.

“Yeah, what gives? Don’t girls usually come to parties in packs?”

“I came with my friend Jess, but she’s somewhere with my Johnny and his boyfriend Ramon. We’re kind of a clique, I guess.”

“That’s cool. No boyfriend?”

“Uh, no…” she says, sighing with embarrassment. It looks like she’s about to turn red.

“Sorry, was I too forward?” I ask.

“No, it’s not that. I just don’t get asked that a lot.”

“Really? Because that definitely seems like something you’d get asked, like, every day.”

“Could we maybe talk about something else, please?”

“Sorry. It’s just how people get to know each other, ya know?”

“Right, it’s just that I don’t really do that kind of stuff,” she says, folding one arm against another in a defensive posture. I’m thinking she must have been fat or a nerd or something in high school, so I don’t press the subject.

“What’s your major?” she says.

“Oh, I’m still undeclared,” I say.

"Okay, a guy who keeps his options open. I respect that." 

“You?”

“Business,” she says.

“You like it?”

“Nobody really likes it, I think. We’re all just trying to figure out how to make money because nothing else makes more sense.”

“It’s not a bad degree to have. At least it’s versatile,” I say.

“That’s me,” she says with a sly grin. Somehow I haven’t been let in on the joke.

“Yo!” Shep calls from the deck. “Declan and Scarlet, you’re up!”
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We destroy at pong. I’m good; she’s better. Scarlet gets three cups in a row and is ‘on fire’ straight off the bat. 

“Damn, how did you get so good at this?” I ask.

“How do you think?” she says.

“Right, I just don’t know many girls who are this gifted at beer pong.”

“You don’t know many girls like me,” she laughs, draining another. Our opponents have mopey looks on their faces, and the guy with the goatee looks like he’s about to cry. But he doesn’t. Instead, he barfs.

“Does that mean we win?”

“House rules say it’s a forfeit, so yeah. It’s our game.”

“Hell yeah!” Scarlet shouts, throwing her arms around me. I grin, happy for the physical contact, even if someone had to barf to make it happen. As she lets go, I notice one girl in the crowd around the table lean over and say something to her friend. Both girls give the classic ‘judgey’ look; the look that says, ‘you’re nastier than what I pick off my shoe.’ I can’t help but wonder what the hell these people seem to have against Scarlet. It feels like everyone’s in on a secret that I have no idea about.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. “Ready for round two?”

“Nah,” I say. “I’d rather get out of here.”

“Really? Don’t you have to be here?”

“Well, I mean, I’m in the frat but I live on campus.”

“Me too,” she says.

“Wanna walk back together?”

“Sure. That sounds great,” she beams. “I’ll go tell my friends.”

I nod, watch her cut her way through the crowd. I see an open spot on the couch and decide to snag it, play with my phone, and wait for Scarlet to return. But I've only been there for three minutes when Baxter saunters over, a handle of Jameson in his hand.

“Declan!”

“Hey, man.”

“Where ya going tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw you two talking.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Might want to rethink getting with this girl,” he says.

“Yeah, why’s that?”

"'Cause, she's not a girl.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“She’s a tranny, bro. I mean, hey, I couldn’t tell either. And if I didn’t know, I’d be looking to get into her pants too. But, ya know. No homo.”

Now I get it. The reason that Scarlet has been getting the stink eye from every girl in the place, the way that every guy seems to have a smug little smile on his face when he looks in her direction. Of course, she says she doesn't date. She doesn't want some asshole coming onto her only to learn the truth and drop her fast. Some asshole like me.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, man,” I say.

“Just a friendly word of warning,” he says. “Don’t shoot the messenger.”

But I do shoot him– a look. One that says, ‘go to hell. I can date who I like.’ Baxter throws up his hands in surrender.

“Your call, dude,” he says, snickering. I storm off, not wanting anything more to do with this scene. Scarlet catches up to me by the door.

“Hey, you okay?” she asks.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I say.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Let’s just get out of here. I don’t really feel much like hanging around here.”

“Sure,” she says. “Let’s go.”
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The walk from the frat house to my dorm takes around seventeen minutes if you walk at a normal pace. But the walk tonight feels endless. Scarlet can sense that something’s not right. She tried walking close enough for me to reach out and take her hand. But I kept mine just where it was, and when a tree appeared in our path we moved apart to let it pass between us. Now that distance feels like it’s getting greater and greater. Even worse is the silence that sits in between us. It seems to just hang there with nothing to break it up. It’s not like I want to maintain this awkwardness between us, but what am I supposed to say?

‘Oh, hey, so I found out that you have a penis. Sorry for all the jerks at the party making fun of you for it.’ I feel bad that I know and that she doesn’t know that I know. It’s not fair that she gets this kind of treatment from people like that. It’s not like she asked to be the way she is. She’s just trying to be Scarlet, live her life and feel normal. And I want the same thing for her. Except…

I don’t know if I can look at her the same way.

“So… this a nice long silence.”

“What?”

“I said, this is a nice long walk,” she says. Did I just hear her wrong?

“I make it every day,” I say.

“Yeah, I can picture it. Pretty much exactly. You walking, not looking around, not saying anything to anyone.”

“Sorry,” I say. “Weed makes me introspective.”

“Yeah, same,” she says.

“Sorry for all those people at the party,” I say.

“What do you mean?” she asks. Did she really not notice how everyone seemed to be looking at her back there? No, she must have seen. Maybe she just didn’t register it.

“Those guys, they’re good guys, really. But they’re just a bunch of cavemen about a lot of things. I hope you didn’t take it personally.”

"I wasn't taking it personally. I mean, it hurt. At first. Then I saw that there was at least one cute, sweet, interesting guy there and I felt better."

“Oh,” I say. “Good.”

“Yeah, until I left the party to walk home with him and he got all quiet and weird.”

“Like I said–”

“Yeah, I get it. It’s the weed.”

“Right.”

“So, there’s nothing else that’s making you so cagey? Maybe something you learned about me back there?”

“Like what?”

“Come on, Declan.”

“Alright, yes. I did learn something about you that I wasn’t expecting.”

“Oh?”

“And I think you know what it is.”

“Do I?”

“Come on, Scarlet.”

“I don’t suppose it has anything to do with what’s between my legs. I mean, why would that be of interest to a boy like you.”

“A boy like me?”

“You are straight, aren’t you?”

“Yeah…”

“So, you’re not interested. Isn’t that it?”

“Well, no. I mean, it’s not true that I’m not interested.”

“So, does that mean you are interested?”

I stop walking. She walks on a few paces before she notices. She turns, our eyes met.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m interested in you, Scarlet.”

She stands looking at me for a moment, trying to appraise whether I mean it. Then, she turns on her heel and starts walking toward campus again. 

“Good,” she says. I hurry to catch up to her.

“So…?”

“What?”

“Do you have any response?”

“I do.”

“Do you want to tell me what it is?”

“No.”

“No? So, what?”

“So, if you want to get to know me better, it sounds like we should probably hang out again.”

“Sure, cool. Yeah. Let’s do that,” I say. “When?”

“I have Chem Lab on Monday mornings, so I need tomorrow to prepare.”

“I’ve got Chem Lab too,” I say. “And I’m passing, I think. I could help you. Or we could study together, at least.”

“Okay, I like that plan. Hey, my dorm was back there,” I say, pointing back in the direction of the big grey building we just passed.

She stops and turns.

"Then, I guess it's goodnight, Declan."

“That’s it?” I say.

“What more were you expecting to get tonight?”

“I guess...I don’t know.”

She crosses over to me, looks at me with those big green eyes, and gives me a quick kiss on the lips. Even with the faint taste of beer on her breath, there's something delicious about her kiss. It's tentative and delicate, the way her lips press against mine; soft and warm, and completely feminine.

“Thanks for tonight,” she says.

“Yeah, you too,” I say, watching as she turns to go. The last thought in my mind as I walk back is her name pounding in my brain over and over and over. Scarlet, Scarlet, Scarlet.
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My first thought when I woke up this morning was of her. The sun streams in through the blinds that Rajnesh forgot to close last night. I'm lucky he's an early riser because there's a stiffy that I've got to do something about. I think about her lips and the way her body looked when she was walking away from me in the half-light of the street lights gives me a tightness in my shorts.

As I slide my swollen cock out of my briefs, I wonder if she’s doing the same thing. Does she get morning wood the way a guy does? Does she slip herself out of a pair of silk panties and stroke herself thinking about me? I picture her cute face, hair hanging in her eyes, lips puckered as she pleasures herself. The thought makes me stroke harder, faster. The thought of a girl who jerks off like me is getting me hard like I can’t believe. I wonder whether she’s happy with having a cock or whether she’s going to go ‘all woman’ and turn it into a tight little pussy. Somehow, both seem hot. The thought of her understanding my body the way that she does her own is sexy enough, but there’s something so alluring about a trans girl who is willing to undergo surgery just to affirm her womanhood.

In my mind, she’s stroking her own cock and fingering her pussy both at once. I cum hard into a sock and sigh as my body flushes with dopamine. She’s definitely left an impression on me. I just hope I haven’t blown my wad too fast. Even if the thought of her naked turns me on now, what if things are different when we actually meet up? What if I chicken out when I see her knob for the first time? The thought makes me a little queasy.

I try to put aside this thought and remind myself that she’s a girl, just like any other. If I’m not into it, I can always say so and leave. Even if it hurts her. Even if it hurts both of us.

Once my dick softens and my erection no longer shows, I decide to hit the community shower at the end of the hall and then walk over to Starbucks for an iced latte. On the way, I watch the girls passing and wonder about them in a way I never have before. Could any of them be like Scarlet? Hiding in plain sight, hoping not to be noticed for what they are and instead to be recognized for who they’re trying to be? It’s weird, but knowing Scarlet’s secret is part of what turns me on about her. I start to think about what it would be like to see her in her underwear, but the thought makes me a little stiff again and I try to forget it.

We’re not supposed to meet up until the afternoon, so I wander around campus for a few hours trying not to think about her. 
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I knock at her dorm room door. A couple of girls at the end of the hall are checking me out, curious about what a guy is doing on their floor and who I’m here to see. But they pass me without comment and hardly a look between them. The door opens.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. She’s dressed in grey sweats meant to look casual but sexy too. The short-cut top with PINK written on it is cut to show off her stomach. Her shorts are tight-fitting. No sign of a bulge. I try not to peek, but I can’t help but notice. She turns back inside and I get a glimpse of her round, pert ass.

"I was thinking about you," I say. Not sure why I let this slip since it was the opposite of what I'm trying to be. Casual, cool, aloof; all these would have been better poses to make instead of letting her know I'm into her.

“Yeah, I was thinking about you too,” she says, taking a seat on the bed. It’s the only one in the room.

“No roommate?” I ask.

“They gave me a single because, well. Ya know.”

“Right, I get it.”

She picks up the textbook laying open on the duvet and flips the page.

"So, are we gonna study?" she asks eyes on the book instead of me. Casually, I kick off my sandals and climb on the bed, crossing my legs so that I'm facing her.

“Imagine you are trying to construct an inert electrode. Which of the following would you use?”

I’m not paying the slightest attention, of course. I can’t stop staring. I can’t watch her pouty pink lips accentuated with a perfectly subtle shade of lipstick without burning to have those lips wrapped around my cock. Already I can feel a bulge pressing against my inner thigh.

She looks up from the book at my face, then my lap. I grope for an explanation.

“It’s not–”

“A dick? Please, Declan. You don’t have to pretend. You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.”

Hearing this, my engorged member bucks even harder against my shorts. I groan, both from embarrassment and lust.

“Ooh, I think he likes that. Do you like hearing that this girl has got a rod of her own?”

“Yes,” I say.

She takes her daintily manicured hand and places it on top of mine. Then she lifts my hand and presses it to her crotch.

“Wanna feel?” she asks. I nod vigorously. “You dirty boy.”

She takes her hand and slides it under her shorts. She’s wearing some kind of sling or something that she slides out of as she peels her shorts off.

There, between her legs, is a perfectly smooth little cock and balls. She's smaller than me. Somehow both exotic and familiar. She scoots closer to me, letting her thigh rest against my knee. She looks into my eyes, wanting to know if I'm cool with this. I slowly run the tips of my fingers up her inner thigh. She squirms a little as I gently rub the head of her dick and then wrap my thumb and index finger around her shaft, coaxing it to life.

Scarlet’s pupils dilate as she stares at me, overwhelmed by excitement. She hardens slowly, complimenting my already-engorged cock. While I touch her, she reaches over and unzips me, sliding my hard wand out of my shorts.

“You’re so big,” she whispers, genuinely impressed by my size. “What do you want me to do?”

“Just follow what I’m doing,” I say. “Do what comes naturally.”

We each scoot still closer together so that we can wrap our hands around each other. I massage her gently. Soon, we’re stroking each other in sync. I rest my forehead against hers as we stroke each other. Her lips find mine and we begin kissing and touching each other, both happy to be exploring the other’s body. As we kiss, I slide my left hand down to touch her breast at the same time that I jerk her off with my right. It’s only now that I realize what I didn’t before; no bra.

Her soft mound of flesh feels as real as any I've ever touched. Rounder than Jenny Turnbull's, and firmer than Sacha Geinkowski's. The tip of her tongue runs down my own tongue. I imagine what it would feel like for that skillful tongue to run the length of my scrotum.

I want to slow down, worried that it will be over too fast. So, I slow down my stroking of her. She gets the message and slows too, rubbing my dick in loose, loping tugs that excite my shaft without bringing me closer to completion. 

“Now what do you want?” She asks.

“Your mouth,” I say.

“Well, you’re going to have to get me off first,” she says.

“With pleasure,” I say. I take her stiff cock in my hand and begin tugging it faster and harder before pinching her mushroom head ever so slightly, hoping that the pressure will give her the burst of pleasure she needs to get off. I’m getting closer now. I can feel that she's close to cumming. Her eyes are half-closed, consumed by ecstasy.

As I prepare to finish her off, she stops me.

“Wait, wait,” she says. “I’m gonna cum.”

She grabs the top sheet just in time to catch the white geyser escaping the tip of her hard dick. Her back arches as she explodes into the sheet. She’s sweating a little from her forehead.

“You good?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” she says, kissing me. “God, where have you been?”

I smile.

“I’m here now,” I say.

“Yeah, and I owe you a blowjob,” she says. “Let me get on that.”
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I never realized it before, and yet it makes perfect sense. No girl sucks better cock than one with a cock of her own. Scarlet knows all the right moves as she goes down on me. Despite the flood of endorphins, she doesn’t rush things. She very slowly feels her way around my erect cock, letting her tongue snake around my shaft, teasing my sensitive head with little flicks of her tongue. Then, when I’m good and ready, she goes deeper. I’m on my back, looking up at her as she stuffs me inside of her.

She hums a little as she lets my cock slide gracefully between her lips. I’ve never gotten better from any girl. No pussy feels this good. Her mouth is more dexterous, her tongue and lips and teeth capable of applying just the right amount of pressure without too much tension. She vacuums up my precum just as soon as it escapes my hole.

I run my fingers through her hair. I smell her shampoo: lavender and lilac. Oh, yeah. This is a woman. She's more of a woman than any girl I could ever hope for. And I'm the lucky guy who gets to have her. Baxter and Shep and those tools from the frat have no idea what they're missing out on here. She's here, with me, and she's all mine.

Her teeth deliver me a jolt, but she doesn’t apply much pressure, just lets them glide up and down my cock like a finger gliding on piano keys. The threat of her teeth sinking into me heightens the experience and makes me eager for more. She switches tactics, using her tongue to massage the seam of my balls.

“How am I doing?” She asks, coming up for air.

“Incredible,” I say. “The best.”

She grins.

“Think you could return the favor for me sometime?”

“Uh, sure,” I say, caught off guard. It’s not that I’m turned off. I just never did that before. 

“Don’t sweat it,” she teases. “I’ve always preferred giving head to receiving it.”

This girl keeps surprising me. She goes back to attending to my thick cock, rubbing it for just a couple strokes before sinking her lips around it again. I can feel that she’s getting closer to getting me off. She speeds up, using her tongue less and her lips more. Satisfied that I’ve held out long enough, I lie back and wait to come. When I do, she catches it expertly in the sheet just the way she did with her own. I like the thought of our jizz mingling. She tosses it aside and crawls on top of me, resting her head against my chest.

“That was incredible,” she says, after a while.

“Yeah,” I say. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

“You had fun, right?” she asks.

“Are you kidding? That was about the best sex I ever had.” She doesn’t say anything.

“What?”

“Nothing,” she says. “It was fantastic. I had a great time.”

“But…?”

“But, guys usually say all that sweet stuff right after, and then–”

She lets a gust of breath escape. They disappear. Vanish. Gone.

“That’s not going to be me,” I say.

“You sure?” she says, resting her chest to look into my eyes.

“Definitely. I’m not about to throw away a good thing that easily.”

She runs her fingers along the hairs on my nipples, making me squirm. I know girls’ nipples are way more sensitive than guys’, but I could never get used to a girl handling mine.

“You’re probably the sweetest guy I’ve ever slept with,” she says.

“Oh?” I say, having nothing better to add.

“Yeah, so don’t break my heart, okay?”

“I promise,” I say.

We lay there together just holding each other. Eventually, we get back to studying. I still find it hard to concentrate, but at least I’m no longer bursting with lust. I ask if she wants to go to the Student Union for a late lunch, but she says she’s not really hungry so we say our goodbyes.

Walking back to my dorm room, I think about the two of us. I never would have pictured myself with a girl like Scarlet. Now I can’t stop thinking about seeing her again, and of what else we might get up to with that single room of hers. It’s a whole new world of possibilities.
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Not much to do. House is quiet. It’s me and Steve on the couch. He passes me the bong and says–

“So, how’s that, uh, your friend?”

“Scarlet? She’s good.”

“And you’re like... into her?”

“Yeah,” I say, taking a rip.

“And so, it’s like the two of you are like… compatible?”

“Yeah, man.”

“Weird. But I mean, that’s cool and all. Like, you do you.”

“I intend to.”

I'm feeling like I could melt into the couch right now; I'm so relaxed. It's quiet again, and then I hear the screen door in the back of the house creak open.

“Hello?”

“Yeah,” I say, figuring this must be Scarlet. And yes, she’s okay with me blazing before our dates just as long as I save her something to smoke too.

A girl enters, but it’s not Scarlet. She’s a little on the chunky side, might not have washed her hair today. Her nose turns up at the smell of weed.

“Hey, is Baxter here?”

“And you would be?” Steven asks imperiously.

“His girlfriend.”

"Ooooh," we say in unison like we're a pair of ten-year-olds.

“Coming babe!” Baxter calls from upstairs.

So, this is his girl? I mean, I don’t mean to be cruel or anything, but, her?

Bax rushes downstairs.

“Hey, baby,” he says. He leans over to kiss her. She rebuffs him.

“Your friends are smoking weed in the house,” the girlfriend says.

“Yeah, well, uh, these guys don’t really do that very much, right guys?”

“Only every day,” I say. I hold the bong up like she’s welcome to it. She sneers.

“No, thanks. Let’s go, sweetie.”

Just then, my fabulous girl arrives. Unlike this judgemental sow, she’s dressed to the nines. Hair done up, make-up, and wearing a cute little black top with denim shorts that wrap around her hips.

“Hey,” she says.

“Scarlet!” I exclaim. “You guys haven’t met my girlfriend Scarlet. Here she is. Say hi, baby.”

She gives a polite little wave. Bax isn’t laughing now. In fact, I think he’d rather be anywhere but here right now. Or anyone. If he could trade lives, he’d be me.

“What are you guys up to?” Scarlet asks.

“Oh, we were just leaving,” Bax’s bitchy girlfriend replies, staring daggers at Scarlet for having the ass every other girl wishes to have.

“Cool. Mind if I get a hit?” Scarlet asks.

“What my baby wants, my baby gets. Here ya go,” I say, passing the bong.

“Hey, yo, I’m Steve,” Steve says, rising to extend his hand, then deciding against it and sitting back down, then sticking out his hand again.

Scarlet smiles, grabs a spot on the couch, and shakes Steve’s hand.

“Well, I guess we have to be going,” Bax says, realizing that he’s lost this round. As they make their way out the door, I can feel the jealousy radiating off Baxter. 

I guess that’s really the best revenge. Just live your life, and maybe you’ll get lucky and good things will happen. Anyway, I couldn’t be happier with the choices I’ve made. I don’t think everyone in the house can say the same. As we sit there getting stoned, I’m reminded of the fact that most people report college as being the best years of their lives. So far, I think I know what they mean.


First Time With a Ladyboy

1.

15 hours and I’m hot and sticky from the second I get off the plane. So, this is Thailand? I guess it’s pretty much what I expected. Hot, a little sleazy. Beautiful. Or at least it will be after I have some coffee. Or a cocktail. I’m not sure which is more appropriate for my sleep schedule, and right now I have a hankering for both. 

I go to the baggage carousel, pick up my bag, and decide to get a cab. I thought the only vehicles that foreigners ever used in this country were those three-wheeled tuk tuks, but I don’t see one of those in sight.

“Hello, my friend,” says a kid in a tank top and shorts, his hair quaffed. “Where you go?”

“You know Nai Harn beach?” I ask.

"Yes, I know," he says, grabbing my bag off the curb and placing it in the trunk of his little Honda. I guess this means that he's my guy. The guidebook said that you're supposed to negotiate the fare before you get there, or at least let the meter run because they usually try to upsell foreigners, but I'm too worn out to care. I don't want trouble and whatever he charges me will be fine. This place is cheap, right? That's probably the only thing that Thailand and my father have in common. Both very cheap by anyone's standards. It's the only explanation I could imagine for what he's doing here. Twenty-five years of marriage and one day he announces that he's leaving my mother. That was eighteen months ago, and I've barely spoken to him since. We both pretended that Christmas didn't happen, completely ignoring each other. Then, out of the blue, I get this voicemail from me asking me to come over. I'm hoping that he doesn't plan to tell me he has cancer or something. I can't imagine the old bastard is in the best of health, the way he drinks.

"I'll pay for the ticket if that's what you're going to use as an excuse not to come," he said. Thanks, Ricky. Well, I'm here.

I want to curl up in the backseat and just drift off, but the cabby is singing along to some cheesy Thai ballad and it's not like I'll have the chance to sleep anyway. They've got a brighter sun in Thailand, apparently. Anyway, I've never seen it this bright in St. Louis. It's like Hawaii got slightly overcooked. The air from the air-conditioner feels so warm that it fills the car with a burnt odor like the scent from a hairdryer. No relief. I shut my eyes and wrap my hand around my temples as I sweat.

What the hell am I doing here? I mean, really? It’s not like I want to hear his side. He left my mom broken-hearted and alone. At least she had her own money and with a little help from me was able to afford a little place. But she’s so lonely. I hate to see her cooking dinner alone, and I hate even more that my father was the one who did it to her. My whole life we’ve never spoken an unnecessary word between us, so why should we start now?

The car rocks as we careen along and I worry that if I don’t look out the window I’m going to get carsick. Or is it the other way around? Anyway, I look straight ahead at the motorbikes and little trucks passing on the road in front of us. The fields are a green blur. It feels like we must be breaking the speed limit, but since I have no idea what it is I can’t say whether it matters.

“My friend,” the driver asks. “Which hotel do you stay?”

“No hotel,” I answer. “I’m looking for Butterfly Bar.”

“Butterfly?” he says, meeting my eye in the rearview, “You shoa?”

"Yes," I say. Why wouldn't I be sure? Ricky didn't give me the wrong name, did he? There's no way I got it confused.

But he nods and doesn’t say anything more, so I guess the place is familiar enough to him. After a few more minutes of listening to his caterwauling, I’m released into the wilds.

“Okay, my friend,” he says to me, as he hands me my bag and I hand him 700 baht. “You have good time here, okay?”

“Yeah, thanks,” I say, not wanting to point out that I’m not here by choice.

The Butterfly Bar is a lot like all the other beach bars I've ever seen. Jamaica, Mexico, Thailand they've all got basically the same formula. Made to look like they're built from driftwood, international flags, and a poster of Bob Marley on the walls, maybe Che. This one has plenty of silhouettes of girls on the walls, too. And real girls in real skimpy outfits. It's a bit like a Thai Hooters. The waitresses are wearing tiny little shorts and shirts meant to show off their surgically enhanced assets. I saunter up to the bar. I don't know a single word of Thai, but the sign above the tip jar says, "We speak perfectly broken English."

“Hi!” a bubbly bartender says as I slide onto a stool. She’s got on heavy makeup, a little tall for a Thai woman. I’d say she’s in her mid-forties but with the breasts of a twenty-year-old. “Would you like Chang beer?”

"Okay," I say. I might as well have something while I wait, and in this heat, I'd accept anything that's cold and comes in the form of a liquid. She comes back with a frothy brew fresh from the tap and from the first drop that hits my tongue I can feel my manna returning. I take another big gulp. They say alcohol only makes you thirstier, but maybe it works differently around here.

“Thanks.”

“I know you,” she says.

“I don’t think so,” I say. “I just got here.”

“No, I mean I see your picture. Ricky your dad?”

“Oh, yeah. He’s my dad.”

“Wow! It’s meet you. My name is Hom.” She gives me one of those little bows they do and I mirror the same gesture. She giggles. “Your dad come here a lot. He really nice person.”

I guess it depends on who you ask.

“Well, I’m Daniel. Thanks for talking to the old man. He doesn’t hit on you too much, does he?”

“What?” she says, a note of alarm in her voice and an embarrassed grin springing to her face. “No, he never hit me.”

“That’s not what I meant. Sorry, it’s a figure of speech. Anyway, I’m glad my dad has a friend.”

“Oh, yeah. We all know him. I know Fon long time and so I meet Ricky as well.”

“Fon?” I ask.

“Yeah, of course. Your dad girlfriend.”
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"My dad has a girlfriend?" I say, unable to disguise my disgust. The old bastard abandoned my mother and he's already shacking up with some little Thai coochie?

“Oh, sorry,” Hom says, embarrassed and realizing that she’s already said too much she turns to leave.

“No, don’t apologize,” I say, trying to keep her from leaving. I may be able to get more information out of her yet. “How long have they been dating?”

“I don’ know,” she says, grabbing a rag and polishing the counter to avoid looking at me.

“You know,” I say. “Don’t worry, you’re not in any trouble. I just want to learn more, that’s all.”

"Will you quit harassing the poor girl?" comes a booming voice from behind me. I turn in my chair to see a man my dad's height and weight, though otherwise, I can hardly recognize him. He's completely red and sunburned, which accentuates the thinness of his remaining white hair. He's wearing a polo with the collar shrunken and misshapen by the washing machine. He's got on flip flops and Bermuda shorts, and, even more surprising, a smile. Most surprising of all is the girl he has his arm around. She looks like she has to be around twenty, wearing a neon pink evening gown in the middle of the afternoon. Her breasts aren't as huge as Hom's, but they're a lot more proportional for her frame. The dress's cleavage shows them off nicely. Really though, I'm blown away by her face. She's got that cute little button nose that Asian girls have, a sweet smile, and not too much makeup. Any man with a pulse and even a passing interest in women would have to pick his jaw up off the floor after one look from this girl.

“Fon,” he says, “this is Daniel. My son. Daniel, I want you to meet the new love of my life, Fon.”

She bows to me. I do the same.

“No, no, you don’t wai to her,” Ricky chides me. “You’re older than she is, I can tell you that.”

“Guess I don’t know the procedure,” I mutter. “Hi, Fon.”

“Hi, Daniel! Nice meet you.”

I’m not sure how to be rude to my father without offending this innocent girl who happens to be caught in the middle of it, so I don’t say anything more.

“Well, don’t just sit there,” Ricky says. “Come here and give your old man a shake.” He offers his hand.

“Maybe later,” I say.

“Oh, so it’s like that, huh?” Ricky says, probably anticipating this response. “Alright, Hom. I think I’d better get this one home and let him rest up a little. Put his beer on my tab.”

“No, Hom. I’ve got money. Let me,” I slide 100 baht across the bar and Hom gives me another little bow.

“You can get the cab,” I tell Ricky.

“Cab?” he sneers. “We’ve got something better than that. Fon will take you on her bike.”

“Bike? But what about my luggage?”

Ricky picks up my suitcase and lifts it onto his shoulder.

"I've got it. Come on, house no far."

Before I can object, my dad walks out to the front of the place. I follow Fon to a pair of motorbikes parked in the gravel by the side of the road. He puts on a chintzy little bicycle helmet.

“See ya at home, love,” Ricky tells Fon. They kiss and he sets my suitcase on the footrest in front of him. He climbs on, fires up the engine, and then guns it down the road.

“Bastard,” I curse under my breath.

“Sorry?” Fon says.

“Oh, nothing. Let’s get going.”

Fon takes a pair of helmets from the side of the motorbike and hands me one. She delicately places it on her head, aware that it will mess up her perfectly put-together hair. She's dressed to the nines in a way that women in America only do when they're going out or are about to meet their girlfriends. Not here. Every fingernail is perfectly manicured and she's got on pink lip gloss to match. I can't help but steal a glance at her chest, but covertly.

I take the helmet and she climbs onto the bike. I do the same, placing my hands on her hips. Maybe it's the length of the flight or the fact that I haven't slept or had an opportunity to jerk off in more than 72 hours, but I can feel myself stiffening a little being this close to Fon. I pray she doesn't realize what I'm doing when I shift my weight toward the back of the seat.

“We go?” Fon turns and asks me.

“Yeah,” I say. “We go.”
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“You see that girl? Think I could have had that back home? No chance. Not an old geezer like me. But in Thailand, anything’s possible.”

Ricky hands me a beer. I put it to my forehead, letting the condensation cool me. We’re sitting on his porch, trying to stay out of the sun. He’s got a pool. He tells me he pays $500 a month to rent this house. 3 bedrooms and a pool. Unbelievable.

“Where’s Fon now?” I ask.

“She’s resting. We were out late last night. I’ll tell you, son. This girl–”

“Yeah, I get it. She’s like no piece of ass you’ve ever had.”

“First, you don’t know how right you are. Second, watch the language.”

“Just watch her around your bank card,” I say.

“You don’t know her,” Ricky says.

“Neither do you. You’ve been together for, what? Three months?”

“We have a connection you couldn’t possibly understand,” he says. “Not until you’ve had it for yourself.”

I take a pull from the beer.

“So what am I doing here?”

“Catching up with your old man,” he says.

“No,” I say. “I mean, why did you fly me out here? You’re not dying not are you?”

“Don’t look too disappointed, but no,” he says. “I wanted you to meet Fon.”

“Why? Don’t tell me you’re marrying her.”

“No, that wouldn’t be possible.”

“Not possible?” I say. “How is it impossible? Thais marry foreigners, don’t they? It’d probably even help you get a green card, right?”

“Our circumstance is special,” he says. “Besides, I’ve got my retirement visa so that’s all I need. Anyway, we’re still getting to know each other.”

“So,” I say, “I just sat on a flight for thirteen hours to meet the teenager that you dumped my mother for?”

"Watch yourself, kid," Ricky warns.

"Or, what? You're gonna kick my ass? You pick up some slut at a bar in the Third World and I'm supposed to slap you on the back and say, 'way to go!'?"

“Keep your voice down,” Ricky says. “You’re being rude and I don’t want her to be offended. Whatever beef you’ve got with me, let’s leave her out of it, eh?”

"Fine. But don't think that we're bonding over this. I'm not one of your drinking buddies. I'm not going to congratulate you on your new girlfriend while Mom's still broken-hearted in St. Louis."

“Yeah, alright,” he says. “I deserve that.”

“And a hell of a lot more,” I say, taking another long pull from the beer.

“Let me just explain something to you, Danny. I wasn’t happy with your mother.”

“No shit,” I say.

“It wasn’t her fault.”

I scoff.

“That’s news.”

“Will you let me talk?” he asks. “I have certain needs that your mother couldn’t fulfill. Not even in her prime.”

“Christ,” I say. “I don’t want to hear this.”

“Well, you’re gonna hear it anyway because it’s what I have to say. Fon does meet my needs.”

“Is that supposed to be your excuse for abandoning your marriage?”

“It was selfish. I know it,” he says. For the first time, I notice his voice wavering slightly. “It was wrong what I did, but a man can’t pretend he’s happy when he’s not. Well, he can. But only for so long until–”

“You dump your wife and your whole life to jet off to Thailand and shack up with a girl half her age. Look, none of this is news. I know what you came out here for. I have to say, I was expecting you would at least wait a respectable length of time before you got yourself a girl, but I guess that impulse control was never your strong suit.”

He seems wounded by this, and for a moment I feel bad until I remember who I'm talking to.

“Yeah, fine. You have a right to be angry at me. I know that. But I didn’t ask you here because I want to fight with you. I want you to be a part of my life, Danny.”

I don’t say anything to this. I want to scream, but it would be childish. This is just who my father is. It doesn’t make any difference to try to throw it in his face.

“I need to go to the market,” Ricky says. “It’s this little shop just down the way about a mile. Will you walk with me?”

“I’m tired, Dad,” I say. “Let me sleep and then we can talk reconciliation.”

“Yeah, okay,” Ricky says. “You get some shuteye. Take a siesta, or whatever they call it here. I’ll be back with some beer and some coconuts. Maybe some shrimp, if it’s fresh.”

I nod.

“I’ll see ya, son.” 
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I’m so tired I’m practically delirious. But try as I might, I can’t sleep. Thoughts of my dad and his betrayal are keeping me awake. I know he’s trying to be closer to me, but why should I bother? He doesn’t really want to do better. He just wants forgiveness so he can go on being the major sleaze that he’s always wanted to be and now finally has a chance. And Fon. What is she getting out of all this? Sure, he gives her a place to live, probably an allowance too. But she also has to put up with him, his cranky moods and his odors, and God only knows what else.

It's not just anger at my father that's keeping me awake. It's the crappy little fan that just moves the hot, humid air around the room without offering any relief. They don't have air conditioners that cool the whole house in Thailand, apparently. They only have the ones that are just for use in a single room, and it's not mine. It's in the master bedroom.

Even practically naked I still can't cool down. I peel the sheet off me and decide to go to the kitchen for some ice. The house is small by American standards, and for some reason, the Thais think it's a good idea to make the kitchen an attached, open-air kitchen to the side of the house. It lets the smoke out, I suppose. As an added bonus, it lets in bugs and the lizards that eat them, too.

There’s nothing in the freezer but a bottle of vodka. Thanks, Ricky. I contemplate going to the beach when I hear the sound of someone in the house. It sounds like howling. No, not howling. Moaning. I leave the kitchen and step back into the main part of the house. It’s definitely coming from the bedroom. Maybe it’s Fon? What if she’s sick. I read all these advisories about food poisoning in this part of the world, but I figured it didn’t affect the locals.

The door to the master bedroom isn’t completely closed. It’s still open a crack. I approach cautiously.

“Hello?” I say, “Fon?”

I stick my head inside the room. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. My mind can’t seem to make sense of what my eyes are showing me. There, on the bed, is Fon. Her cherubic face is contorted in ecstasy. She’s naked from the waist down, legs spread apart, panties wrapped around her ankles. With one hand, she’s stroking the thing between her legs, a thick little cock!

She meets my eye and yelps, stopping what she’s doing to cover her throbbing member with the sheet.

“Sorry!” I yelp as I quickly pull the door closed and beeline for my own bedroom. I close the door behind me, my back against the door like I’m afraid it will burst open at any minute.

What the hell? Fon is a ladyboy? I mean, I knew that there were lots of them here. It’s like a little inside joke that everyone who comes to Thailand knows. But I never imagined that they could look like she does. And she’s living with my father?

“Danyal?” Fon calls through the door.

“Yes,” I answer.

“You okay?”

“Um, yeah. I’m sorry I walked in on you,” I say. 

“Mai pen rai,” she says. “It’s okay.”

Then there's silence for a moment until Fon says.

“Can I come inside?”
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I open the door to find Fon looking up at me, a shy grin on her cherubic face.

“Hi,” she says.

"Hi," I repeat, wondering what I might say that makes up for what I just did. Any country, anywhere, you don't just wander into someone else's bedroom. Especially not when you're a guest in their home. Even if the door was open. It's no excuse for my intrusion. So, naturally, she should be offended. So, why is she smiling?

Fon enters the room and has a seat on the bed. She crosses her legs girlishly, all evidence of her bulge now concealed under the long t-shirt she wears like a skirt.

“You didn’ know, right?” Fon asks.

“What?” I stumble, then realize what she means. “Uh, no. Ricky– my dad didn’t tell me that you were–”

“Ladyboy?” Fon offers.

“If that’s the preferred nomenclature,” I say.

“What you say?” Fon asks, crinkling her nose.

“Nothing. It’s not important. I’m sorry that I walked in on you.”

Fon shrugs.

“You scared?”

“Scared? No, why would I be scared?”

“Some farang guy like ladyboy a lot, some no. Don’t like that.”

"Well, I don't know if I don't like it. You shouldn't worry about what I like," I say.

“Why?”

“I just mean that you being a ladyboy, that’s between you and Ricky, you know?”

“Ah, yeah,” says Fon. “So, you okay?”

"Sure, of course," I say. I still can't believe my eyes as I look at her. She's taken off the makeup that she wore when I met her, but Fon's still absolutely feminine in her face, in every way, actually. Her tiny frame, her small round face with a cute little button nose. They saw that Asians make the best transsexuals. Something about the way that their bodies are naturally smaller so that the males are more passable once they become females. Thailand is unmatched since the biggest plastic surgery industry in Southeast Asia is here. But until the proof is in front of you, you'd never believe just how true the hype is. If I hadn't just caught Fon stroking her dick, you couldn't convince me that she had one if you had a stack of affidavits from a team of sworn witnesses.

“You like your daddy,” she says.

“How do you mean?” I say.

“Really handsome, but I think you really nice as well. Not like him.”

“Is he not good to you?” I ask.

“Of course. He good to me a lot. But he not really nice. Never say sorry. Never say he wrong. Always like–”

“He’s full of bullshit,” I say flatly. Fon just smiles.

“But you nice person,” she says. “I think that.”

“Well, I’m not sure you’re right,” I say.

“Why?”

“Well, I just mean that if I’m nicer than Ricky, that’s faint praise on its own, you know?”

Of course, she doesn't. I keep reminding myself to stop using colloquialisms but it's no use.

“So, why my father? You could have any man.”

“No,” she gawks. “Not me. So many guy say, ‘oh, ladyboy! No good!’”

She contorts her face imitating their disgust. My heart sinks a little. To think that this girl, and she is a girl, is treated with such contempt just for the way she was born is heartbreaking. Here she is, hotter than all hell, and she's looked at as some kind of freak by men. In an environment like that, even a Cretan like my father has a shot with her.

“Still, why Ricky?” I say.

“He say I’m beautiful, buy me some things. He nice man. So, I stay with him.”

“You don’t have to, you know. There must be plenty of nice men in Thailand. Foreign men as well as Thais.”

“No, not a lot. Only some. Not a lot like you.” 

She gives me a look, and there’s no question that she’s coming on to me.

“Like I say, I’m not really that nice.”

"Really?" Fon asks. She spreads her legs apart, and for the first time, I can see the pink fabric of her panties peeking out from between her legs. A tiny but unmistakable bulge. Pretty, in its own way.

I can feel my manhood beginning to awaken and thrust against my shorts. She pulls the t-shirt up to show off more of her bulge. On a man, it would do nothing for me. But here, attached to this girl, I find myself fascinated by her. I lean down to get a closer look, then slide my hands under her t-shirt. They travel up her back and she lifts her arms to let me slide it off her. Her perky breasts flop out. No bra. Her cute little nipples are smaller than most girls I've had, the areolas not nearly so large. These are more like little Hershey kisses at the end of those soft mounds of flesh. She gasps when I put my hands on her, squeezing them. My hands move down her stomach, stirring her own cock. I'm now as hard as a diamond, wanting more than anything for our two alike members to mingle and grow harder together.

I pull her closer and kiss her. The smell of fresh sweat on her skin turns me on. I want to lick the beads of it from the tip of her nose. Her tongue grasps for mine as we’re tangled up together. Jesus, she’s so soft and wet. Exactly like a girl, no different except that she’s getting turned on in exactly the way that I am. When our lips part, she says–

“I want suck you.”

I reach down and undo my zipper, taking her hand and bringing it to the tip of my raging-hard dick. She shivers at the feel.

“So hard!” she squeals, delighted at the effect she’s having on me.

“I’m hard for you,” I say. We switch positions so that I’m the one sitting on the bed. She kneels in front of me. I slide myself out of my pants to give her access to my entire shaft.

“You bigger than him,” she says. Who? Then I remember who she’s talking about. My father. She’s used to having his flaccid cock flailing around in her wet, nubile mouth. The thought makes me want to wretch, but I can’t worry about that now. This is twisted, but I couldn’t stop if I tried. I’m fully-erect and ready to plunge myself straight inside of her.

She wraps her lips around me, the tip of my head rubbing the inside of her cheek as I go in, making it expand cutely. She begins bobbing up and down, using just the right amount of suction. She’s good, an expert really. Any girl who looks like her but has no pussy has to excel in other areas, and Fon does not disappoint. She moans, drawing me in and then expelling me with the rhythms of her breath. She stops long enough to look up at me.

“Good?” she asks.

“So good,” I say. “That’s what I want. Please, don’t stop now. Please.”

She grins, licking my scrotum from bottom to tip before deepthroating me like a banana. Fon's tongue tickles and teases my dick, the smooth skin of my head fumbling and sloshing around inside her. She flicks little globs of precum off my tip, sucking it off me as quick as I can produce it. I've never had a blowjob like this. Usually, the girl just moves my dick up and down for a few minutes. Then, a little awkwardly, she pops up and asks whether I'm going to finish soon, and could she use her hand to do the rest? Not Fon. She's thirsty for my semen, eager to get me to erupt all over the roof of her mouth.

She goes deeper, relaxing her neck to accept my shaft and I lose it. I cum inside of her hard. She continues to pump away, swallowing as I send another string of gooey man juice down her throat. After six or seven vigorous pumps, she looks up at me with those angelic eyes.

“Good?”

“Great,” I say. “The best.”

I notice a pubic hair hanging from her lip and pick it off her.

“Where did you learn how to do that?”

She shrugs bashfully.

“I always want to do that with a guy. So not hard to learn.”

I feel like I should pay her something, but I worry she'd be offended. Thai girls are pretty laid back when it comes to casual prostitution, or so I've been told. But since we didn't agree on a price, and I would hate to insult her with a low number, I decide not to. I could always buy her something, but then Ricky might discover it.

Ricky. Oh, shit! I just got tongue fucked by his girlfriend. And you know what? All I can think about is when I’m going to do it again.

“Daniel!” a voice calls from the other room. Ricky’s back.
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“Fuck me,” I say.

“Again?” Fon asks.

“No, I mean... never mind. He can’t see you in here.”

I search the room, but there’s no closet. Just a chest of drawers.

“I go to beach,” she says.

“Now?”

She gives me a look like, ‘even for a farang, you’re slow.’

“Oh, right. I get it,” I say. “Good idea. I’ll tell him.”

Without missing a beat, Fon puts a finger to her lips then points under the bed. I nod, showing that I understand what she has in mind. After she’s crawled under the bed, I open the door and walk into the front room, careful to leave the door ajar so that Fon can slip back out.

“Ricky?” I say. He emerges from his own bedroom.

“What happened to dear old dad? And where’s Fon?”

“She said she was going to the beach,” I say.

“Now? It’s the heat of the day.”

“So, she’s going to cool off.”

“Something you’ll learn about Thai girls, son. They avoid the sun like they’re vampires. They hate to get dark. Something about light skin really appeals to them. Now, me personally, I don’t have that predilection.”

“Well, she probably put on sunscreen.”

“That’s another thing Thai women never do.”

“I don’t know what to tell ya,” I say.

He looks me over, and I get a feeling like I haven’t had since I used to borrow his car to go out drinking when I was eighteen. 

“She left her phone here, too,” he says. “I found it on the nightstand.”

“Well, if she’s going for a swim…”

“I guess you’re right,” he says. “Sometimes I wonder about that girl. She’s loyal. God knows she’s that. But she might just have it in her to stray. Lot of farangs here who could offer her the good life, or could at least show her a good time.”

“You know her better than me,” I say, sweat forming on the back of my neck. Ricky reaches over and clasps me by the back of the neck, pressing his forehead to mine the way that he used to do when I was a kid.

“Ah, well. It’s not like she’d try anything with you around. Come on. We’ll surprise her with dinner when she gets back. Believe it or not, I can make a pretty decent chicken satay. Let’s have a couple beers and get cooking, eh?” 
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“Thanks, baby,” says Ricky, kissing Fon on the cheek as she hands him the plate with a fresh-cut mango on a glob of coconut-flavored rice. If that wasn’t enough, he slaps her on the ass as she turns to the sink. She winces a little, though not from pain. It’s from embarrassment. They say about Thailand that it’s a very conservative culture, girly bars and hookers aside. I guess she’s not used to this kind of PDA from an old gargoyle this early in the morning.

I spent all of last night lying awake, working out ways to get Ricky out of the way so that I can have my way with Fon again. I can't think about anything else. It's not just the way she looks or the way that she makes me feel. It's the way that I have to keep her a secret. And the secret that she's keeping between her legs.

I pictured the two of us fucking on the beach, her little prick standing straight up as I rammed mine into her ass. But I can’t think of a beach where we would be sure of that kind of seclusion. There are plenty of hotels around here, and I can’t imagine if anyone would blink if I asked to pay by the hour. But it’s not as simple to shake Ricky. He’s pretty crafty, and he suspects that Fon might be fooling around on him. He’s probably watching me a lot more closely than he’s letting on. Anyway, he obviously doesn’t suspect that at the moment. He’s digging into his mango and sticky rice like he doesn’t have a care in the world.

“Hey,” he says. “How about we have a beach barbeque this afternoon?”

“Sure,” I say.

“I go shopping with my friend,” Fon announces.

“Fine,” says Ricky. “What time will you be done?”

“Maybe two hour,” she says. “I go Kata for that shop.”

“Kata? For shopping? Why not Jung Ceylon?”

“The shop owner is my friend,” she says. “So need to go to that one to get the good price.”

“Whatever you say,” Ricky says, pulling out a wad of bills from his pocket and counting out a stack of them for her to take.

“Thank you, baby,” she says. He kisses her above her midriff as she reaches for the cash on the table. She catches my eye as she takes off out the door.

“Hey, Dad,” I say. “Is it okay if I hang back? I’m still a little jetlagged.”

“Still? You know, you’ll only just have time to have your rhythm adjust before you’re ready to leave. You’re better off just powering through.”

“You’re probably right, but I didn’t sleep much last night and I figure that with a couple hours more I can probably manage.”

He shrugs.

“Well, suit yourself.”

He seems a little deflated, but there’s no reason to think that he suspects something. I go into my room and wait for the sound of his motorbike starting up. When I hear it sputter to life a few minutes later, I know the coast is clear for me to slip out the back door.

I don’t get a hundred feet down the road until Fon catches up to me on her own motorbike.

“We go?” she asks, handing me the helmet just like last time.

“Fuck yeah, we go,” I say. “But scoot back a little. I want to drive.”
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The hotel room is pretty bare bones. Nothing but an old, tackey chest of drawers, a lamp, and a bathroom so small that the toilet doubles as the shower. But I don't care. It's $7 a night, and with it, Fon is all mine for as long as I can have her. She's wearing a pair of denim shorts and an electric blue t-shirt that shows off both her breasts and her flat belly. Best of all, she's not wearing a bra. Even hookers don't dress like this in America, but for a ladyboy, it's 'mai pen rai.' No problem.

“You want–?” she makes a gesture that means fellatio.

“Not this time,” I say. “I want fuck your tight little ladyboy ass like it’s a hot, wet pussy.” 

She giggles, nodding.

“Very good,” she says. “I love it.”

She reaches into her purse to pull out a bottle of some kind of peach-colored goop that might have come from Bath & Body Works. She hands it to me, and I realize it’s lube.

“You have condom?” she asks.

"No," I say, grabbing her ankles and tossing her so that she falls flat on the bed. Then, I pull off her sneakers and her socks while she squeals in mock protest. I toss off my own $3 flip-flops and climb onto the bed, lifting one leg and then the other onto my shoulders.

“Really strong man,” she says, through giggles.

"Yeah, you like that?" I say rubbing the contour of her perfectly flat stomach, then sliding my hand into her shorts. She arches her back in an involuntary feminine gesture as I plunge my fingers deeper, probing for the hairless skin of her smooth little cock. Fon squirms.

“Shhh,” I whisper. “Don’t worry.”

She makes a face, still hesitant. I kiss her neck, then undo the zipper of her jean shorts and plunge my hand deeper into her panties. I can feel her dick awaken with my touch. It's pulsing inside her underwear. I pull her shorts down, revealing nothing but her little package in that thin piece of yellow lace. I can see her package in a mound underneath. I don't know whether it's just the fact that I've never seen this set on a girl, or because we had to sneak off to a hotel room, but it feels like I'm being let in on a secret. I have to know more.

I pull her panties down too and the rest of her tumbles out. She's uncircumcised, the same sleeve of foreskin she was born with still cocooned around the tip of her dick. I don't know why I expected anything different. It's not like circumcision is popular in Asia, but I hadn't thought about this part. I'm cut, but I'm guessing that the same principle that works on me will work on her too. I take her shaft in my hand and start rubbing the skin, massaging from base to tip. She coos as I keep it up until she starts to harden, blood rushing into the tiny member she's been hiding behind the tight fabric, waiting to be set free. Now that it's time, she seems overwhelmed by it.

“You like that?” I ask.

“Yeah,” she says, spreading her hips to let me tug on her extending cock. She pulses in my hand, and the whole thing becomes instinctual, like a reflex. I know what my hand needs to do to get her off because it’s the same thing that will work for me. I can see little drops of precum forming from the slit at the end of her cock. She squirms, getting hornier by the minute. I grab her breast with my other hand, tweaking her nipple through her shirt. Her tits bounce as rubs them against the palm of my rough hand, loving the dual stimulation of her breasts and penis at the same time. She moves my hand to her other breast, inviting me to rub and massage her in those feminine parts that she’s so proud of.

Even a great pair of natural tits are going to have their drawbacks. Too small, too big, too heavy, not the right shape, whatever. But a pair of breasts sculpted for the sake of arousing lust in a man, to be looked at above all else, these are breasts without flaw, without equal. Fon has the tits of a teenage pornstar; pert and perky with just the right amount of give. They’re exquisite mounds of flesh, and my eyes move from them down to the male organ extending from her crotch it’s like a short circuit that makes my sex-starved brain go into overdrive.

She moans to signal that she’s about to reach climax. I slow my strokes, not wanting her to blow before I’ve even had time to penetrate her. When she comes, I want to be because she feels my thick cock inside her.

“Get on your knees,” I tell her. “I want to show you what a real man feels like.”
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Fon slides her shorts and underwear the rest of the way off, then she turns around to show me her bare ass. She reaches around to pull her curtain of black hair to the side to wink up at me. I slap her ass playfully, snagging the lube from off the bedspread. Spreading a generous glob of the stuff over the tip of my pointer and index fingers, I gently run those fingers up the crack of her ass. She shivers.

“Cold,” she whines.

“Sorry, sorry,” I say, taking another dab and rubbing it in my hands for a few moments to bring it to body temperature. Then, I slide my fingers up again, peeling back her ripe cheeks to smother her hole in the fruity gel. She practically purrs as I probe deeper, inserting my fingers into her smoothly and carefully. She’s tight. Tighter than even the tightest pussy. I keep working her over until the little opening loosens enough for me to stuff my throbbing erection inside.

Once she’s ready, I take an even bigger glob of lubricant and rub it up and down my swollen cock. I grab her thighs and press myself deep inside of her. She moans softly as I go in, taking my manhood inside her little sissy ass like it’s her job. I buck as she spreads herself, allowing my cock to rock her back and forth. I start slow, allowing her to get into the rhythm. But she’s had plenty of cocks in her before me, and I know that she can take it harder and faster.

“Daniel,” she calls my name.

"Fon, you're fucking amazing," I say, sweating as my dick pulses inside of her. She reaches around and starts jerking herself off, rubbing her scrotum in time with my thrusts. I smack her ass as I ride her, admiring the way that it's leaner than most women's but round too. The hormones she takes have sculpted it into a perky, girlish shape but without the fat that women naturally collect in their asses. She whines as I smack it again.

She begs me to finish her off. I’m about ready to split her in half. She groans louder, letting me know that she’s ready to cum. I grab her inner thighs and pull her toward me, trying to rip her ass in half. I succeed in making her cum all over the sheet as I explode inside her, shooting my hot cum into her waiting ass.

“That was amazing,” I say, panting.

“You so good,” she says. “The best one.”
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My view of Thailand from the air brings a small smile to my lips. I saw, I conquered, I came. And she came. Maybe I should feel guilty for what I and Fon went off to do together. But, honestly? I feel glad.

The truth is that me and Ricky got along a lot better after that day at the hotel room. It gave a little perspective on why he did what he did. Who knew that my father liked girls with dicks? Who knew that I would too, once I gave them a try. Fon is a really special kind of girl, and in a way, I'm happy for them both. I should feel possessive, but I figure that she probably saw in me the same thing I saw in her; a good fuck from someone new and exotic. I know that we'll stay in touch, but I don't know if we'll hook up again. It was good fun, but it's not like we were going to have a relationship with Ricky around. Let him stay here and take care of her like she deserves. Maybe I'll have the chance for another go if I ever come back here. Sounds cold, maybe. But what do you expect? It felt good to stick it to the old bastard for what he did to my mother. He doesn't expect a thing, of course, and life goes on.

Now I can go back to St. Louis with no hostility towards my father. The rest of the trip went smoothly, and we even had a few bonding moments; going to see a ladyboy cabaret, getting the catch of the day from the local wet market and grilling it up, the lazy days of laying on the beach. But the best memories from my trip are the ones of me and Fon. For years I’ve listened to friends of mine snickering about ladyboys. If only they knew what I knew. Ricky said I was welcome to come and visit anytime. I might just take him up on his offer. This is one hell of a country. Hot, wet, sticky, and just a little wild.
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“This will never work,” I say.

“Try it and see,” Vanessa. “They may take you.”

“How?” I ask.

“Maybe they’re really desperate for movers. Maybe they’ll take anyone.”

I make the call, waiting to hear the other voice on the end of the line.

“Hello, Andre’s Movers.’

“Uh, yes. Hello, sir.” I say, trying to make my voice sound deeper and manlier than it actually is. “I’m calling about the ad you put on Craigslist for a mover.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Well, I’m him,” I say, convincing neither of us.

“I see,” he says. “And are you at least eighteen years old?”

Actually I'm twenty, but I'm often confused with a fourteen-year-old because I'm so slight and skinny. I tell him I'm of age, then inevitably the question I've been dreading is asked–

“Son, we’ve got to move a lot of heavy furniture. Do you think you can handle carrying up to 75 pounds?”

“By myself?” I squeal, my voice cracking.

"I don't think this job is for you," he says. "Maybe get a job at the movie theatre or something. I had that job when I was about your age."

“Yeah,” I say. “I’ll think about it. Thanks.”

I hang up. Well, that went as expected.

“What did he say?” Vanessa asks.

“He says I should work at the movie theatre and leave moving to the real men.”

"He didn't say that," she chides. Vanessa is probably the best friend I've ever had, and she can read me when I'm exaggerating.

“He might as well have. He could tell right away just from hearing my voice that I was a scrawny geek with no muscle mass and absolutely no business doing anything that involves physical labor.”

She goes to the tea to make us both a cup of Earl Grey. It’s my favorite when I’m sick, or just feeling shitty. Like now.

“Well, Brian, he does have a point. You’re no He-Man.”

“I know that. I was the one who didn't want to even call him, remember? Now, what am I supposed to do to make rent?"

When we found this place, I thought it would be easy enough to come up with $850 a month between the two of us, but it’s proven harder than expected. I lost my job four months ago, which by the way was at the movie theatre, and now I’m deeply in debt to Vanessa. She’s too nice to say anything, but she’s worried. She can’t keep spotting me forever and the rent has to be in by the fifth. That’s ten days away.

“You could get a job at the mall,” she suggests.

“Oh, yeah. Tons of growth opportunities there.”

"My friend Jenna works at Bath & Body Works."

“They only hire girls,” I say. “Sexy girls, like her.”

“That’s not true,” Vanessa protests.

“Come on, Vanessa,” I say. “Girls have an advantage that I just can’t match as a guy.”

“Uh, are you seriously suggesting that we’re the more privileged sex?”

"Yes!" I say. "Okay, not in everything. But when it comes to getting jobs, beauty trumps every time. Name me one hot girl who has trouble making rent?"

“You’re being a baby. It’s not really that bad. You wouldn’t like being a girl who works at one of those places. They get hit on constantly by the weirdest guys.”

“Beats sleeping on a bus bench,” I say. The tea kettle whistles. Vanessa snaps off the burner and goes to retrieve our favorite mugs. Unicorns with rainbows. I enjoy mine ironically, of course.

“You’re not going to be sleeping on a bench. We’ll figure something out. We always do.”

“Thanks,” I say, not at all convinced but sensing that my bitching has passed the point of being quirky and is approaching that repellent level of self-loathing. I take my tea, holding it while I wait for it to steep. “I just wish there was some way to make money without getting a job.”

“Yeah, it’s too bad you’re not a girl or there would be a way to help you–”

“What do you mean?” I say.

“Forget it. It doesn’t apply to you. It’s just that I’ve heard of girls who get paid for–”

“Sex?” 

“No! Just posting pictures of themselves. Not even nude. Sugar daddies, that kind of thing.”

“See what I’m saying? Working or staying home, girls have the advantage.”

“Hold on,” she says, sizing me up. “You could do it.”

“Do what?” I ask.

“Post photos of yourself.”

“What?” I balk. “Who’s going to pay for pictures of me?”

“Well, not the way you are now. But if we dress you up as a girl–”

“Oh, no,” I say. “Forget it.”

“Why not? It’s perfect. You said yourself that girls have the advantage, so why not take it for yourself?”

“Because I’m not a girl, and no one would believe that I was one.”

“I dunno,” she says, “you’ve got nice legs. All we’d need to do is shave them, find you some cute outfits. We wouldn’t even need to buy anything. I’ve got a whole closet full of clothes.”

“No way,” I say. “Not gonna happen. I’ve got my dignity to think about.”

“And what exactly is so undignified about being a woman?”

“Nothing, if you are one,” I say. “But come on, it would never work. I’d be recognized as a guy immediately. There’s no way I could pass as a girl for real.”

“They’re just pictures,” Vanessa says. “It’s not like you’d have to be in front of people. We’ll do it right here. I’ll obscure your face. No one will even have to know it’s you.”

I have to admit, the plan is sounding at least a little more plausible. I spent my teenage years cursing my skinny body and slender frame. Maybe I can finally make use of these things after all?

“You promise not to show my face?”

“Of course, if you don’t want me to.”

“Alright,” I say. “I can’t believe I’m agreeing to this, but just once.”

Vanessa squeals. 

“You’ll make such a cute girl, Brianna. I can’t wait to get you dolled up. Come on!”

“Now?” I groan.

"Yes, now. Time's wasting. So, chop chop. It's time we got you sissified."
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Why did I ever agree to this? Me and my stupid mouth put me into this situation. Here I am, standing in a bra and panties, feeling more vulnerable than I've ever felt in my life. My dangling parts are no longer dangling. Vanessa keeps surgical tape in the bathroom emergency kit. Guess what use she's found for this extremely high-strength material? That's right. My dick and balls are taped so tightly to my taint that they're practically invisible, which I guess is the point. I just pray no permanent damage is done down there. It's weird, but I've never looked at myself in the mirror without seeing my bulge between my legs. Now that it's gone, I have to admit that the whole thing is pretty convincing. Even with my completely flat chest, the bra's padding alone gives me something of a shape. And since I shaved off all my body hair from my neck down, my whole body does look convincingly feminine. I shift carefully, trying to avoid letting the tape stretch at all. I check myself in the mirror. My cock is now completely invisible from every angle. I guess that the experiment is a success. Time to let Vanessa check her handiwork. I open the door. Her mouth falls open.

“Oh, my god! You look so good!”

“Really?” I say, feeling foolish.

“Hell yeah. You’ve got an amazing body. We should have done this years ago.”

“Ha ha.”

“I’m serious, you look incredible. You’re going to be making money hand over fist in no time. Come here, let’s pick out a dress for you.”

She takes me by the hand and leads me over to the closet.

“Oh, don’t let me forget, we’ll need to give you a mani/pedi before we shoot.”

“What for?”

“Well, we can’t exactly shoot you with shooting your hands or feet, can we? You’ve dirt under your fingernails. It would never work. You’re not passable that way.”

“Fine, do what you need to.”

Vanessa swipes from dress to dress, rejecting one after another. I silently pray that she doesn’t pick out something too embarrassing.

“Here we go,” she says, pulling down a classic yellow dress with a flight of birds pattern on it. “This is a size four. Go change in the bathroom and then come out and show me how it looks.”

I snatch the dress hanger from her hand and slink off to the bathroom again. 

“And let’s see a little wiggle in that walk!” Vanessa calls after me.

"Don't push it," I say without turning. I manage to avoid slamming the door, feeling ridiculous and also vulnerable. Once the door is locked, I hang the dress on the hanger on the back of the door, pondering it for a moment. It's not more feminine than what I already have on, but somehow it feels like I'm crossing a threshold and there's no going back. I'm scared that I'll look like a man in it, but I think I'm more afraid that I won't.

Lightly, I lift the shoulders of the dress off the hangar. 

“There’s a zipper in the back!” Vanessa calls through the door. “Unzip it first before you slip it on.”

"I know what I'm doing here!" I bark, though of course, I don't. I unzip the back of the dress and then throw it over my head. It feels like I'm trying to pull on a pillowcase, but once it's on I can adjust it. I catch a view of myself in the mirror. Wow. I really do look like a girl. I adjust the dress so that my shoulders are showing just a little. Now with the dress on the bra is even more convincing. It really does give my body a feminine shape. I tug it a little more, making a few adjustments, then I figure that I’m ready to face Vanessa.

I open the door again. Vanessa appraises me silently, putting a finger to her lips.

“Well? What do you think?”

She doesn’t answer but comes around to zip the back of the dress, pinching me in the process.

“Ouch!” I snap. 

“Oh, get over it. Girls have to go through this stuff. You’ll get used to it.”

"No, I won't," I say. She turns instead back to the closet.

“Here,” she says, retrieving some bangles and giving them to me. I slip them on my wrist.

“Satisfied?” I ask.

“Not even close,” she says. “Although you’re coming along quite well. You’ve got a lovely shape for that dress. There’s just one more little touch.”
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“Why is any of this necessary?” I protest. “Nobody’s going to see my face.”

“It’s necessary because even if we don’t see your whole face I might want to shoot your lips. It depends on how the muse inspires me.”

“Come on,” I say. “This is way more than I agreed to.”

“It’ll put you in the right frame of mind,” Vanessa says. “Remember, nobody’s paying for Brian. They want Brianna. So, be her.”

So, not only am I now wearing a wig, but I've to wear makeup too. I can't believe that women have to sit there and have this goop put on their faces every day. It takes the patience of a Buddhist monk to put up with this kind of torture without complaining at least a little. The worst part, she won't even let me look in the mirror at what she's doing. She wants me to take in the whole effect at once. We've been at this for, I don't know, five hours now? Okay, probably more like two, but it feels like five. 

“Can we take a break?” I plead. 

“What are you complaining about? We’re almost done; I promise. Just a little more.”

She sets down the powder brush and picks up another smaller one for my eyebrows.

“There now,” she says. “Do you want mauve eyeshadow or charcoal?”

“I don’t care. Just get on with it,” I huff.

“Fine, miss priss. Have it your way,” she says. She swivels around the chair from the counter and turns me towards the mirror.

I can’t believe what I see. Staring back at me is a surprised, and surprisingly hot, chick. It’s amazing. I look absolutely convincing. If I didn’t know any better, I’d swear I was looking at a girl right now.

“What do you think?” she asks.

“You’re an artist,” I say, honestly blown away. “How the hell did you manage to do this?”

Except for my voice, I could probably pass for a woman with pretty much anyone. Even my own mother wouldn’t recognize me like this.

“It wasn’t that hard,” she says, smiling. “You’ve got nice cheekbones. There’s no way to fake those. It’s just something you’re born with. Congratulations.

I brush a strand of hair out of my eyes, mesmerized by the way I look. I feel a twinge of pain as my dick stirs, making me groan.

“What’s wrong?” Vanessa says. The way that my fingers move to my crotch, she understands. “Are you getting hard looking at yourself like this?”

“What can I say? I see a pretty girl, and my body responds.”

“Yeah, well that pretty girl is you,” Vanessa jeers. “I guess we know whether Brianna can attract male attention. So, let’s get started.”  
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I feel ridiculous. At least at first. But the more that we get into it, the more I start to enjoy myself. Not that I could admit it to Vanessa, but this is a lot more fun than I thought it would be.

We set up the tripod in the bedroom, obviously. The lighting is better in her room, and the place is cleaner too, so that’s where our little studio is. I set up the lights, getting the equipment in place so that it’s all to Vanessa’s exacting standards. She hasn’t told me what she uses this stuff for, or how she knows the proper way to shoot sexy stills but I guess every girl is an Instagram artist, right? She mentioned something about a YouTube channel, but I suspect that she probably didn’t just ‘hear about’ girls finding sugar daddies online. The way that she’s directing me, there’s no way that this is her first time.

First, she had me pose on the edge of the bed, my manicured fingers tugging playfully at the hem of my skirt. I cross my legs to advertise my femininity. I feel kinda sexy in this pose. It's more coquettish than really slutty, which I've always found attractive in girls. So, if I like it, why won't other guys be into the same thing. Once we'd done a few faux innocent shots, it was time for the real money maker. I don't really have boobs to speak of, so midriff shots are mostly out. I have just the hint of a pair of tits thanks to the stuffed bra Vanessa put me in. But she tells me my best asset is my ass. Can you believe that? I never thought much about my ass before. What guy does? But I never thought of it as having a feminine curve before now. Of course, I wasn't in a dress and a pair of panties before now.

I get on all fours, tugging at my skirt to show off my underwear. I hate to admit it, but it’s these shots that make my cock stand up again like before. Somehow looking sexy is making me feel sexy, and feeling sexy is making me feel hard. It hurts like hell, though. I wish there was some way to do this without putting my poor prick through this torture.

“Alright,” Vanessa says. “Time to change outfits.”

“Change outfits? What for?”

“We don’t want the photos to all look like they’re from the same day,” she says. “Besides, we want to show off different sides of you.”

So, now I’ve got to not only get dolled up and girly once, I’ve got to do it over and over again. I groan, but I’m also curious about what the next thing will be. Vanessa goes over to the closet and pulls out three outfits, handing them all to me without a word.

“I’m supposed to try on all this stuff?” I say.

“Not all at once,” she quips. “Let’s go with the evening gown next. There’s no need to go into the bathroom. You’ll need some help with this one, so just strip down and I’ll help you put it on.”

“Seriously?”

“Hey, the quicker we get this shot the quicker you can be done with all this for good, comprende?” 

So, dutifully, I do as I’m told. I turn around so that Vanessa can unzip the dress I’m wearing from the back. It glides to the floor and I’m left standing there in my underwear again. Well, in underwear. Not mine, but it is underwear.

The dress is a silver ball gown that I’ve never seen Vanessa wear. I have no idea where she even bought it, but it looks expensive. I mean, I’m no expert but it doesn’t look like the kind of thing you’d pick up at H&M. It shows off my shoulders, which rather than looking boney actually look delicate. It’s the cut of the dress, mostly. But it’s nice to know I can pull this look off when I have to.

“Alright, now flip your hair. I want to get that cascading effect where it falls across your face.”

“You’re not gonna shoot my face, right?”

“Relax,” she says. “I’ll crop out everything above your nose. You’ll be completely unidentifiable. Okay?”

So, I flick my 'hair,' and to my surprise, the wig remains in place. I have to admit, these things are well made. We do a few more poses, including some candids I did not approve of. One of me pulling at my panties because they’re riding up, one of me pulling my dress over my head for fun, one of me tugging at my bra. She finds all these ticks hilarious, of course. What does she expect? I’m wearing all this stuff for the first time, and it’s not like I know how to be ‘ladylike’.

The other outfits go pretty smoothly. They're dressed down by comparison, and I feel less self-conscious in a pair of jeans even if they are Capri-cut. One is me in nothing but an oversized t-shirt, sitting up in bed. My knees are together and I've got my finger hanging from my lip in a girlish pose. I could be a college coed doing my homework all alone. Or I could be somebody's girlfriend, giving my guy a look like I'm about to give him the ride of his life. I start to get into the fantasy of what must be going through the mind of the guy who sees these photos. He sees my smooth, slender legs, my shapely assets. It's starting to get me horny, but not all in my dick. The more I think about what sex would involve as a woman, I start to picture myself being penetrated. It makes me shiver a little.

“What’s wrong?” Vanessa asks.

“Nothing!” I yelp, embarrassed.

“Okay, then. Let’s see those panties.”

I hike up the t-shirt to reveal the little black panties. She snaps a few photos, then turns her head as if asking herself a question.

“What?” I ask.

“I’m thinking we should see some of your bulge.”

“Are you insane? I’m a girl, remember? Nobody’s going to be into this if they know I’m a guy.”

“Are you kidding? Fembois are all the rage. The only better than a sexy girl is one who has a little extra. You’ll immediately stand out.”

“No way,” I say.

“Oh, come on. What’s the difference? You’re just playing a character, remember? Besides, you’re just as God made you.”

“You really don’t think it’s going to be a turnoff?”

“Not if we market you correctly. Have you ever heard of Trapdoor?”

“Trapdoor?”

“Doesn’t matter. It’s an app for crossdressers and their admirers. This could be the perfect opportunity for you.”

“I don’t know, Vanessa.”

She has a point about it being the same thing, but somehow admitting that I’ve got a dick between my legs makes me feel more exposed. I could get into the fantasy before, but now it just feels a little too real.

“I already got all taped up down there. Now you want me to pull all this off just to show my junk?”

“Well, hey, it’s up to you. But you’re leaving money on the table if you don’t do it.”

I deliberate, but the thought of freeing my dick from its medical tape tourniquet is enough to move the needle.

“Wait here,” I say and slink off to the bathroom.
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Ahhhh. That feels incredible. Three seconds of pain when the tape is being ripped off, which hurts so bad it makes my eyes water, and then bliss. My poor penis is finally liberated. I touch myself just to make sure that I’m all still there. I turn to look at myself in the mirror. If it weren’t for my cock, I’d swear I was looking at a girl. Even now I can’t believe how well the makeup conceals my manhood.

I slip back on my black lace panties and I’m amazed by how much more comfortable I am. The fabric hugs me all over without pinching or constricting me down here. I run my hands down my hips and around the curve of my ass. I’ve got a cute butt. Who knew? I never realized how much it resembles a girl’s. Of course, I never put on a pair of panties to test it out before.

Curious, I decide to stand on the lip of the shower to inspect my ass. I shift my weight from hip to hip and look over my shoulder at the girl's ass dancing in front of me. I feel hot and can feel my dick expanding. The tightness in my crotch feels strangely erotic and for a second I think I'm going to get a full chub. Then I stop myself. We’re almost done here, I tell myself. Just get these last few shots and you can change out of these clothes.

I step down and wait a few moments for my erection to recede, then I exit the bathroom. Vanessa is standing with her camera in hand. Her eyes go straight for my crotch. She puts a finger to her lips.

“Hmm.” 

“What?” I say.

“Nothing,” she says. “I just thought you’d be bigger.”

“It’s the fabric,” I say, exasperated and wondering when my humiliation is ever going to end.

“Okay, okay,” she says. “I guess my underwear wasn’t exactly meant to show off your manhood. Stand over here, please.”

I take my mark and await instructions.

“Pull up your t-shirt,” she says. I do so. “Not so fast. I’m filming. Just lift it nice and easy.”

I pull up the shirt an inch at a time.

“Okay, that’s good,” she says. “Now sit on the bed. Cross your legs with knees together.”

So, I do what she asks, getting a sexy, casual shot of my legs.

“Good,” she says. “Now spread ‘em!”

I adjust the way that I'm sitting with my legs apart. Visible between my smooth, slender legs is my little 'girl' bulge. I sigh, loudly to signal my displeasure. But in a way, it doesn't actually feel that weird. It's almost nice.

“Okay,” Vanessa announces. “We’re done.”

“That’s it?” I say. “So what happens to the pictures?”

“I’ll let you upload those yourself. I’ll airdrop them, and then they’re yours. You can delete them from your hard drive as soon as you upload them–”

“I’m going to delete them,” I say.

"Okay, fine, as I said, they're yours to use as you want to."

“Great,” I say. “Thanks for doing this. I probably didn’t make it easy on you.” 

“Are you kidding?” She says. “You were a doll. I’ll happily let you raid my closet anytime.”
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I can’t sleep. I’m lying awake thinking about the photo session today. I followed Vanessa’s advice about putting the most risque photos on the ‘patrons only’ section. The cute ones are just a tease, but it’s the really sexy ones that will make a man get out his credit card. At least that was what Vanessa said. I figure that she must have been doing the same thing all along. How else could she know how to do all this stuff?

After I made an account on TrapDoor and uploaded the photos, I made a promise to myself that I wouldn't look at the account to see if anyone has paid me anything yet. After twenty years of being the pursuer of beautiful women, it's hard to wrap my head around the idea that some guy out there might pay to look at pictures of me. But at the same time, it's pretty hard to see me in those photos. I mean, I know that it's me. But I have to remind myself because when I look at them I see someone else. The girl in those photos not only has a great body but there's something else about her. Something alluring, something spirited and fun. And a little bit naughty too. I have to admit, I got a little aroused myself looking at them. And they're pictures of me!

There’s one other thing I should probably admit to. I broke my own rule. I showed my face. Not in all the photos, but in a few of them. I just figured that if I couldn’t even recognize myself, how could anyone else? It was stupid, I know. Risky. But after looking at the other ‘girls’ on the app, I figure that I don’t really have much of a choice here. I have to compete, don’t I?

It’s weird thinking of myself the way that women do, being desirable and wanting to be desired. Of course, it’s not the first time that I’ve wanted to look good, but I had no idea how it would feel from the female perspective. I want more. I cross my legs together so that they squeeze my junk and rub my nipples in little circles. It sends a bolt of electricity down my spine to feel this way. I wonder where it will lead?
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Where will it lead? I guess I just found out. This morning I checked out my patron page on the TrapDoor app.

“Vanessa!” I call.

“What?” she says back.

“Come look at this!” I say. She comes out of her bedroom and gives me a look like I’m nuts.

“What is it?” she says, her hair still messy from sleep. I hand her the phone and her eyes go wide. 123 guys overnight! I almost can’t believe it. But I keep closing the app and then reentering it to be sure. It’s real. I have fans! And fans with money. Some are pledging 99 cents for pictures of me. Some $10! At this rate, I’m going to make the rent in no time.

“This is unreal,” she says. “I mean, I knew you’d be popular. I just never thought it would be anything like this. You’re better at being a girl than I am. I tried the same thing, but I got 14 guys on my first day.”

“What should I do now?” I say. “There are messages from men wanting to meet up. I shouldn’t do it, right?”

“Well, the skeevy ones, no. But what do you want to do?” 

“I don’t really know,” I admit. “I guess I’m flattered, but some of these are definitely not the kind of guys I see Brianna going out with.”

“Oh, they aren't, are they?” Vanessa grins.

“No!” I protest. “Their own profile pics can’t be real. Can they? I mean, one guy just has a picture of his chest.”

“They do tend to do that,” Vanessa says. “And, yes. Some of them are real.”

“This guy says he lives in town and wants to meet me,” I say, scanning the message. “For $1000!”

"Well, this is what you did the photoshoot for. If you meet up with him, you'd have this month's rent and you could probably make next month's too."

“I don’t want to be a whore,” I say. “Brianna is too classy for that.”

“One hookup does not a whore make,” Vanessa counters. “Even if money does change hands. He’s not explicitly asking for sex, is he?”

“No, because that’s illegal. But I have to think that’s what’s on his mind.” 

“Well, what are you asking my permission for? You’re a big girl. You can make your own decisions.”

I roll my eyes, but she does have a point. Whatever I do, it should be my decision.

“What’s this one’s name?”

“Shaun, he says.”

“Does he have any pictures?”

I hand the phone over and Vanessa scrolls through them. He's buff, tall, and blonde but with a killer tan. He looks like a normal bro. No visible prison tats or anything like that. Nothing that suggests a rapey vibe, but I guess no one ever broadcasts that. Bundy looked pretty put together too, didn't he?

“He seems alright,” Vanessa says. “So, it’s up to you. You don’t have to do it. With all these guys paying for your picture, you definitely don’t have to meet up with him unless you want to.”

“Right,” I say. “I don’t have to do anything I don’t want to do. I’m making the rent either way.”

“Of course, if you do decide you want to meet him, I’ve got some outfits I could lend you.” 

“Thanks,” I say.

“I’m gonna shower,” she says. “You think it over, okay?”

“Yeah,” I say. “I’ll think about it.”
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Well, I've thought about it. I can't go through with it. No way. I don't need to make the rent that bad. I can do just fine without Shaun's money. I took those pictures as a one-time stopgap. A temporary measure. I was willing to go that far, but I won't go further. 

Of course, I only come to this realization when I’m standing outside his door.

I borrowed an outfit from Vanessa. It’s a tight dress cut that shows off my ass and hides my lack of breasts. It’s a little black dress, but sluttier than the kind you’d wear to a formal arrangement. This isn’t formal. Just a transaction, nothing more. The door opens.

“Hey,” says a face in shadow. “Come on in.”

The screen door opens and I step inside in my red stilettos. He's dressed in shorts and a tank top and is wearing sunglasses inside, which seems a little cokey.

“Nice you could make it,” he says. “You look great. Come on, let’s have a drink.” He leads me to the kitchen/living room section of the apartment. I take a seat on his pleather couch, smoothing my skirt as I sit delicately, like a lady. Just as Vanessa and I rehearsed.

After a moment, he comes back with two glasses of white wine in some plastic tumblers meant for camping that he probably picked up from Walmart. Classy.

“I saw your pictures online,” he says. “You look amazing, do you know that?”

“Thanks,” I say, taking a small sip of the wine and hoping he hasn’t put something in it.

“Have you ever done anything like this before?” he asks.

“A couple times,” I say, trying to sound convincing. It doesn’t come off like I am.

“Well, I know what I’m doing,” he says, chuckling to himself. “So that means it’ll be smooth for both of us.”

“Okay, great,” I say. I’m trying to say as little as possible. Partly this is because I don’t know what to say but also because I don’t want my voice to be a giveaway. It isn’t, I think. Mostly it’s high enough not to stand out too much.

"Money's on the counter. You can count if you want," he says, nodding at an envelope on the Formica countertop.

“That’s okay,” I say. “I’ll check it after.”

“Alright,” he says. “So, is here good?”

Quite the romantic, Shaun is. He sets his empty wine glass on the coffee table and spreads himself on the couch. He scratches himself, drawing attention to this size of his manhood. The shorts look tighter now, or maybe they just look that way because of the size of his bulge. I set my wine glass down and start to undo the strap on my shoe.

“No, no,” he says. “Keep them on.”

“You mind moving the table?” I say.

“Yeah, sure.”

He nudges it out of the way so that I can have space in front of his crotch to kneel down and blow him. Here it is. Time to do what I came here for, or else chicken out and go home empty-handed.

I rise, slinking over to where he’s sitting on the couch. He’s tall enough that his shoulders are higher than the couch back, and he wraps his arms across the back of the couch, head rolling back awaiting the pleasure of my mouth. My mouth. The thought thrills me all of a sudden. He may dress like a slob, but I can tell he works out. He's tall, built, and powerful and he has the cock size to match. The piddly little thing I have taped to my inner thighs is nothing compared to him, not in size or girth. He's got a python in his shorts while my little prick is flattened in my panties.

I put a tentative hand on his knee, fingers massaging him gently as they move up his thigh. I watch with fascination as his cock rises. Knowing that he thinks that I’m sexy is the ultimate turn-on. I want to reach out and touch him, to feel his cock in my hands. I slide my hand up the hem of his pants until I touch him. His cock bucks slightly at my touch and I can feel the tip through his tight fabric.

"What do you want me to do?" I say in a sultry, feminine voice.

“I think you know,” he says.

“Yeah, but I want to hear you say it,” I say, rubbing my lip with the tip of my finger.

"I want you to take this fat dick in your mouth," he says. I can feel the blood rushing to my own feeble dick as he says it. I slip my hand under his shorts and wipe him out. He's fully erect and huge, his bulge erupting from his waistband. I give his tip a few quick kisses before wrapping my lips around his thick shaft. It feels incredible. I've had blowjobs before where the girl really didn't know what she was doing. Either she was afraid of it, or she treated blowing me like a chore. Now that it's my turn, I won't do the same. I'm going to enjoy myself, and make sure he does too. I take him deeper, feeling a large vein on the underside of his dick with my tongue. I get a nice thrusting motion going, letting him get deeper inside me and then inhaling as I pull my mouth away from his shaft.

"Oh, that's good," he says. Spurned on, I keep going, my lips hungry for his salty taste on my tongue. His precum starts collecting on his tip and I lap it up licking his mushroom head before I wrap my mouth around him again. My neck is starting to cramp a little from the unfamiliar motion, but it feels so exciting I don't want to stop yet. I feel like a whore, a horny little slut who wants to get her own rocks and wants a man inside her to do it. I relax and let my body take over, sticking him as far in as my gag reflex will allow. I can feel every bump and vein of his dick as I slide him in and out. He tastes strangely familiar, a slight tang from not showering. Dirty boy. He didn't even wash. It’s because you’re such a dirty slut, a voice in my head says. The corners of my mouth curl in a smile as I think of it. Somehow it feels so good to be used for sex, to be someone’s dirty secret. I feel like I’m the one who’s getting away with something. I put my hand on his knee as I suck him off, licking and caressing him.

“This is taking too long,” he says, “let me show you how I like it.”

Before I know what’s happening, he’s grabbed both sides of my head. He’s so strong that I’m powerless to resist him as he stuffs his dick inside me. He’s going to pull off my wig! I think as he makes me deepthroat him. He inserts himself deeper in, and I'm afraid I'm going to choke on him. Would he even care if I did? I can feel tears forming at the edges of my eyes as he sticks himself down my throat, but instead, I focus on letting the muscles expand so that I can accept him. I focus on breathing in and out through my nose. The movements of my neck are outside of my control now. My head is in his hands and he's the one setting the pace. Faster, deeper. He can't seem to go hard enough. This is too much. I'm starting to feel queasy. But I'm not the one in control, which both thrills and terrifies me. I'm giddy and afraid at the same time. But it doesn't last long. I can feel the hot splooge erupting from his dick and running down my throat. His grip loosens and I grab his hands with my own, taking them off my head. He cranks himself a few more times.

“You’re not done,” he says, white globs of cum still leaking from his swollen tip. “Lick this off.” I do as I’m told, lapping up the droplets of seamen. It’s hard to swallow, my throat is so raw.

“Good girl,” he says. “Money’s on the counter.”


9.

It was a little sketchy. More than a little sketchy. But I got the money I needed and more. I didn’t know how exactly to feel when I left Shaun’s place. It got a little scary at the end there, but if you think that turned me off from doing it again, well…

The thrill of it was way stronger than the fear. As soon as I got in my car, I went around the corner, slipped into the backseat, pulled the tape off my dick, and jerked myself off. I've never felt anything like that before. The feeling of being out of control and maybe in a little danger was like a drug. As soon as I'd done it once I was looking for another thrill.

It's been a year now and I know that I can't go back to looking for a regular job or living as a man. As soon as I'd saved up three month's rent I booked a trip to Thailand to get myself a breast augmentation. I'm due back later this year to get my face feminized too. Vanessa says I don't really need it. I look enough like a girl already that I can easily pass wherever I go. But I just want to feel more confident. Just a quick nose job and a little work on my forehead should do the trick. With all the money I'm making I can easily swing it.

I don’t do hookups all the time. Maybe three or four clients a month. But that plus the tips I get from men on the app is enough, for now. I just can’t believe how easy it’s all been since I started living as a girl full-time. Vanessa loves it, of course. Now we’re like sisters. She says she always thought I would make a sexy woman, and I guess she knew me better than I knew myself.

She has a new boyfriend that she wants to introduce me to. It seems she has some idea of the three of us going at it together. She’s shown me his picture and he’s a lot better than some of the men I’ve had. Of course, it’s not really about the way they look. It’s about how they make me feel. Vanessa knows that I like to be told what to do, and apparently Derrick can deliver.

I can’t believe I even used to think about getting a job as a furniture mover, but I guess that I just didn’t realize that there were better options out there. I’m not saying that girls have it easier, but there are plenty of perks. My body never paid the bills before, and now it does. I owe it all to the ‘siss’ who sissified me. Vanessa is the best. We’ve got another shoot scheduled as soon as she gets back from work. I can’t wait.


Miss Taken Identity

1.

“Mr. McGovern, can you tell us in your own words exactly what you saw on the evening of August 10th?”

My throat is so constricted that I’m finding it hard to speak. I take a sip from the glass of water in front of me. It doesn’t help. It’s not that my throat is dry because I’m not drinking enough. It always gets parched when I’m about to put the city’s most powerful mob boss behind bars for murder. It’s a little tic of mine.

“Uh, yes. I was… exiting my apartment when I saw, uh, a flash.”

“A flash? Can you describe this flash, please?”

All of this was rehearsed. Me and this lawyer, with the suit worth more than my car, went over all this in pretrial. Me yapping and her rapping her ruby red nails against the table as I answered. She wanted me to anticipate that they were going to rattle me.

She told me not to worry, that it would all be over soon. That I should be proud that I was doing my community and invaluable service. Blah, blah. I must have a death wish or something because Vincent Galfino is not a man to be crossed. Why did the chicken cross the road? Because it was a hell of a lot better for your health than crossing Vincent Galfino. Ha ha. Gallows humor.

“Uh, the flash? Um, yeah. It was… in a car. The back seat.”

“When you say it was in a car, what kind of car?”

"It was a… late-model Lincoln. Black. Uh, there was a man standing outside the car with his arm in the back seat."

“Could you see his arm?”

“Not fully,” I admitted. “At first. But then the flash drew my attention. The flash and the bang.”

“Can you identify the bang?”

“It was a gunshot.”

Murmurs from the peanut gallery. Every one of those spectators in the courtroom can’t believe I actually have the balls to finger Galfino. Well, neither do I.

“And do you see the man whose arm was in the back of that car?” the lawyer asks.

See him? He’s mad dogging me right now.

“Yes, ma’am. I can see him,” I reply.

“Can you point him out to us, please?” she says.

So, I raise my arm, point it at the man with the slicked-back black hair wearing a poison green suit (which cost more than ten of my cars), and in doing so sign my own death warrant.

“No further questions, your Honor. Thank you, Mr. McGovern. You may step down now.”

She doesn’t have to tell me twice. I follow the bailiff and exit into that little back room quick as I can. The bailiff gets me a Subway sandwich and a Coke, but I can’t stand to eat the sandwich my stomach is so tied up in knots. That was probably the bravest thing I’ll ever do, and already I’m regretting it. Too late to do anything now, of course. But I didn’t do it for nothing.

After a few minutes, the Special Agent assigned to my case, Rodriguez, comes in and shakes my hand. Then, he explains how the next few days are going to go.

“You did a brave thing, boss,” Rodriguez tells me. “You’re helping us put one of New York’s most notorious mobsters behind bars. Your testimony was the one thing we had to link him to the murder. Now the US Federal Government has got your back one-hundred percent.”

“Okay, cool,” I say, still reeling from what I’ve just done.

“We’re going to set you up with a completely new identity, a job, everything you’ll need.”

“Right, so where am I going?”

“Thing is, I can’t really tell you that because I don’t even know. This case is being handled at the very highest levels. I’m just the errand boy. They don’t tell me the big stuff. But, don’t worry. Anonymity is the priority.”

“Okay, so, like Michigan?”

“Maybe. Could be right here in New York state. But no matter where you go, you’re going to be provided with a full-proof alias. When we’re done with you, your own mother wouldn’t recognize you.”

“My mom’s dead,” I say. “Dad too.”

“Even better,” Rodriguez says, then realizes how cold he sounds. “Sorry, what I meant was it’s better when you don’t have any personal entanglements to complicate things, know what I mean? I mean, you’re a perfect candidate for witness protection, Nick. You’re practically a ghost already.”

It’s the kind of thing that I thought of myself before and during the trial. It was the reason that I agreed to testify at all. If I had something else going for me in my life, I never would have done it. But I thought that if someone had to do it, better somebody with few ties, right? Still, hearing someone else say it makes me feel weird, even a little pissed off. It may not have been much of a life, but it was mine and now it’s over. And I know nothing about the new one that’s about to begin.

“So, what happens now?” I ask.

“There’s a car waiting for you outside. I’ll be escorting you to a safe house. There you’ll be given details that will fill you in on every aspect of your new life. You’ll be given new documents: birth certificate, passport, all that.

“What about money?” I ask.

“You’ve already been given guaranteed employment at a salary you’ll find satisfactory. You can never disclose your real identity as Nick McGovern to anyone. Under no circumstances should you attempt to make contact with anyone from your former life. Do you understand?”

“Yep,” I nod, a little uneasy. 

“All right, let’s hit the road.”


2.

The safe house is a shit hole. I mean, I know they don't choose these places for the aesthetics, but this is just a total dump. Rusty stains in the bathroom sink (which drips), cracked tiles, some impossible to identify stains. And aside from the barest old furniture, the place is completely empty. I wish that I'd thought of grabbing a few things from my old apartment. They told me I couldn't ever go back there, and I believe them. But couldn't some agent at least go collect my stuff before they ship me off to wherever? Oh, well. Not much of a loss, I guess. 

As soon as Rodriguez dropped me off, I was told that I’d be given a packet of documents. The packet would give me details of my new life and tell me what to do next. So, I waited. And waited. I stayed up half the night expecting that I’d be hurried out of bed. I’m a light sleeper so I figured it was better to just stay up and avoid all the hassle. But nobody came. I waited up for nothing.

I did find something today though. Taped to the inside of the front door was a manila envelope thick with documents. I pulled it down, fingers fumbling as I tore it open. My heart was racing. I kinda couldn't imagine what my new life was going to be like. Doctor? No, they need training. I just hoped that I wouldn't be a garbage man or something. If you've ever known someone who had clogged sinuses, I've got the opposite problem. I can smell everything. But when I slid the documents out of the envelope my apprehension turned to confusion.

“Uh, this isn’t my packet,” I said to the empty room. It couldn’t be my packet. These documents say that my name is Lilian Marsh.

Lilian is apparently a housekeeper who works in the Hamptons. Birth year is the same as mine, height and weight are the same as mine (I’m skinny and short, what can I say?) and there’s even a driver’s license with a photo of a woman who looks like she could be my sister. How did they do that, by the way? Is Lilian out there somewhere in the world?

I look through the envelope thinking that there must be something I’m missing. I’ve obviously switched identities with some woman who probably fingered someone else in federal court and now needs protection. Right? I mean, they can’t seriously think that this new identity will fit me, can they?

I step out the door and look for those guys in black suits and sunglasses with those little earpiece thingies that they use to communicate with their bosses, or whoever. Last night there were two of them standing guard outside my door in case Galfino’s goons showed up to whack me. But now there’s absolutely no one on the street. I can’t go out in just my pajama bottoms, which is all I have to wear, so I go back inside. I have Rodriguez’s business card in my wallet.

No, wait. I don’t have my wallet anymore. I surrendered it before they brought me here. All I was allowed to keep was the cash inside and I didn’t think to pull the card out. It’s probably in some locker at the police station or thrown into an incinerator or something by now. Damn it. I go back and check the bedroom. I’d been too tired last night to check the closet, but now I see that there’s a black suitcase inside that can only be meant for me. I lug it over to the bed and unzip it.

Women’s clothes. Three duplicate maid’s outfits (not like the sexy roleplay kind, actual uniforms like a maid would wear), a few casual dresses, shoes, and a bunch of women’s underwear. There’s also a wig and a makeup set. Nothing for a man. This can’t be good. Looks like ‘Lilian’ is well situated, but what am I supposed to do?

I go back and look at the envelope again. There's an address where Lilian works, and there's even a key to a Kia hatchback. No number to call in case your new identity is mixed up with a woman's, so I guess I'm screwed there. Okay, Nick. Don't panic. You can figure this thing out. Obviously, a mistake has been made. There has to be some way out of this. 

I haven’t even had a shower or a shave yet, so those things take priority. Once I’m done, I realize how badly I need some breakfast and a coffee. I don’t have any clothes of my own, and I can’t risk going to Starbucks as Nick McGovern. The Feds were emphatic that I am under no circumstances to venture out unescorted in case I might be spotted by one of Galfino’s men.

So, my options are these. I can say screw the orders and ignore my handlers, and probably get killed for the trouble, or I can assume this new identity that I’ve been mistakenly stuck with for as long as I have to until I find someone who can help me out of this situation. Two bad choices. Guess which one I chose?


3.

“Are you the new girl?” asks a matronly woman in a maid’s uniform just like mine.

"Yes," I say, hoping that my voice won't give me away. If this white-haired woman, who I learn is named Bernice, thinks that I'm a man in drag she doesn't show it. Actually, I'm surprised at how passable my voice is. It's not girlish, but it's not manly either. Rather feminine, if I can say so.

We’re standing in what I’m told is the Great Hall. This place is easily the hugest mansion that I’ve ever seen in my life. Rich people sure know how to live. I’ve never been to the Hamptons before, but I found a new iPhone in my –  Lilian’s –  purse. Once I set it up, all I had to do was plug in the address and the turn-by-turn directions brought me straight here.

“Wait just a moment,” Bernice said. “Mr. and Mrs. Fischer are in the sitting room. They typically like to meet new staff so that there are no unfamiliar faces skulking about.

I nod.

“That’s a good girl. Quiet and reserved. You’ll do well here. I’ll just be a moment.”

When she's gone, I relax my posture and let out my gut. I can't believe how much heels hurt to stand in. I feel like I'm developing blisters or varicose veins, or something. There's a grandfather clock in the corner and I check out my reflection in the glass. I look surprisingly good, from what I can see. I expected the shape of the dress to be all wrong, but instead it gives the impression of curves I didn't realize I had. I suck in my gut again, suddenly self-conscious.

Besides the dress itself, the breast forms I found in the suitcase of stuff really help give me a convincingly female shape. Nothing too ostentatious, of course. It wouldn’t do to have the hired help looking like a whore. But under my black slip dress, it's pretty hard to tell that they're fakes. At least they're more comfortable than the shoes, and the panties. I had to tuck in, obviously. That was a new experience, to say the least.

Bernice returns and sees me looking myself over. She frowns like she thinks I may be casing the joint, and that if I am I’d better get the thought out of my head.

“Mr. and Mrs. Fischer will see you now.”

I follow her into a living room that could double as a football field. Perched on the sofa is an austere-looking woman wearing a sundress and a sneer. On the opposite sofa is a man wearing a royal blue suit. Neither of them register me, really. He's got a book in his hands, she's checking her nails.

“This is Lilian Marsh,” Bernice says. “She’s the new girl on the cleaning staff.”

I give a terrible approximation of a curtsy. Mrs. Fischer looks up from her nails to flash me a condescending smile.

“Nice to meet you, Milly,” she says. I don’t correct her. What do I care? It’s only been my name for less than two hours, so it’s not like I’ve grown attached to it or anything. “You may call me Abigail. We like things to be friendly around here.”

“Thank you, Abigail.”

Even though she just invited me to do it, she looks annoyed at the imposition of informality.

“He’s Andrew,” she says, nodding at her husband who is compulsively turning pages of his book too quickly to be reading them. “Say hello, will you?”

Andrew looks up and flashes me a rakish smile.

“It’s a pleasure, Lilian,” he says.

“There, that wasn’t so hard,” says Abigail. It’s only now that I notice the age difference between the two of them. I’d peg Abigail in her late 50s, with that malnourished look that women adopt if they’re resolved not to get fat in rebellion against nature’s plan. Andrew is probably ten years younger, and maybe more. His aquiline face doesn’t betray a single wrinkle, and he’s still got all of his golden-brown hair.

“If that will be all, I’ll get Ms. Marsh situated,” Bernice offers.

“Oh, thank you, Bernice,” Abigail says with just a little too much enthusiasm, betraying how badly she wants this interaction to come to an end.

“It was nice to meet you both,” I say, pressing my knees together in a gesture designed to show submission and feminine grace.

"Likewise, dear," Abigail says, returning to her cuticles. "We're often rather busy around here, but I think you'll find that once you get the hang of it it's easy to keep pace."

“Thank you,” I say, wondering what the hell I’m in for around here.


4.

The rest of the afternoon is spent polishing. The banisters, the silverware, the tiles: all of it has to be so sparkling that it’s reflective. Why do rich people have so many things that they need to keep polished? I can’t stop thinking about the word polish and how it’s exactly the same as the word ‘Polish’ except for the capitalization. I keep thinking of polish jokes. How many Poles does it take to polish Poland? What did the Polish cook say to the polish girl? How long do you have to polish a Polish polisher until he shines? They’re not funny and barely even coherent, but these are the thoughts that come to you when you’re endlessly polishing and trying to do it in a skirt.

I try to keep from bending over, worried that it will expose my panties to anyone walking by. I don't understand how women can stand it. Every movement has to be carefully orchestrated so that you don't end up flashing an entire room as you bend over to rub brass cleaner on some vase. I feel so exposed, the unfamiliar threat of some leering man looking at my underwear making me weirdly self-conscious.

I don't know how long I can keep up the charade of being Lilian. I ate dinner in the servants' quarters with the other members of the household. Besides Bernice, there are just three others, all of them women and all of them older than me. They kept pestering me about the details of my sex life! Well, Lillian's sex life, actually. I had no idea women talked like this when they were alone. They were all prying and chatty, not really invasive but definitely asking me questions I had only unsatisfactory answers for. Do I have a boyfriend? No. When was the last time I'd had one? Too long to really say (never, actually). Did I own a dildo? A DILDO? You'd never imagine how dirty the minds of these old broads really are, but I tried to downplay my history and hope they'll lay off the subject in the future. All of them are in love with Mr. Fischer apparently. Or, anyway, they can't help trading secrets about his various exploits.

Mary treated us all to a detailed account of his laundry and concluded that the master of the house isn't getting laid. Stiff socks were the proof that the Mrs. was not living up to her wifely duties. I thought about Andrew with Abigail and the thought made me strangely queasy. Not that there was any reason why it should. People do it, even rich people. But there's something about that woman that I find repellent. And I can relate to Andrew's plight since I know exactly what he's going through.

When the day is finally over and I’m alone in my maid’s bedroom, I feel the same urges as Mr. Fischer. But rather than making my usual withdrawals from the spank bank, I find myself thinking about me. Well, not me. Lilian. With a little detachment, I feel I can separate the two of us. While it was happening, the fear of exposing my panties was uncomfortable. But thinking back on the experience, the way that I felt so girly and vulnerable, I can almost forget that it was me feeling these things. As I stroke my cock, I think about the new girl in the maid’s outfit. I imagine her polishing and polishing only to discover the man of the house, the only male on the entire estate, looking down on her with lust in his eyes. I’m both of them, Andrew and Lilian, and me, I guess. When Andrew’s cock expands, it’s my cock. When Lilian tugs at her skirt, that’s me too. And then I take my hand off my stiff cock and start fingering my asshole instead. It’s tight and feels uncomfortable, at first. But when I combine the two actions, jerking off and penetrating myself at the same time, I erupt like a volcano.

I can’t explain it. I’ve never masturbated like this. When it’s over and I’ve deposited my load into an old rag, I feel calm and satisfied but also strangely guilty. No reason why I should, but for some reason I do.

I have to think of a way to get out of here. Going back to my old life isn't an option, but there must be some alternative to being this woman. One day and I'm already wondering what effect it's having on me. I wish there was some kind of FBI hotline to call or something. I just have to find a way out of Fischer House, before things get even weirder.


5.

Mr. and Mrs. Fischer are out for the afternoon, which gives us more latitude to roam the house than usual. Ordinarily, we would have to do our best to avoid them while we made our rounds. I never understood why this was. Rich people know that the rooms don’t just get clean on their own. Do they prefer to maintain the illusion that they do? Or is it more that they’re embarrassed to be waited on so openly and would rather keep the whole thing discreet? Anyway, I’m told by Bernice that it’s my turn to straighten up the master bedroom.

By the way, I have no idea what I’m doing. Most maids, actual maids, have some kind of training before they’re hired. It’s not a four-year program or anything, but it does give you the skills (yes, skills) to properly clean a room. There’s a rhythm, a flow. You do things in a certain sequence in a certain way and that way you save yourself time and avoid the kinds of mistakes that will get you in trouble. But I didn’t know these things, these sequences. So, I got myself in trouble. Rather than stripping the bed as soon as I entered the room, which I learned later is pretty much Housekeeping 101, I went over and started pairing a bunch of men’s shoes together. I picked up a couple and set them down without realizing that Inez, who is another one of the maids, had already polished that set of shoes. The shoe polish wasn’t dried (more polish jokes!), a fact which I didn’t notice. So, when I then went to strip the bed, I spread a huge dark stain on the bedspread.

Now, I don’t know what rich people typically spend on a duvet cover, but I figure that it’s not the kind of thing you could replace at Bed Bath & Beyond. They shop at different stores, high-end boutique stores. And this is what they would have to do again since I’d just ruined the very expensive bedspread with my big black smudge. I panicked as I thought about what I was going to say to Bernice. It’s not like I love this job. But I fear what will happen without it. I still have no way of contacting the FBI to tell them about my predicament. And if I lose this job, I could be out on the street with absolutely no identity to return to. I’ll be found by Galfino’s men sooner or later. Then I’ll be dead for sure. 

But just as I think I’m as good as gone, something happens.

"Ooh, look at that. No saving it, huh? Just as well. I hated that thing. Who chooses brown for a duvet cover?"

I turn to find Andrew scratching his chin.

"Mr. Fischer," I say, practically choking. "I'm very sorry."

“What for? Like I said, it was ugly anyway. Besides, I have it on good authority that the guy who lives here is loaded. He’s not gonna miss some little thing like that.”

“What about–?”

“His wife? She won’t notice either. At least not right away. And in the meantime, I’m sure the husband can order another one. It’s just a few clicks away. Even he could manage that, the lazy fool. It’s from Bed Bed & Beyond.”

He’s so self-assured. More than that, he seems bored and detached from the whole thing. Why is it that rich people are always so self-amused? Maybe I should quit judging. This guy is clearly not what I was expecting, so I should probably stop acting like I’ve got him all figured out.

“Lilian?” he says.

“Yes,” I squeak.

“Would you do me a favor? Strip the bed, throw away the duvet cover and then replace it with one of the spares. I’ll do the rest.”

“Thank you, sir,” I say, not exactly whether I should be so formal, except that the situation seems to demand it of me.    

He doesn’t even reply, just walks out the room like he’s achieved what he was after. Must be nice, to just drift in and out as you please. I wonder what he was doing home when he was supposed to be out. And where’s Abigail?


6.

It’s dinner time and Abigail Fischer still hasn’t returned. It’s all the maids are talking about. The kitchen staff, Rita and Ana Maria, say they served just Mr. Fischer, who ate alone in his bedroom. Nobody knows what happened, but the most popular theory was a fight.

“They do best when they don’t see much of each other,” Bernice wryly observes, distance and lack of contact being the twin pillars of a successful marriage.

“Has this ever happened before, where she just left and didn’t say where she was going?” I ask.

“Oh, sure. All the time,” says Rita. “I don’t even know if you could call it a lover’s quarrel. You’d need a little passion for that.”

“She’s older than he is, isn’t she?” I ask. This question brings a flurry of giggles from the other ladies.

“What?”

“Have you got a crush on Mr. Fischer, Lilian?” Bernice asks.

I go red. I mean completely beet red, which I’ve never done before.

“Of course not!” I protest. “I’m here to work and that’s all.”

“Oh, come on. If I were a young woman like you, I’d never take my eyes off him,” says Bernice. If she were a young woman like me she wouldn’t be a young woman at all. After days together nobody seems to suspect that I’m not really female. 

“He’s not for me,” I say shyly. “Not that I would even consider doing anything because I need this job. But even if I didn’t, I’m not even a little bit attracted to him.”

“Well, that’s good. Because we need someone to go up and collect the dishes, and it should be someone who won’t faint dead away at the sight of him in bed.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you,” says Bernice. “Go on. You’re finished eating, aren’t you?”

I look at my clean plate and can think of no argument. So, up I go to the master bedroom. I feel strange about entering without knocking, but when I do knock I don’t hear a sound in reply. I gently slide open the door and peek my head inside.

Andrew Fischer is sitting up in bed reading. He takes off his reading glasses and stares at me.

“Uh, Mr. Fischer? Andrew?”

“Yes?”

“I’m here for the plates.”

“Thank God. I thought you were my wife.”

“Can I come in?”

“Please.”

So, I come in and find the plates at the foot of the bed. I’m going to leave without a word, but something stops me.

“I hope I didn’t make any trouble for you with Mrs. Fischer.”

He looks at me uncomprehendingly.

“The duvet cover?”

“Oh, that. I’d forgotten about it. No, that was no trouble. Don’t think about it.”

“That’s good. I’m glad.”

Now it really is time for me to leave. But this time it’s his turn to stop me.

“Lilian, can I ask what you were doing before you came here? You weren’t a housekeeper before you came to us, were you?”

“No, sir.”

“Drop the ‘sirs.’ Come on, we told you that at the beginning.”

“Yes, I remember. But everything is so formal here.”

“I know. She tells you to call her Abigail, and she makes a face like she’s swallowed a live snail when you do. She’s pretentious. It’s her upbringing. Mine too, if you want to know the truth.”

“You don’t strike me that way at all,” I say.

“Well, you don’t know me well, yet,” he says.

“That’s true.”

“You still haven’t told me who you were before you came to work for us.”

“It would be a long story,” I say. “I had a completely different life. I was a different person. Then, I got into some trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?”

“The kind that would make more trouble for me now if I don’t shut my mouth now and forget it,” I say.

“Okay, don’t tell me. I wouldn’t want you in any more trouble. Besides, a woman with no past is better. You have a past, of course, but you can’t discuss it. That’s the best for everyone.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I say.

“It forces you to be discreet,” he says. “If you’re already running from something, that’s insurance that you won’t go blabbing or just jump ship.”

I’m suddenly not liking where this conversation is going. 

“Don’t look at me like that,” he says. “I’m not going to force you into anything you don’t want to do.”

I don’t say anything.

“I’m sure you’ve realized by now that I’m attracted to you,” he goes on.

I’m absolutely floored. I can’t believe that he even finds me passable as a woman, let alone an attractive woman. I can’t reconcile the fact that just last week I was in court testifying in a mob boss’s murder case, and now I’m in this rich man’s bedroom. His servant; he’s my master.

“Would it be crude for me to offer you money?” he asks. “I’m asking because I don’t want things to be purely transactional between us. But I want to be as honest as I can be. I have needs as a man. Mrs. Fischer, even when she is around, doesn’t meet those needs. I believe you can.”

“I want fifty thousand,” I hear myself say. The number comes out. I have no idea why that exact amount of money is what I demand. I just chose the first high-sounding number I could think of.

“That’s awfully steep for one night,” he says.

“It’s not for the night. It’s for the season. I’ll be your servant, and I’ll be your lover. But there are certain boundaries that you can’t cross.”

“Such as?” he asks.

"You can never take my virginity," I say. "My, uh, flower is off-limits. Everything else is fair game."

“Everything else?”

“That’s right. I’ll service you in other ways, but I insist on saving myself for a husband.”

It’s the best evasion I can think of. How else am I supposed to explain that I don’t have a vagina? If I don’t want him finding out what’s tucked between my legs, I have to give him some kind of story. Andrew looks at me, appraising me. He wants to know whether it’s worth it.

7.

“All right, Lilian,” he says finally. “I respect your rules.”

“Good,” I say, gaining a little more confidence now that I’ve asserted myself.

“Now, come here,” he says, tossing the duvet off of him with a dramatic flourish. He’s completely naked. He must sleep nude all the time. Without consciously wanting to, I admire his body, drinking in his features. The old me wouldn’t have given him a second glance if we were alone together in a locker room. But there’s something about playing this role, I can feel myself becoming more like Lilian all the time.

He takes his cock in his hand, pumping himself up.

"I said come here," he says, playfully. I saunter over to the edge of the bed and climb up onto it. I stick my ass up in the air as I crawl towards him.

“Turn the light off,” I say.

“Why?” he says.

“Because I say so.”

He reaches over and touches the base of the lamp. It instantly winks out. Rich people have the best gadgets. As I crawl forward, my hand touches his leg, then his hip. I lower my head down, smelling the precum on the tip of his cock. I take his cock in my mouth and begin to blow him. The feel of his dick skin is so unfamiliar, and yet it isn’t strange. I can imagine myself getting the same blow job that I’m giving him and my own cock rises against my panties. Oh, god. I’m so glad that I made him turn the light off. I would be blowing my cover right now if he could see the way I’m pitching a tent from having his cock in my mouth.

I suck him harder, taking him deeper into me. I manage to avoid choking only through force of will, concentrating hard on getting him as deep as he'll go until I can't take it anymore. After seven or eight minutes, I can feel that he's getting nearer. Little spasms of goo burst into my mouth and I play the dutiful servant girl and swallow it all up nice and clean. No muss, no fuss.

He takes my hair (actually my wig) in his hands and pats my head gently. 

“Good girl,” he says. “That’ll be all for now.”

So, I slip out as quietly as possible, praying that I don't see any of the other girls on the way up to my room. As soon as I'm alone, I jerk off furiously. I come almost immediately, so excited from what I've just done. It was weird and unfamiliar, but at the same time, it wasn't hard to just slip into 'girl mode' and know what to do to please him. How could I not know? I have the same anatomy that works the same way. What I wasn't expecting was how much I liked it. Now I'm hoping that Abigail won't come home. I'd like another round with the master of the house soon.
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Well, it’s been close to three months since our first encounter. We’re nearing the end of the season, fall in this case, but I can’t see myself breaking away anytime soon. I haven’t brought up ending things, and neither has he.

Abigail came back, of course. They resumed their normal routine as if nothing had happened. She continued to treat me with cold indifference and he continued to be so aloof that if you didn’t know any better you would think that I was just a servant to him and nothing more, just another in a line of anonymous women. But on those nights (or mornings, or afternoons) when he can get away things change completely. Suddenly he’s doting and hangs on my every word. It’s an act, I know, but I can’t get over how he makes me feel when I’m in his arms. We’ll take his yacht out, or I’ll meet him at a hotel on my day off and we’ll screw like crazy. Always with my rules strictly observed, of course. He still hasn’t seen me fully naked. It’s kind of amazing that we’ve been as intimate as we have and he still has no idea. Of course, I’ve been helping that little ruse along.

I’ve been taking regular estrogen injections which have helped to shape my ass and make my skin smoother and my hair silkier. Don’t get me wrong; it’s not a total transformation. But it has definitely helped my ‘problem areas’ along. It also doesn’t hurt that I finally learned how to do my makeup properly. Plus, I plucked my eyebrows to make them appear more feminine. Working together, all of these things have rendered me effectively indistinguishable from a real woman, at least around here. Of course, nobody but Andrew takes much notice of me anyway.

“Lilian,” Abigail asks, “would you mind clearing the breakfast plates from the terrace?”

“Of course, Abigail. I’d be happy to,” I say, my pulse racing a little as I rush to comply. I know that he’s out there, reading the paper on his iPad.

When I go out, I wonder whether he’ll speak to me, or look at me. I understand why he pretends not to see me, but I can’t help it. I want to be noticed, admired. And when he doesn’t even look up, at first assuming that I’m Abigail but then refusing to react when he sees that I’m not, I start getting ideas about how I can get his attention.

I lean over a little as I grab his juice glass, treating him to a view of my breasts. And yes, thanks to the hormones I have breasts too. They're not huge, but they're big enough when I'm wearing a push-up bra to draw his attention.

“Does the master need me for anything?” I ask, my voice sultry and a little over-the-top.

“Don’t be cute. You know she’s nearby,” he says, not looking up from his screen.

A juice glass shatters against the hardwood of the deck.

“Oops,” I say. He stares daggers at me.

“What happened?” Abigail calls.

“Nothing, dear!” Andrew calls. “Lilian was just a little clumsy!”

She pokes her head out to survey the damage but then pops back in again. As soon as she’s gone, he growls at me in a low voice–

“I’m not going to play this game with you, Lilian. You understood our arrangement at the start. Here you are my servant.”

“And what am I when I’m not your servant. Just some whore?”

“You were the one who asked me for money.”

“How dare you,” I say. “What have these last months meant to you? Nothing?”

I sound hysterical, I know. I can hear how crazy I sound but I can’t help it. I’m a woman scorned, so how exactly can I be expected to play nice? I want it rough.

“Keep your voice down,” he hisses. “We’ll discuss this later in private.”

“When?” I ask.

“This afternoon. Meet me in the garage at 3 pm. I’ll tell Abigail I’m playing tennis. Then we’ll go and take the boat out, okay?”

Appeased, I nod and start to pick the largest pieces of glass gingerly with my fingers (my nails are now hot pink but kept short so they won’t snap off). Then, I clear the rest of the stuff off the table without a word. He rises from his chair and goes into the house ahead of me. I wish that man didn’t have a hold on me, but I can’t pretend that he doesn’t. No matter how aloof he gets I still crave him all the more.
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“You like that, you little bitch?” he taunts, smacking my ass as hard as he can with his palm. I groan with pleasure.

“Yes, daddy,” I squeal, eager for his discipline. As soon as we got on the boat, he ordered me below deck. I was told to change out of my regular uniform and into one with a ruffled skirt made of diaphanous black lace. My panties stick out when I’m bent over his knee, like now. He smacks me hard again, this time I feel a tinge of pain linger on my left cheek. He’s really mad at me this time. Or maybe he’s just playing. I can’t ever tell.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?”

“Yes!”

“You deserve to have your ass pounded, don’t you?”

“I’m bad, daddy,” I say. “Give it to me good!”

“I’m going to strip you naked and fuck you right in that tight little pussy of yours.”

"No!" I shout, suddenly snapped out of role-playing mode. "You can't."

“Get up,” he says coldly.

“Andrew–”

“Get off me,” he says, forcing me to scramble out of his lap as he stands. He goes to the door and slams it behind him. I struggle to follow him. It’s not the waves. We haven’t even left the dock. It’s because I’m wearing six-inch heels and my ass hurts that I stumble after him. I find him on the aft deck, looking out at the sea.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer at first.

"Why do you still insist on keeping me out?" he says. This is not at all what I was expecting from him. He seems almost wounded. "Haven't I given you everything? Not just money, but dresses, jewelry, and fine clothes. Attention. Maybe not enough to satisfy you, but– "

“It wasn’t anything you’ve done,” I say.

“Then, what is it, Lilian? You know that I feel closer to you than I’ve ever felt towards my own wife?”

Probably true, although that’s not really saying much.

“All I want is to be close to you,” he says. ‘On my schedule’ I think. That’s what he really wants. Intimacy on demand.

“Andrew, I want to be close to you, too. That’s why I have my boundaries.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“If you knew, you would understand.”

“Knew what?” he demands. “What can you not tell me?”

“If I tell you, it’s over,” I warn.

“Says who?”

“Alright, here it is. The truth is I have a penis.”

He looks at me, looks out at the water. I wait.

"Well?"

“I had– suspected.”

“What?!”

“I didn’t know for sure. But I assumed that it must have been something like that by the way you always refused to let me take off your underwear.”

"So, all this time you've been suspecting that I might be harboring a secret, but you didn't say anything because what? You wanted to keep screwing me anyway?"

“What do you want me to say? Should I have come out and asked you? Most women don’t take that question as a compliment.”

“Fair enough,” I concede. “So, now that you know, what now?”

“We go on as before.”

“Really? Andrew, I’m not happy with the status quo anymore. I think you know that.”

“What do you want then?”

“I want to be yours. No more secrets from your wife. We need to come clean.”

“Are you out of your mind?”

"You're unhappy in your marriage. It can't come to Abigail as a shock that you want to be free."

"No way. Out of the question."

“In that case, I think it’s time that you honor our original arrangement.”

“Oh, that.”

“Unless you’re willing to think of me as more than your maid, I don’t see any other option.”

I'm probably overplaying my hand here, but I can't go on with Andrew the way we've been. The sneaking around, and the lies. The sex is still great, kinky, and full of surprises. But if I've got to give all that up, I will. I've almost forgotten how to be Nick McGovern, but I can learn more about being Lilian Marsh if I leave here. Maybe with my $50,000, I can hold out until I find another rich man. It beats cleaning houses and running from the mob.

“When?” he says.

"It's up to you. I can give my two weeks' notice, or I can leave tonight if that would be easier for you."

“You’re cruel.”

"I'm not. I'm trying to be a grown-up about this." 

“Alright, Lilian. I’ll write you a check. That should be enough to get you started wherever you want to go.”

So, that’s it? I don’t want to cry. I can’t cry. So, I tell myself that it isn’t real. As we walk down the gangway and get into his car, it isn’t real. As I lie down in the back seat to get smuggled into the Fischer House compound like a stowaway, it isn’t real. As I sneak upstairs to change back into my uniform it isn’t real. But it is. All of it is real.
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I didn’t expect that I would miss this place. But now that I’m ready to leave, I know I’m going to have a hard time getting over this house, to say nothing of the man it belongs to. To think that I’d wanted to get away from here as quick as I could only a few short months ago.

I told Bernice only what I had to. I’m leaving, there’s no way to make me change my mind. It’s nobody’s fault and no one could have done anything different that would keep me here. She promised to help me find work, but I told her that I’m moving in with my sister and will be able to live on my savings for a while. We hugged. It was a lot more emotional than I thought it would be. I even cried a little. I’m going to miss these ladies and their gossiping. They always made me feel like I was one of them. In a way, I was.

I carry my suitcases down the stairs. I've acquired so much crap since moving here that they feel like they're full of bricks. I think my arms might have lost some muscle from the hormones. I'm almost out the door when I hear a voice from the Drawing Room.

“Lilian?”

It’s Abigail.

“Yes?” I answer.

“Can you come in here a moment? There are a few things we’d like to discuss with you before you go.”

I set the bags down and enter to find the two of them there, she on the couch and he standing at the mantle. Abigail has her hands folded and she’s watching me intently.

“Would you please join us, Lilian? Have a seat.”

I do so.

“I was surprised to hear that you were leaving. You may not believe it, but I’ve always been very fond of you.”

“Thank you, Abigail.”

“It’s not for no reason that I like you,” she goes on. “I’ve found through careful observation that you are an honest person. Someone I thought I could rely on for anything.”

I don’t say anything, anticipating that this is leading to some kind of trap.

“So, you can imagine my surprise when my husband told me everything that’s been happening between the two of you.”

Yep, that figures.

“Abigail, whatever he told you, it’s over.”

She waves a hand dismissively.

“There’s no need to rehash it. I just want to know what it would take for you to stay.”

“What?”

“I want you to stay and continue fucking my husband. Or being fucked by him. Or both. Whatever the particulars, I want you to know that I’m in on what the two of you do together.”

“Andrew?” I ask, hoping that he’ll jump in at some point.

“We’d both like for you to stay,” he says. “When you told me you wanted to go, I knew I would have to put up some kind of fight if I wanted to keep you. So, I decided that I would have to take a risk and involve Abigail too.”

“And when he did, he found out that I was far more open to experimentation than he’d ever imagined.”

“We’ve been missing something in our marriage for a while now,” Andrew says. “We think that something is you.”

“But, how? How would it work?”   

“I don’t think I need to explain the mechanics to you, do I? You’re grown up enough to know how three people can enjoy one another’s bodies.”

“I mean, how would we work things out… emotionally?”

“We’re all on the same page, so there’s really nothing else to do but get started,” Abigail says. “Now, let’s get to it, shall we?”

“Here? Now?” I’m having trouble keeping up with this strange turn of events.

“Yes. Andrew will help you. Get on the sofa.”

I’m still wondering if this is some sort of trap, but I decide that it can’t be. What would they have to gain from tricking me? I don’t know what to expect next, but I’m going to play along and see where this goes.

I get on all fours on the couch. Andrew approaches me from behind.

“Nobody’s going to see us here, right?” I ask.

“All of the other staff have been dismissed for the evening,” Andrew says. “It’s just the three of us here.”

Abigail nods, watching as Andrew takes the lube from the pocket of his jacket. He takes off the jacket, tosses it on the chair, and proceeds to pull down my panties. I feel a flush of anxiety. This is the first time that I'm going to have my secret exposed, but in a way, it's freeing to finally be fully naked from the waist down in front of Andrew, even if his wife is watching.

As he squirts the lube into his hands I can feel my cock beginning to stiffen. It's small compared to his, but it is at least bucking slightly with anticipation. I look over my shoulder at him undoing his fly and the sight of his hard cock stiffens mine even more. He grins, watching me watching him.

“That’s right,” Abigail says from her chair. “Take her right up the ass. I want to see that pretty little prick of hers get hard.”

I blush, but I'm smiling now too. Suddenly all of the tension that had been building up between the three of us since Andrew and I started fucking, a tension I didn't even realize was there, is about to be released in a torrent of passion. He enters me from behind and I welcome his hard dick spreading my cheeks. I moan as he thrusts himself into me.

“Tell me you want it,” he says.

“I want it!” I cry. I gasp as the force of his thrusts threatens to split me in half. I’m so tight that he has to buck hard to push himself deeper inside me. I look over and see Abigail, her fingers creeping under her skirt. This is turning her on, watching her husband pound this little slut on her couch. It turns me on to know that I’m making her horny and soon the room smells delightfully of sex. I’m an eager bottom, taking all of him into me.

“Smack my ass,” I beg. He forcefully complies. “Yes! That’s it! Harder!”

Without expecting it, I come all over the sofa.

“Oh, you naughty girl!” Abigail chastises me playfully. “We’ll have to make you clean that up, won’t we?”

“Yes, mistress,” I reply. Andrew pulls my hair as he comes hard inside of me, pumping my ass full of his juices.

Thank god I saw that mobster that day. If I hadn’t, I never would have become the Fischers’ pet. I know now that I’m happier as a sissy than I ever was as a man. Who knew that the witness protection program could end up making me the happiest girl in the world? Looks like I’m going to stick around after all. Lilian Marsh was just a name, now it’s my identity. I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Making Partner
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“What do you mean you won’t do it?!” Jim stammers. “We’re all set to go here!”

“It’s wrong, and it’s unethical, and besides it will get me disbarred,” Luisa says simply, crossing her arms in a gesture meant to convey power but, whether she intends it or not, draws my attention to her ample chest. But only for a split second. We’re colleagues, professionals.

“You’re not going to get disbarred,” I assure her. 

“How do you know?”

“Because you aren’t going to get caught,” I say, waving a hand dismissively. “You’re too smart for that.”

“If I’m so smart, then why do I have to sleep with some guy to make partner instead of doing it on my own?”

“Whoa, whoa,” Jim jumps in. “First, nobody said anything about sleeping with anyone. The plan is to seduce Bret. Second, this will put you on the fast track to partner. You’re perfectly capable of doing it on your own. But how many years do you want to spend trying to prove yourself? Six? What are six years of your life worth to you?”

“A hell of a lot less than my dignity,” Luisa spits.

“Where’s all this coming from?” I say. “You were there when we planned this thing. No objections then, so why now?”

“If you were a woman, you’d understand that it’s not such a simple thing to sell your body.”

“Nobody’s asking you to sell your body.”

“Oh, yeah? Well, how do you expect I’m getting dirt on Bret any other way, Danny? You think he’s just going to open up his computer and let me poke around in his files? Not until I spread my legs first. I can’t get close to him without giving him what he wants and you both know it.”

"Luisa, I'm sorry if this sounds insensitive, but we've got 30 million dollars on the line here. Is your chastity really worth that?"

“Screw you, Danny! You think being a whore is that easy, then how about you do it yourself?”

“What?!”

“You heard me. If seducing Bret is so easy, then why don’t you take one for the team?”

“Be serious,” Jim says.

“I am,” Luisa counters. “Everyone at the firm knows Danny’s the pretty boy. Those cheekbones, that skinny little waist. He’d be a knockout in a cocktail dress and pair of heels.”

I try not to let her challenge fluster me, but the truth was that I’ve heard snippets of conversation around the water cooler. Half-whispered innuendo. I’ll hear the women of the office talking, chatting in low voices about some girl in the office, only to realize they were actually talking about me!

I guess I can see where they're coming from. My voice isn't exactly a baritone, and I'm slim. Always been that way for as long as I can remember. While all the other guys in high school were sprouting muscles, I remained as lithe and slender as a fifteen-year-old girl. Things didn't get better in college, so I decided to bury myself in books. I may have only got a grand total of three dates in four years, but I got into Harvard Law and now I'm working for one of the most prestigious white-shoe law firms in Manhattan. Prestigious, and devious. The kind of place so cutthroat that we wouldn't just talk about spying on the opposing counsel to leak private information to get him to recuse himself from the case, we're willing to carry it out. Some of us, anyway.

“Luisa, please,” I plead. “You know that you’re the only one who can do this. Without you, we’re out millions in billable hours. I’m asking you to put your pride aside and– ”

“My pride? No, not a chance. You’re not going to dismiss my objections as some kind of female ego thing. This is very dirty business. And I’m not willing to do it. Not now, not ever. So, you boys have a choice. Either one of you puts on a skimpy little outfit and tries to turn Bret’s head, or else we risk losing the Koke Industries account.”

Jim and I looked at each other. One thing was sure: if one of us has to dress up, it isn’t going to be Jim. In his fifties, twenty pounds overweight, hair growing out of his back: he has about as much chance of passing for a woman as I have of passing for Dwayne Johnson.

“Alright, Lousia,” Jim says. “You’ve made yourself clear. Can I have a moment alone with Danny here?”

Luisa stands and excuses herself. I can’t be sure, but I think she had just the hint of a smile on her lips as she exited.

“Well, Danny–”

“Jim, no!”

“Hold on a second. Hear me out here. You’d be well compensated. Nobody would ever have to know what you did for the firm. All anyone would have to know is that you were very instrumental in retaining a high-value client. That’s all.”

“Are you kidding me? How could I possibly pass for a woman, let alone one hot enough to get Joe Bret to spill all his secrets?”

Jim clears his throat.

“Well, what Luisa said isn’t entirely untrue. I mean, you could, if you wanted to, pass for a woman. Pretty easily, I believe.”

I’m floored by how candid Jim is being. Does everyone in my office think this way? Is everyone I know regularly picturing me in a skirt and heels?

“What if he wants...more than I’m willing to deliver?” I say.

“Well, if that happens, then you get out of there. Nobody would fault you for bailing out if before you had to, ya know. But that being said, I think that you should seriously consider this. If you can keep the case from Koke Industries from going to trial, I promise that I can make you a partner in less than a year. That’s a personal guarantee.”

I waver. What would my parents say if they found out? Then again, what would they say if they got the news that I just became one of the youngest partners in the history of the firm?

“Can I have some time to think about it?”

“That’s the one thing I can’t offer. I’m going to need an answer one way or another. Time is a factor here. We have to move against Bret or else we might as well consider this case a loss. So, what do you say?”
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The Lot is one of the swankiest restaurants on the Lower East Side. Not exactly the place I’d expect to find an environmental lawyer who has built his reputation off his pro bono work. I guess I expected something a little more pedestrian, salt-of-the-earth but with an eco-friendly edge. Like a vegan taqueria or something. But this is where my sources said he’ll be, so this is where I am–

In a dress, and heels. I keep thinking I’m going to give myself away with the way I stand, or the way I walk. I’m consciously trying to swing my hips and sway a little, but I don’t want it to seem too overdone. I don’t think anyone’s going to clock me as long as I don’t give myself away. I don’t even think that my own mother would recognize me like this. The dress was easy enough to pull off since I’m so thin, but figuring out how to put on a pair of breast forms was more of a challenge. I had to get those things to stick on and stay in place and draw attention but not too much. The wig and makeup I managed to get just right after a handful of YouTube tutorials. Women have a lot of resources these days. There was even a video explaining the proper way to tuck my dick and balls between my legs. It hurts like hell, but I guess that it’ll be worth it if I actually pull this off. I don’t actually mind the panties. They’re so much softer than guys’ underwear, plus they make me feel girly when I walk, which is sort of the point, I guess.

I stroll over walking heel to toe straight over to the bar. Three seats over I spot Joe Bret talking with his client. He’s a powerfully-built black man in a charcoal grey suit and horn-rimmed glasses that show a timeless sense of style. He seems to be wrapping up his conversation, or so it seems by the way that his companion is rising to go. I hold a manicured finger up to the bartender.

“Cosmo, please,” I say, careful to modulate the pitch of my voice so that it sounds convincingly female. It must work because he doesn’t even blink. Just pours the drink without a word. Apparently, he isn't the only one my disguise is working on because the sloppy drunk sitting next to me turns and says–  

“I’ll buy that for you.”

“No, thanks,” I say, giving him a little smile that says, ‘take off.’

“What, you think you’re too good for me? Come on, I’m not asking to sleep with you.”

An unwelcome hand finds its way to my knee. I cringe. This is something I hadn’t even anticipated. My worry would be that I wouldn’t be attractive to Bret. It hadn’t occurred to me that my ‘feminine wiles’ would draw in some other poor schlub.

“I’m not interested,” I say, crossing my legs in a feminine way that stings my package a little. “And my boyfriend is sitting right over there.”

The sloppy drunk follows my finger as I point down the bar at Bret, who is now sitting alone, the spot next to him vacant. The drunk leans over so that he can shout to Bret.

“She yours?”

Bret, startled by this stranger talking inappropriately loud fixes his gaze on the drunk, then on me. Without skipping a beat, he seems to size up the situation. His eyes light up.

“Hey, babe,” he says. “This is a nice surprise. I wasn’t expecting to see you. What are you doing here?”

“I came in and saw you, but when I saw you were busy I decided to get myself a drink,” I say. The drunk, deflated, looks at Bret, then at me, then back at Bret. Knowing that he’s lost, he digs a few grubby bills out of his pocket and tosses them on the bar. He leaves without another word.

I couldn’t have planned it better if I wanted to. I have proof that my disguise is convincing, and now I have the perfect pretext to pick up my cosmo and slip into the seat next to Bret at the bar.

“Thanks for that,” I say, “you’re pretty quick on your feet.”

“I’ve heard that. Just glad to be of help,” he says, holding out his hand. “I’m Joseph.”

I place my hand in his and am amazed by how much shorter and slimmer my fingers look compared to his.

“I’m Dani Durant,” I say. I almost gasp. Don’t use your real name, stupid!  An hour and a half spent getting into character, and I use the same name that he’s bound to recognize from the trial. But if I’ve given myself away, Bret doesn’t show it.

“It’s lovely to meet you, Dani.”

His thumb rubs against the back of my hand. It's subtle but undeniably flirtatious. There's no question that he's interested.

“So, what does a quick guy like you do for work?” I ask, fluttering my lashes and smoothing my skirt as I fold my hands on my lap.

“I’m in environmental law,” I say.

“Oh, Captain Planet, huh?” I place a hand on his arm, feeling his bicep. He winces a little, not from pain but from embarrassment. And not at himself, but at me. I immediately regret the move. It’s too eager. I want to project young ingenue, but instead, the gesture screams, 'cheap whore.'

“Well, I’m really just a working stiff,” he says, taking a sip from his Johnnie Walker blue label. “Nothing too heroic. Just a lot of paperwork. Boring stuff, really.”

“So, tell me something interesting,” I say, afraid if I steer the conversation towards work I’ll give myself away.

“Like what?” he asks.

“Anything. Just as long as it’s scintillating and fascinating, enough to make a girl swoon.”

“I don’t know if I’m up for the challenge,” he says.

“Oh, come on. You’re a big boy. You must have some stories to share.”

"Would you find me intolerably boring if I admitted that I hardly ever go out except when it's work-related?"

"Is this work-related?"

“This? No. This is all pleasure. It’s a rare treat, believe me.”

“So… as long as we’re treating ourselves, care to buy me another?”

“Oh, yeah. Sure. Of course.”

He signals the bartender for another cosmo.

“So, what are you really doing here?” he asks, suddenly conspiratorial. My heart speeds up in my chest. Does he suspect something?

“What do you mean?”

Well, you’re obviously not really a girl, and you’re clearly trying to seduce me so you can pump me for information. He doesn’t really say this, of course. It’s just my paranoid brain spinning the worst-case scenario.

“I’m saying you obviously came here to meet someone. I want to know who he is.”

“Nobody in particular,” I say.

“So, you’re saying you don’t have a type?”

"I do. But I never reveal too much. What guy likes to know that he's been typecast, made to fit someone else's fantasy?"

“Good point,” he says.

“But, if you were to twist my arm, I would tell you that there’s nothing sexier than a guy who cares.”

“About you?”

“Of course. But about the world too. He’s got a purpose, a raison d'etre. His passion is what’s so attractive about him. He cares about something.” 

“That’s an attractive quality,” Bret nods.

“Know anybody like that?”

“As a matter of fact, he does sound familiar.”

“Well, then, Joseph, do you think you and I could get better acquainted?”

I run the tips of my fingers up his sleeve. It’s worth the gambit. He responds by placing his hand on my knee. That’s how I know I haven’t overplayed my hand. But then something I hadn’t planned for through a wrench in my plans.  A bolt of pain shoots through my crotch. Oh my god. I’m getting a hard-on!

“What’s wrong?” he says, surprised at my groan. My poor flattened cock is trying to mutiny. Nobody warned me that taping my cock and balls between my legs didn’t prevent me from getting an erection. Of course, I wasn’t expecting to.

“I’m fine,” I gasp. “You just startled me, that's all.”

“Dani, I hope I haven’t offended you.”

His tone is suddenly serious. I could go with the sexual harassment angle. Get him to recuse himself from the case based on sexual impropriety. But of course for that to work Dani Durant would have to be a real person. Can't file a complaint against someone if you aren't even real. Besides, I can get more leverage if I let the game continue.

“You’re sweet, Joe. Really,” I say, crossing my legs.

"I'd like to see you again if I can."

“Why not right now?” I say.

“No, I mean intimately.”

Wow. Bret is some kind of gentleman. Here’s a woman he’s clearly attracted to who is practically inviting him to come upstairs and all he can do is set a date for another innocent rendezvous.

“I can give you my number,” I say.

“That would be great.”

He takes it down and I make a quick mental note of his passcode. 1-1-1-1. Real nice. Pretty sophisticated for a trial lawyer. Now all I have to do is get it away from him sometime. I just wonder how I’m going to do it without giving him what he’s really after.

“I gotta go,” he says, picking his jacket from the back of the chair. “This was fun. We’ll do it again.”

“I hope so,” I say in my most sultry voice.

Phase one is complete. I watch him walk out over my shoulder. Then I catch a glimpse of the woman at the bar in the mirror. I can’t believe that I actually just passed as a woman. The transformation is so perfect that I don’t even recognize myself.

Now all I have to do is keep him on the line long enough to reel him in and that partnership will be mine.

3.

“What did you find out?” Jim asks.

“He gave me his number,” I reply.

“That’s it?”

“What do you expect? It was the first meeting. If I try to pump him for information, he’ll suspect something is up.”

“Uh, Danny?”

“Yes?”

“Why are you doing the female voice with me?”

I cover the receiver and swear. I didn’t even notice that I’ve been keeping my voice in the ‘Dani’ register. It’s not like it’s all that easy to switch back and forth. Hard on the vocal cords too. So, I must have unconsciously kept doing it after I left the bar.

“I, uh, it’s called staying in character,” I tell him through the phone. I suppose this also explains why I’m still wearing the cocktail dress even though I’m alone in my apartment.

“Fine,” Jim says. “I’m not telling you how to do this thing, but how about we speed things up a little. Advance the timeline. I mean, you do know that we’re going to court in less than a week, right?”

“That won’t happen,” I say, “I’ll have what I need before then. And when I do, Bret is going to have to recuse himself.”

“Any idea what you’re going to get on him?”

“Not yet,” I admit. 

“Well, whatever it is, it has to be compromising. And he can’t suspect it came from us.”

"I'm not an amateur, Jim. I know what I'm doing."

There’s a pause at the other end of the line.

“Ya know, it really is freaky how good you are at that. You’ve got this sultry voice I never would have imagined.”

Screw you, Jim.

“I know. Look, I’ll get what I need on our first date.”

“How do you know he’ll call?”

"Call it women's intuition," I say, half-pleased with myself.

“Fine. Report back when you have something new.”

I hang up. What does Jim think he's going to accomplish? Like I need the pressure. I place the phone down and then inspect each of my cuticles. No chipped polish, no broken nails. Cute. I walk over to the full-length mirror and inspect the rest of me. I don't know if it's vanity or morbid curiosity, but I can't stop looking at myself in the mirror. The girl who stares back at me is absolutely enrapturing. I flick my hair (actually a wig, of course), and so does she. I notice a tiny crease in my dress and her fingers smooth it out. There is one thing I'm happy to have off, though. Without a reason to keep myself constricted, I tore off the tape that kept my penis confined between my legs. Now that I have room to let my poor cock and balls breathe I feel a lot more comfortable. But I also have a decidedly unladylike bulge pressing against the fabric of my dress. It's the only thing that ruins the illusion that I'm fully a woman. I turn in the mirror, inspecting myself from different angles. I bend forward to show some cleavage and bring my knees together in a girlish pose. Not bad. I start to feel my dick expand and suddenly I've got the urge to jerk off.

Nobody around to see. No Jim, or anyone else from the office to think about. I straighten again, letting my hands fall at my sides. Then, ever so gently, I slide them up and down my smooth hips. I reach up my skirt and gently pull down the aqua blue lace panties. Not all the way down, but just enough so that they’re suspended between my smooth legs. Seeing them makes my throbbing erection pitch a tent beneath my dress. I slide up the dress to reveal my thick rod in the mirror, taking it with one hand while grabbing my breast form with the other. I grunt as I crank it, getting off on the girl in the mirror and forgetting that she’s actually me.

I cum after five minutes, groaning and panting as ropey globs of slippery cum erupt out of my soft pink head. I pull my panties back up, then shuffle over to the bed.

What the hell did I just do? It feels wrong but it feels right too. I can’t believe how sexy I felt watching myself in the mirror. It’s like, I knew it was me, but at the same time it felt like it wasn’t. I’d better be careful. There’s no telling what I might get the urge to do if I’m not careful.


4.

“Hey, Dani,” Bret says. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks, handsome,” I say, giving him a peck on the cheek as he bends down to hug me. There’s a whiff of his aftershave that stays on my lips.

Everything worked just like I figured that it would. After three days, he called me up and asked me to dinner. We met at this tapas place, one of the most exclusive in the city. I had to put some miles on the corporate credit card to afford this dress, but I can already tell from the way that the waiter, the kid parking cars, and the two bitches at the corner of the bar looked at me when I walked in: I'm pretty damn hot.

He puts his hand on the small of my back, fingertips running playfully down the diaphanous green-sequined dress that hugs the curves of my ass. I almost forget to let him pull out my seat for me, but Joe Bret is a real gentleman. He steps in front of me and pulls it out for me to sit. He orders for both of us too. We chat a little. I give him my fake backstory, claiming that I have a job at a makeup counter but that I’m going to cosmetology school and want to be a model. He doesn’t give much away. He’s not secretive, just not volunteering the information I really want. I’m not able to penetrate down to the layer of lawyer talk that I’m really interested in.

“How’s the wine?” he asks.

“It’s delicious, thanks.”

“I’m sorry, am I boring you?” he asks. He doesn’t say it like one of those guys who get annoyed because nobody’s paying attention to him. He’s genuinely apologizing for being dull.

“Well,” I say. “To be honest, I’d love to know a little more about you besides where you went to school and where you were born, ya know?”

“Yeah, sure. I get it.”

“What are your passions? You say you’re a lawyer, right? Have you always wanted to study law?”

“No, not at all. In fact, I got my start a lot later in life than most. My mom passed away when I was nineteen and for three years I was just kind of coasting.”

“Oh, I didn’t know,” I say.

“Well, it was a while ago. I just felt adrift at that time. Not really engaged with anything. But mostly I just had all this anxiety.”

“About what?”

“I thought about the environment a lot. They call us treehuggers, but it’s not really like that. I’m not in this fight because I love trees so much. I mean, I love nature but so does everyone. It’s because I’m scared. Scared of what the future will look like if we don’t do something.”

I nod appreciatively. I expected this kind of spiel, and honestly, it's the same kind of thing I've heard from dozens of lawyers before. Everyone keeps an origin story in his back pocket for lunch meetings. But Joe Bret seems different. More sincere, or better at projecting sincerity at least.

“So, does the work help? With your anxiety, I mean.”

His face clouds.

“You can only ever do so much, and sometimes I have to remind myself that it does matter. But overall, yeah. If I wasn’t doing this, I don’t think I could even handle each day.”

He’s surprisingly comfortable with being vulnerable; not something you see a lot with lawyers.

“I know what you mean,” I say.

“You do?” he asks.

“Yeah, well,” I say, “I’m not sure if this is the best time to bring this up, but I have my own reasons for working at the makeup counter. The reason I love cosmetics and fashion is– I’m transgender.”

He doesn’t say anything right away. Shit. I’m blowing this! I wasn’t ever supposed to go this far with the lie. It honestly wasn’t part of the plan at all. But you learn to trust your instincts in situations like these. He’s just unloaded something deep and true, and if I don’t respond with something equally good then I’ll never get him to trust me. But, of course, he’ll probably just turn around and end the conversation right here.

“You are?” He asks, obviously incredulous.

“Yeah,” I say, becoming more confident in the lie. “Is our date over?”

“No,” he says. “Of course not. I just never would have known.”

“Thanks,” I say. “Most people don’t assume, ya know? But I want to tell you because you’re someone I feel I can trust.”

“Wow,” he says. “Well, for what it’s worth, I think it’s cool.”

“Cool?”

“Yeah, I mean. I’m glad you told me.”

“Me too.”

It was a gambit, but it worked. I’m now closer than ever to get something juicy out of him. So, when the main courses arrive I start to steer the conversation towards the Koke case.

“So, they polluted some lake or something?” I ask.

“Right, they dumped all these chemicals without any kind of warning. See, this stuff is odorless, colorless, and so they thought no one would be the wiser. But it turns out that it’s toxic in high quantities. So when folks started getting sick, my clients, the Miltons, contacted my office. They have the same cancer as my mother.”

“Oh,” I say, fully aware of these details but struck by them in a way I wasn’t a moment earlier. Before I knew about Bret’s history.

“So, that’s pretty much the extent of what I can talk about. I shouldn’t have even told you that much about an open case.”

“Oh, come on,” I tease, taking a sip of wine. “Who do you think I am? I’m not about to go spreading your secrets all over town.”

“I figured you weren’t the type. But just know that my work means everything to me. I won’t do anything to compromise that.”

“Sure,” I say. “But everything?”

“I want you to enter into this thing with open eyes. You were good enough to do the same with me just a minute ago.”

“Right,” I say. “I get it. The best I can do is play for number two.”

“I’ll let you in on something, though. I’m planning on taking a sabbatical after this case is over.”

“You are?” I say, suddenly intrigued. “Why?”

“I’m getting a little burnt out. I’ve been working myself ragged for years, and if I don’t slow down soon I’m going to end up in an early grave.”

“You’re so young,” I say.

“Exactly. I don’t need a heart attack before I’m forty. Besides, I’ve got a little money saved up.”

Read a lot of money.

“And I’m pretty much set to retire.”

“Where?”

“I’ve got a house in the Catskills. It’s a rental property for most of the year, but I’m thinking of making it my home when the case is done. Whenever that will be.”

“Do cases last a long time?”

“They can drag on for years,” he says, sighing. “And when there’s big money involved, they almost always do. Not that I’m technically saying there’s big money involved in this particular case, you understand.”

“No details you can confirm. Very lawyerly.”

The waiter comes by and Bret asks for the check. He never lets me see it, of course, but we must have spent close to $300 between the dessert and the two bottles of wine.

“So, where to now?” I ask when we get outside.

“Care for a nightcap?”

I should say no. This is the point in the plan where I’m supposed to excuse myself and then report back to Jim about my findings. Bret is feeling worn out, tired of the game. We might push him into the early retirement he’s already contemplating. But he’s committed to this thing, and I don’t see him giving it up so easily. Not unless I can change his mind myself.

“Sure,” I say. “I’d love to come back to your place.”


5.

We take the elevator up to this apartment. He’s got one of those apartments where the elevator leads straight into the apartment itself. His place is immaculate, all modern. Hardwood floors and tasteful contemporary furniture. All I can think of when I step inside is how much I want to slip out of these shoes. I can’t understand how women haven’t already revolted, having to wear these things. 

“Go ahead, make yourself comfortable,” he says as I take off the shoes and find a place for them near the elevator door. “Is red okay?”

How about two fingers of tequila? Am I actually about to go through with this? I’m in his apartment. I probably should have mentioned the fact that I’m actually a guy. Although I guess that he’s not going to be too shocked by my, ahem, anatomy. But do I really have what it takes to satisfy his needs? Maybe not, but there’s no going back from here.

“Sure,” I say. “Red is fine.”

I take a seat on the couch (pleather, of course, though he could easily afford the real thing) and he brings me a glass. We clink glasses, say cheers, then he takes a seat beside me. Our legs are touching.

“Are you sure you know what you’re getting yourself into?” I ask.

“You’re asking me?” he replies, taking a lock of my hair (wig) and twiddling it between his fingers.

“I just hope you realize what sex with a girl like me is like,” I say.

"I've got a few ideas. I mean, I am a grown-up. With a grown-up's imagination. I can think of a few things we can do together," he says, blowing gently into my ear.

I turn my face towards him and we kiss. It's passionate and intense. His stay beard hairs tickle my cheek as he massages my tongue with his. I'm getting hornier by the minute. I think back to masturbating in my apartment. Now I'm picturing the same thing, imagining myself watching while Bret kisses and caresses the girl in this dress. Knowing that my body is turning him on is getting me hot too.

I turn towards him, put his hand on my silky smooth leg. He touches my inner thighs as we tongue each other.

“You taste great,” he says.

“I want to taste you,” I say, reaching over and feeling his erect cock inside his slacks. He’s bigger than I expected. Practically a python down there. I undo his fly and prepare to take him in my mouth. This is it. I hope Jim and Luisa and everyone at the firm appreciates how far I’m willing to go for this. Better be worth it.

His cock slips out of his pants like a pool noodle. It hardens as I take him in my hand, pumping him up with my clenched fist. Then, I lean over and start sucking him off.

I’m thinking of all the blowjobs I’ve ever watched. Some hot, slutty little thing going to town on some hulking dude with a massive cock. She’ll gag a little, but she’s loving every minute of it. Or she seems to be. I don’t have to pretend. After a few minutes, I really get into it. The thought of what a hot little slut I am gets my heart racing. He’s grunting with pleasure, whispering, “Yes, yes.”

I take him deeper, letting my throat relax so he can go in. My cheeks are about to be coated in his hot love juice. I tongue his scrotum and play with his balls as I suck on his thick, meaty rod.

I start to hum a little as I do it, imagining him enjoying the vibrations in the same way I would if it were me getting head instead of receiving it. I’m not sure which one I would enjoy more.

“Dani,” he wails. I can feel that he’s near finishing. He’s about to cum inside my mouth, and I’m ready to accept his massive load.

Semen swims from the tip of his dick and I slurp up the salty ooze with gusto. My own little cock is stiff inside my panties as I get him off.

“That was… amazing,” Bret sighs. “Dani, you’re amazing.”

I can't help but feel pride in what I've done. I've done a lot in my career for the sake of the firm, but never something so satisfying.

“Now that you’re all nice and wet, how’d you like to have what you really want?” I ask.

“And, what do I really want?” he asks, panting slightly.

“To put it in my ass, of course.”


6.

I pull down my panties to show off my bare ass. I think about how perk and juicy my cheeks look to him, how badly he wants to dive right in and press his thick member up inside me. I had to wait for almost ten minutes for him to get ready again. I mean, I understand that a man is not a machine and you can't just turn around and go another round after getting one-off. But once I get started on this endorphin ride, I just want more and more. Something about sucking Bret off has unearthed the horny little sissy underneath the man I've always been.

Joe has me bent over, stroking himself gently to harden himself. I think he needs a little verbal encouragement to get him there.

“What do you want me to do to you?” he asks.

“Put it in me, daddy,” I coo.

“What do you want?”

“I want you monster cock in my tight little sissy ass,” I say.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, daddy. Please? I’ve never had a dick inside me and I want you to split me in two.”

He’s getting harder now, I can tell. He runs his cocoa-colored hands up my smooth, porcelain thighs.

"Spank me," I say. He does it, letting his hand come down on my left cheek. "Harder," I wail. The burst of pain is like fireworks. If I had a pussy, it would be sopping wet right now. As it is, I couldn't feel much girly if I tried. He smacks me just once more, hard enough to leave a raspberry bruise. Then, he presses his hard cock against my clenched muscle. I squeal as his tip enters my ass. I try my best to let my sphincter go loose as he thrusts up inside of me. It's like a fire erupting within me. The pain is intense, but so are the waves of pleasure that radiate through me.

I’m getting ridden hard but this muscular man, and I’m loving it. He guides me with his hips, pressing his girth deeper with each thrust. I fear I’m about to make good on my offer to let him split me apart. It hurts like crazy, but I’m so into it. I take my tiny cock in my fingers and start to rub the head, imagining that it’s my clit. Joe continues to pound away at me and I find that I need both hands flat on the couch or we both may fall over. I let Bret press me down to the couch, stimulating my dick by dry humping the furniture.

He goes harder, deeper, and I’m about to scream. He’s burrowing inside me and all I want is to give him what he wants. I imagine the pressure of his massive love stick as my own puny cock gets bent down with every thrust of his hips.

“You okay?” he says.

“Don’t ask,” I say. “Just tell me what you’re going to do to me!”

“I’m going to blast inside of you.”

“Yes!”

“You’re gonna have my cum gushing into you.”

“Am I tight enough, daddy?”

"Oh, yeah. You've got an ass that's better than any pussy," he says. "No girl could ever be a better fuck than you."

I squeal girlishly as I reach my own orgasm, squirting semen all over the couch. Moments later, I can feel his hips bucking as he sends his hot load up inside my ass, seeding me.

We're both sweating as we come down from the endorphin high we've both been riding.

“Ya know,” Joe says, grinning, “I do have a bed.”

7.

Joe spoons me from beneath the sheets. I’m surprised at how perfectly natural the sensation is.

“Can I make a confession?” he asks.

“You?” I say. “Sure. Do your worst.”

“You weren’t exactly my first.”

I turn to face him.

“Your first?”

“I mean not my first, whatever you’d call it. Trans woman, I guess.”

“Oh,” I say. “Well, you handled yourself very well. Like a gentleman. I never would have suspected your lack of experience.”

I’ve got more than enough to confess myself. I was just pretending to be trans. I’m not really. 

Or maybe I am but I didn’t know it until I was forced into this situation. I didn’t have to do what we just did. I did it because I liked it. Then, of course, there’s the other thing that I should confess to. But somehow the lie is so big that I can’t possibly come clean about it now.

“Can I ask you something?” I say.

“Sure.”

“Can this be something? I mean, can this turn into something more than just sex?”

“Yeah, of course. I never thought it was just sex.”

“Good, because I need to ask you something else.”

“What is it?”

“Can I start over with you? I mean really start over. Starting now, whole new life, new identity? No looking back?”

“Dani?” he says, his eyes kind and full of concern. “Why are you asking this?”

“I’ve done some things that I’m not proud of,” I say.

“Okay.”

“And if we’re going to be together, you can’t ask me about the person I’ve been because I’m going to leave it all behind.”

“Fine,” he says. “That’s fine.”

“We should go away. The two of us.”

“What do you mean?”

“Forget about the trial. Forget about everything except the two of us.”

“Dani…”

He can see that I’m crying now, unable to hold in the truth any longer.

“I’m sorry I lied to you,” I sob, tears gushing out of me in a torrent of pent-up emotion.

“Lied about what?”

So, I tell him. I have to. I have to let him in on everything that I’ve done. The scheme to try and get him to recuse himself, maybe even get him disbarred. How I lied about who I was. Everything just comes out and I can’t control myself.

“Sorry,” I blubber. “I’m sooo sorry!”

I feel like a big ol’ girl. Which, I guess, is what I am. Lying beside me, the compassionate Joe is now stone-faced. He’s unreadable, rising from the bed and turning away from me.

“I think you should go,” he says.

8.

“It was the most humiliating experience of my life,” I say, finishing my story.

“Jesus,” Jim says on the other side of the phone. “I’m sorry. I really never thought it would come to this.”

“But ya know what, Jim? I’m glad.”

“You’re glad?”

“Yes, because now I know who I really am. I realize that I wasn’t putting on a disguise with Joe Bret. I was putting on a disguise the rest of the time.”

"Uh-huh."

“That sounds pretty cliche, doesn’t it?”

"Uh-huh."

“Well, it’s true. Every word.”

There’s a long silence on the other end of the phone.

“So, what now?”

“Now, I’m going to be taking a leave of absence.”

“Leave of absence? You must be out of your mind. Either you come back now, as a man, or your ass is fired, Durant.”

“I thought you might say that. Well, I don’t care. Because Bret is going to take care of me.”

“Wait, hold on. Bret is taking you back?”

“That’s right.”

“After everything you did to him?”

“Well, don’t forget that I’m not just a great piece of ass, Jim. I’m also the one person who can help him beat you in this case.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“As a heart attack, baby. I’m going to be coaching him from the sidelines every step of the way to make sure he takes you all down.”

“You’ll never practice law for the rest of your life.”

“I don’t care. I’m a successful lawyer’s trophy wife now,” I say. “And once the case is won, we’ll retire to the Catskills. I’ll get the surgeries, and then I’ll be his woman for good and all.”

“Jesus,” Jim says. “You’ve really gone off the deep end, Durant.”

“What can I say? The heart wants, well, you know the rest.”

I hang up.

I smile as I think about Jim scrambling to try to undo the damage that I’ve done. There’s no going back, of course. Not for the firm, and not for me either. I look around at my apartment, all closed up in cardboard moving boxes, and I sigh. So much to do, and so much still to be done.

Ding!

I read the text from Joe. He’s downstairs. Giddy, I pick out an expensive pair of shoes and make my way downstairs. He smiles when he sees me on the street.

“You’re blushing,” he says.

“Am I?” I say.

“Such an obvious tell. How did you ever survive as a lawyer?”

“Can we not talk about that?” I ask as I take his arm.

“Done,” he says, as he leads me to somewhere expensive. Our heels click on the street as I imagine our new life together.

Sometimes a scheme comes off perfectly, and sometimes it goes completely sideways. I can’t tell which one this is, but I have a feeling that good things are ahead.


Passing Phase
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Pipette rack? Check. Wig? Check. Bunsen burner? Check. Stockings? Check. Looks like that's everything. I give the hallway one quick cursory glance to make sure that the coast is clear. Then, I throw the tarp over everything and roll the cart down the hall to Mr. Garibaldi's office. Shit, where's that key? Oh, right. There it is. The lab door is locked, but being the trusted student that I am, I've got the key. Just one little turn and I've got total freedom.

I roll the supplies inside. For one glorious sublime hour, I can do the two things I love the most; science, and dressing up like a girl. I discovered my love of all things scientific from the first time that I went to the natural history museum. You remembering being a kid and the first time you saw a triceratops fighting with a T-Rex? Totally inaccurate, of course. But, still. I found something that made me feel like there was a whole other world that I didn't know about. And for a kid, when your mind isn't distracted by other things, those dinosaurs seem like everything. I've been obsessed with science ever since. Chemistry, biology, astronomy, physics, geology. That's why Mr. Garibaldi lets me into the lab after hours. Daniel Benson is the best student he's had. Daniel is trustworthy, hardworking, a real straight shooter. The only problem is that 'Daniel' doesn't come in after hours. Daniel doesn't clean out the -20 degree freezer with an ice pick. Daniel doesn't clean the gunk out of the vents. Daniel doesn't do the inventory or restock the shelves with supplies. In fact, Daniel doesn't come in after-hours at all. That's all Daphne.

It wasn’t until I got older that I discovered my second passion. Just like science, I become obsessed with everything feminine. Dresses, underwear, wigs, makeup, everything. Crossdressing isn’t a hobby any more than science is. It’s a lifestyle, and it’s not without its sacrifices. The lab room is my sanctuary. Here I can bring out both sides of myself. Mr. Garibaldi gets his lab cleaned, and I get to do my homework wearing something cute. Everybody wins.

Naturally, my love of science I share with my parents my love of science. When I got second place in the state science finals, they were so proud my mother cried. Of course, she cried when she caught me wearing my sister's clothes too, but we don't talk about that. Things were smoothed over when she read online that it was probably just a passing phase. She wanted to believe that, and I wanted to give her what she wanted. So, at home, I'm the perfect son. I've spent the first eighteen years of my life being the child my parents want. Daniel, the smart kid. Daniel, the star student. But here, I don't have to be anyone. I can be Daphne, a sexy science chick.

I flip on the lights and take in the smell of the room. It’s weird, but the whiff of formaldehyde that greets me when I arrive gets my heart racing. It’s a pavlovian response. All I can think of are short skirts and crop-tops, wigs and sexy underwear. As soon as the smell hits my nostrils, I can almost feel the straps of the bra on my shoulders. Mr. Garibaldi’s office is in the back. I throw off the tarp, grab my clothes and makeup, and head to the back where I change into it all undisturbed. Tonight, I’m wearing a halter top, a frilly skirt, and a cute pair of lime green panties and underwear.

I put on each item slowly, savoring the feel of the fabric against my smooth skin. The underwear is my favorite. They are the kind you can buy on Amazon where there’s this piece of fabric there to hide your junk. I slide them on, then there’s the bra. I got some breast forms online too, all sent directly to the Forrester High Science Department and kept in a box labeled ‘auxiliary science supplies’. It has to be this way. If it weren’t for my parents, I could have this stuff sent straight to the house. But they’re always so nosey. There’s always the chance that my mother could go snooping around my closet. But here? There is one and only one advantage to being a nerdy social outcast; nobody pays any attention to you. As long as you don’t do anything that feels out of character for what they know about you, people will generally leave you alone in my experience.

That’s why when I volunteered to come in after school so that I could do my science homework in the lab, Mr. Garibaldi was more than happy to oblige his star pupil. My parents, of course, were thrilled. Perfect son that I am, I even installed a phone tracker app so that I could assure them that I actually was in the science lab at school like I claimed. It’s brilliant, truly. The world is just lucky that I use my powers for good. A twisted genius like Daphne Benson could really do some damage if she wanted to.

I roll the cart with all of my supplies up to Garibaldi’s office. It’s the best place to change. More privacy. Don’t want any of the night staff to wander by and peek in. I mean, again.

It only happened once that I was caught. I was standing there are the front counter, the one at the front of the room where Mr. Garibaldi does demonstrations. I was standing there, chewing on a pencil and wearing this cute little outfit, when I look up and see Javier standing there with his mop bucket, watching me.

I managed to play it off like I was just some girl staying late. Thank god I was wearing my wig or he might have recognized me. That was close, and it's the reason that I have to take extra precautions. I studied the rotation of the night staff, and now I know when to expect all of them so there are no surprises. Javier works Tuesdays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Inez and Lucile work on Mondays and Thursdays, but only really early. Like 4-5 AM, so I know I'm perfectly safe.

Tonight is going to be special. No freezer to defrost. No equipment to rinse. All I need to do is make a quick inventory of the supply closet. Twenty minutes tops. Then the real project can begin.

I started an Instagram for Daphne. Yeah, it's probably stupid. 'What if someone recognizes you?' Well, not to brag or anything, but I can pretty much always pass when I want to. It doesn't hurt that at eighteen I still have the height and muscular development of a fourteen-year-old girl. Seriously, I've babysat for girls that were bigger than me. I'm not saying that I'm some bombshell or anything. But if I passed you on the street and then Daphne passed you on the street a week later there's no way you'd make the connection. How would they? It's not as if people look at a woman and immediately start speculating about what's in her pants.

Obviously, I’m not going to post anything too risque. Just some cute shots of me in some science-themed outfits. Wearing a short-cut lap coat, working up a ‘love potion’, a ‘girls in STEM’ kinda thing. Who can say no to that? I just have to be careful not to tag the school or anything else that may identify me in any way, and nobody’s the wiser. Really, the whole effort is for science. It’s a noble pursuit.

Tonight, I’m going to keep it simple. Big, green wig like some sexy manga character with oversized goggles worn like a headband. Form-fitting lab coat, and top that shows off my ‘assets’. Then, to top it all off, a short-cut skirt and four-inch heels that match my hair. One thing I have to say about dressing up, it takes forever. Between the wig and the breast forms, plus the makeup, half of the night is already gone by before I’m ready to come out of the supply closet. Ha! See what I did there?

Okay, the wig's in place, makeup is in place, shoes on. I look around for my selfie stick before I realize that I left it on the demonstration counter in the classroom. Stupid. That was careless. I've got to be more careful. Oh, well. No harm done.

I grab a few ‘sciencey’ looking pieces of equipment from the shelf. My hands full, I push the supply room door open with the heel of my shoe. The door swings open, and I turn around to face the classroom.

Crash! In a second, all the glass I was carrying is a shattered pile on the floor. I want to scream, but instead, I clap a hand over my mouth in shock. I'm not alone.
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Geological epochs pass as we stare at each other. I’m frozen in place, unable to move out of a combination of shock, embarrassment, and fear.

"Uh...hi?" he says. He's sitting at a desk in the back room just like it's home room or something. I know him. Mateo Solis. We had a few classes together as freshmen, but since last year I haven't seen much of him. Junior year is the time when you start to separate the kids on the advanced track from the– well, ya know.

Mateo definitely belonged to the 'well, ya know' track. It's not that he's an idiot or anything. At least, I don't think so. But he's got no business in AP Chemistry, and absolutely no right to be here now. I'm taking forever to respond, aren't I?

“Hi,” I say, reflexively switching to my higher girly register of voice.

“Are you...going to clean that up?” he asks.

Instinctively, my fingers go to my face, convinced I have some huge piece of food hanging from my lip, or a booger, or something.

“Oh, this?” I ask, pointing to the shattered glass on the ground.

“Yeah, that,” he says, laughing. Maybe I’m the idiot. 3.48 GPA and I think I’ve got food on my face? 

“Yeah, sorry,” I say, picking up my leg daintily to step over the broken glass. There’s a broom standing in the corner behind the demo counter.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

“Cleaning up,” I say.

“Why?” he says.

I point to the pile of broken beakers and Erlenmeyer flasks like, 'does that answer your question?'

“No, why are you here now?”

I could ask you the same question, I think. But instead of that, I say, “I have permission.”

“From who?” he says. “What’s your name?”

“Mr. Garibaldi knows who I am,” I say, grabbing the brush and skittering across the floor in my heels to sweep up the mess.

“He does? Are you a lab assistant, or something?”

“Look, don’t you have something to do here?” I say, starting to recover from my initial shock. Maybe I can talk my way out of this yet.

He just stares, not buying my assumption of authority for one second.

“I’m a volunteer,” I say, “I always come in after class to help Mr. Garibaldi.”

“Dressed like that?” he says.

“It’s for science,” I say.

"Nah, you're here cuz you're making porn, huh?"

“What?! No!” I protest.

“Yeah, huh,” he grins, “You’re making a porn in the science room.”

“I was not! It’s not porn. It’s...for Instagram.”

“There’s porn on Instagram,” he says. “You seriously didn’t know that?”

“Fuck off, Mateo,” I snap. Now he’s interested.

“Wait, do I know you?”

I freeze, unable to breathe. My eyes go wide. He’s furrowing his brow trying to figure it out, which is flattering. I mean, he doesn’t seem to have clocked me yet. But he’s getting there.

“You’re not a senior,” he says, “or we’d have class together.”

My heart skips a beat. He can’t tell! He thinks I’m a girl in some lower grade. Then, I see something happen. A look of recognition passes over him.

“Holy shit,” he says. “Are you a ghost?!”

“What?!” I bust up, I can’t help it. I have to hug my gut to keep it from bursting open.

His eyes are directed at my chest. The breast forms. They must have given me away. Well done, Daphne. Ya know, you might have sprung for the latex ones, but no.

“Whoa, are you...a guy?” he says, rising from his chair like he’s going to bolt. Or something worse.

“Well...I guess,” I mutter.

“Oh, man!” he exclaims. Then, seeing that I’ve just gone from about to die laughing to fighting back tears in three seconds flat, he changes his tone. “Sorry. I mean, that’s cool. If you do that. I mean, not cool but, like, do what you want, ya know?”

“Yeah,” I say. “I get it.”

“Look, I didn’t mean to interrupt your–  whatever.”

“It’s fine. What are you doing here?” I say.

“Homework. And lab work. Plus, I still got a test to make up.”

“Oh,” I say. “How’d you get in here?”

“Garibaldi told me to come now, said you’d be here to let me in and that I should wait for him.”

“Wait for him here?”

“Yeah, so I can retake the test.”

“HE’S COMING HERE NOW?!” I shout. Oh, no. No, no, no, this is not good. He’s going to catch me. He’s going to see me dressed like this. Crap, oh, crap!

"Jees, relax, okay?" Mateo says.

"How long?"

“I dunno. He was supposed to be here already.”

I’m about to practically dive into the supply closet again when I remember I still haven’t cleaned the broken glass off the floor.

“Go,” he says. “I’ll take care of it.”

“Thank you,” I say, and I’ve never meant it more strongly in my life. I lift my heels carefully over the mess, throw open the door, and skitter inside. There’s no way to lock it from the inside, of course. Why would there be?

I pull the safety pins holding the wig first and place it back on the mannequin head on the cart. I reach around, trying to unzip the top when I can hear a door open in the lab room. It’s a little muffled, but in my panicked state all my senses are heightened and I can hear Garibaldi on the other side of the door.

“Mateo? What’s wrong, what happened?”

“Oh, hey, Mr. G. I just had an accident, I’m sorry.”

“Where’s Daniel?”

“Who?”

“Daniel Benson. He was supposed to be staying after class to clean up.”

“Oh, him. Yeah, he’s, uh. In the supply room.”

“Daniel? Daniel are you in there?” Garibaldi calls. I’ve managed to get the skirt and top off, but I’m still wearing full makeup.

“Hi, Mr. G,” I say, lowering the timbre of my voice back to its normal range. “Sorry about the glass. I can pay you back.”

“I’m not worried about the equipment. Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” I say, grabbing a sponge and practically pulling off the primary layer of my skin as I swab it over my face.

“Can I come in?” Garibaldi calls.

“No!” I shout, “I mean, there’s a spill in here too. Sulfuric acid.”

“Sulfuric acid?!”

“It’s fine. No big deal. I’m neutralizing the reaction with a base. Nothing to worry about. Just don’t come in yet.”

The makeup gone, I go to the cart for my boy clothes and begin pulling on my t-shirt.

“Daniel, I never authorized you to use any of those materials.”

“What?” I yell, trying to stall for time.

“I said, you’re not allowed to be mixing chemicals. You know that.”

“Sorry,” I call. “Two minutes!”

Now all that’s left is my shoes. I try to throw the tarp over the stuff on the cart and put on my sneakers at the same time, realize it’s pointless, and stop to put my shoes on.

“Hey, Mr. G? Can I fail my test already?” Mateo asks through the door.

“Just a second, Mateo. Daniel, I’m serious. If you can’t handle the class materials responsibly, I’m going to have to ask for my key back.”

The doorknob turns and I emerge, looking appropriately cowed.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Garibaldi,” I say, offering the key in my palm. “You’re right. I don’t deserve it.”

He looks at me, then looks past me to the closet inside. No sign of a spill. Just an ordinary cart with ordinary lab supplies covered in an ordinary tarp.

"I can replace the Erlenmeyer flask," I say.

"Well," he mutters, sucking on his mustache while he thinks, "I guess there's no serious damage done." He takes the key.

“You realize that I’m responsible for every piece of equipment in here, don’t you? If the principal were to walk in here, I couldn’t tell her it was a student and not me who broke the equipment, you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I say.

“Alright, then. Have you finished taking the inventory?”

“Oh, no,” I admit. “Not yet.”

“Well, get started on that and then you can go. Leave the mess to me. Mateo, I’ll get you your test in a minute.”

I’m not getting caught. I’m actually going to get away with it. My heart is still pounding in my chest so fast that I don’t even realize that I’ve been standing there, staring into space until I snap out of it and see Mateo looking at me. He’s evaluating, appraising, like he’s having trouble believing what he’s looking at.

“Thanks,” I say, “for covering for me.”

He smiles a wicked grin, leans back in his desk slightly.

“Well, ya know, I haven’t really done anything yet.”

“What do you mean?” I say, my voice rising girlishly at the worst possible time. 

“I’m not going to fail this test. Because you’re going to help me.”
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“Are you blackmailing me?” I say.

“Do you really have to ask? I thought you were smart,” he says.

“Forget it. I’m not helping you cheat.”

“What’s the big deal. I helped you, didn’t I? I could have told him everything if that’s what I wanted. I took the fall and said I broke the glass. I had your back. Why is it such a crime for you to have mine?”

“Cheating is a crime!” I hiss, trying to keep Garibaldi from overhearing from the next room.

“No, it’s not!” he hisses back.

Okay, well not legally or anything. But they both get you in trouble, so the difference is really semantic. 

“I’m in enough trouble as it is. If I change the answers on your test, he’s going to know it’s me.”

“No, he’s not.”

“I’m the only one he lets into the office. It’s not that hard to use the process of elimination. Besides, he just took away my key, remember?”

“You believe that he’s really serious about that? Ask for it again in a week and he won’t even remember he was mad. You’re the golden boy. He loves you.”

“Mateo, I can’t.”

“Fine, you do what you have to do. You stick to your principles. You do what you do. I’ll do what I do.”

“Alright, Mr. Solis, here it is, says Garibaldi, holding up the freshly-printed test and dropping it on Mateo’s desk. “Mr. Benson, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I don’t move or say anything, eyes still fixed on Mateo.

“Daniel? That’s your cue,” Garibaldi says, holding out a hand and inviting me to walk out the door.

I’m dead. Worse than dead. What am I supposed to say? Mateo’s a liar? That I actually wasn’t prancing around the lab room in a skimpy outfit? That I didn’t use my key to the supply closet as an excuse to sneak away and wear girl’s clothes?

It doesn’t matter whether I deny everything or not. In high school, no rumor ever has to have the burden of proof to be believed. I can live with everyone in my class thinking I’m a freak. That’s been survivable so far. But what if it doesn’t stop there? What my parents find out? What if my parents find out and decide that I’m not allowed in the house anymore? I’m eighteen now, and as my Dad has already reminded me (jokingly at the time) that means that he can legally kick me out of the house with no repercussions.

Crap. Mega crap.

I mull over what my next move should be as I walk down the empty halls towards the bike racks in the center of campus. Okay, hold on. Maybe things aren't so bad. Who does Mateo know anyway? I mean, he's kind of jockey because he plays lacrosse, but it's not like he's the most popular guy at school or anything. He's second-tier, at best. Sure, he could probably tell all the girls to stay away from me. But it's not like that's such a loss anyway. The guys already think I'm sorta queer. But how exactly are rumors supposed to get back to my parents? Unless they reach Ms. Marsh the guidance counselor. And if they did, I'd just deny everything. She wouldn't share something with my parents if I denied, it would they?

Maybe Mateo won’t tell. He can’t until I at least have a chance to get him what he wants. I don’t have the key to the lab, which means I can’t get into Mr. G’s office now even if I want to. Mateo knows that. So, if he runs his mouth to the whole school tomorrow morning, then he’s just blown the only chance he has. Yeah, okay, that makes sense.

By the time I reach the bike rack, I'm feeling noticeably calmer. I don't have anything to worry about. Mateo isn't such a bad guy. If he was, he would have outed me to Garibaldi when he had the chance. If he were really the type to do something like that, to ruin someone just for the fun of it, he wouldn't have hesitated. But instead, he protected me. Why?

Oh, my god. Owww!

Bike seat + tucking = agony. I forget I was wearing it. I crushed my ball sack just by sitting down, and now I have to ride home like this. I clutch at my stinging crotch and hope nobody saw me. Why do I do this to myself? Then I remember how cute I looked and I have my answer. Womanhood is full of pains, trials, and tribulations, but I guess I'm just a glutton for punishment.

One thing I didn’t realize at the time but that occurs to me as I ride home, periodically standing as I peddle just to try and give my package a break: Mateo thought I was a girl. He completely bought that I was female from the moment he saw me. If it weren’t for those fake boobs, I might have passed completely. A little smile crosses my face. The autumn air is chilly, but I don’t mind it. Actually, it feels kinda good. I ride home a little quicker, speeding up as I approach a hill and letting out a little squeal of delight as I glide down the other side.

I looked good tonight. I was pretty. Better than pretty, I came off as normal. After only the second time that I interacted with another human being fully-dressed, and I didn’t get clocked. It’s amazing what can be achieved with nothing but a wig, a little makeup and–

CRAP!

I skid to a stop, practically careening into the sidewalk and off my bike. I left all that stuff on the cart in the supply room! I didn’t put it back. Mr. Garibaldi is going to look in there and know my secret. Okay, now I really am dead.
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It’s over. Finished. Done. I’m through dressing up. Yeah, sure it feels good, but what does it get me? Nothing but pain, both physical and literal. My cock is sore and my balls are still recovering from being pulverized. But at least it’s done.

I snuck into the lab room early this morning. The door wasn’t even locked. Garibaldi must have been out or something. Maybe it was just my luck, but whatever it was, I got all that crap: the wig, the skirt, the makeup, all of it. I dumped it in the dumpster behind the cafeteria. That’s everything I own that’s at all girly, except for the underwear. I’ll have a private burial for them later.

It's a relief, in a way. Because this time when I say that I'm through dressing up, I mean it. It's not worth going through this crazy shit anymore. I'm walking a little easier like I've got a spring in my step. Well, not a spring. More like a mince. Gotta watch out for that. It just becomes so natural and easy after a night where I dressed that I have to notice myself doing it to stop.

I need sleep. I spent all night worrying, making plans for how to get into the lab for nothing. I'm basically a zombie, but it hardly matters anymore. Trig was so simple that I probably could have been crashing on Adderall and I still could have kept up.

Now it’s third period, Chem. I just need to keep my head down and I’ll be okay. I find a seat and assume the position: head slumped against my desk, back bent so that I look smaller, eyes fixed on the desk in front of me. I don’t have to look at anybody, and nobody has to look at me.

“Hey,” says a husky guy’s voice. I wait for a minute, but for some reason whoever the comment was directed to isn’t responding. “Hello? Daniel?”

I look up.

“Oh, hey,” I mumble.

“You cool?” he asks.

“As in?” I say, loudly, making sure that anyone in earshot knows I don’t know what he’s talking about. He nods, leans back in his chair.

Class starts, but my eyes glaze over. Luckily this works like camouflage since it helps me blend in perfectly to my surroundings. I keep wanting to glance over at Mateo, sure that he's staring at me. What does he mean by sitting next to me? All year we've gotten seated next to each other exactly two times, completely at random I'm sure. I just happened to be sitting in the seat in front of Kelsey Gordon, which is why he took the next closest seat. The other time he came in twenty-three minutes late and the one next to me was the only one vacant, as per usual. At no point either time did he turn his head to look at me. Certainly no voluntary, unprompted interaction. What's his game? Does he think that I've already forgotten what we talked about last night?

The bell rings and it’s time to slump into some other seat in some other class. Before I leave though, I do stop to at least make visual contact with Mr. Garibaldi so that I can flash him a plaintive face and a shy wave that says, ‘remember your star pupil?’ He gives a nod of recognition and I take this as a sign that I haven’t permanently screwed up my chances of ever regaining his trust.

In the hall, Mateo stops me.

“Hey,” he says, “what are you doing after school?”

“Why?” I ask.

"I need to study. I need someone smart with this stuff, like you."

“What happened to using me to go in and change your test answers?”

“Well,” he says, “it’s not like you can do it today, so I might as well cover all my bases, right? I mean, it’s not like I want to cheat if I don’t have to.”

“You’re actually going to study?”

“Yeah, what is that such a surprise?” he demands. Maybe I misjudged Mateo.

“My parents are really strict about where I spend time after school,” I say.

“Yeah, alright,” he sighs. “See ya.”

“Wait, I didn’t say no, exactly.”

"Cool," he says, pulling out his phone and air-dropping directions to his house. Then, without saying anything more or even looking at me, he turns and disappears in the throng.
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When I arrive at the address my phone has lead me to, I find a common split level with an oak tree and a flower bed. Mateo’s mom must grow them. Pretty typical Americana. No car in the driveway. I wonder if he meant for me to show up later, but since he didn’t give me any specifics, I walk up to the door and ring the bell. I wait. After a minute, I ring it again.

“Hold up!” someone calls from the other side of the door. He answers in just a towel, his ringlet hair is heavy and wet.

"Hey," he says, pushing open the door and then retreating inside, meaning for me to follow. Inside I get the dank odor of old cooking smells, peppers, and onions. It's not dirty though. The place feels more lived-in than disordered.

“Nice house,” I say.

"Yeah. I'm going to change," Mateo says as he ascends the staircase in the middle of the grand room. "There's some stuff for you in the basement. It's down the hall. I'll meet you downstairs in five."

“Okay,” I say “Wait, what stuff?”

He doesn’t answer, but I hear a door shut upstairs. Weird. I pass into the hall, try the door at the end of the hall and see that below it leads down to a finished basement. I go down the stairs and find the place a lot less creepy than I was expecting. It’s not creepy at all, actually. It’s got a wrap-around couch with some weights and exercise equipment on the floor in front of it. There’s an air hockey table that looks like it hasn’t gotten much use based on the coffee stains.

I set my bag down on the couch, and that’s when I see them.

Laid out carefully on one of the pillows are a wig, a pair of striped stockings and a matching bra, and pair of panties. I run a hand greedily across the fabric, just to feel the softness of it all. It's cute. Really cute.

Is this a test, or something? I do a quick visual scan for hidden cameras. What if it’s not a test, but a trap? Maybe he thinks that his word isn’t enough and that he needs more proof to blackmail into stealing that test. If I give in and show that I’m interested, then I risk giving him exactly what he wants. If that’s really what he wants. I decide I’ve got nothing to gain by jumping in before I know what I’m getting into. So, I take a seat next to the lingerie and wait for Mateo. When he appears, it’s in a tank top and a pair of shorts that show off his body. His hair is styled and he looks like he’s carefully disinterested in how he looks. 

“What’s this?” I ask, in a tone more accusatory than I meant for it to be.

“It’s for you,” he says as if it was a tray of Golden Grahams and milk.

“Why?” I ask.

“Because I thought you would like it,” he says. “Isn’t this how you like to do homework? I thought it might make you more comfortable.”

“Is this a trick?” I say.

“No,” he grins wide.

“Are there any cameras in this room that I should know about?”

“Not mine. Why? You want me to get one?”

“What the hell is this?”

“We’re studying. My parents won’t be home for hours. We’ve got the place to ourselves, so since I knew you wouldn’t have your stuff with you, I stopped off at Vixen Fixens on the way home. It’s that cheesy sex shop by the mall.”

I know it well, though of course, I don't say so.

“Why would you do something like that?”

“Maybe I thought you’d like it,” he says, a little defensively. And then, more softly he says, “and I thought maybe I’d like it.”

I know this could be a trap, but I can’t help it. Just the sight of those stockings and I know I want to put them on, see how they look, see how they feel.

"What? Am I supposed to change right here in front of you?" I ask defiantly, pretending to be unswayed. Mateo nods at the half-bathroom in the corner. I pick up the wig and carefully pick up the delicates and retreat to the bathroom with them. I make a point of locking the door with a loud thunk.

Once inside, I admire my quarry. I slip out of my guy clothes and look at my scrawny, slim body in the mirror. My flat chest, square-shaped frame. I'm as flat-chested as, well, a boy. I pick up the bra and admire it in the light. It's sized small. Really small. Meant for someone who has pretty much no boobs at all. I reach around my back and fasten it on. It looks sexy. My hairless chest and stomach may not look like much without it, but thanks to the bra I at least have the illusion of some curves. But something's not right. My hair.

The wig is cheap and looks totally unconvincing as human hair. It's got this funny sheen and you can tell that it was made by some party supply company, but still. It's a big improvement. I mess around with it a little, playing with it until I can see my face behind the strands of glossy brown hair. I make faces in the mirror. Cute, sexy little come-ons. Pucker my lips, make big eyes like a cartoon princess. Not bad. Sorta cute, actually. It feels like I'm taking a long time, even though it's only been a few minutes. Mateo's waiting.

I pull down my boxers and step out of them, taking the girl's underwear off the counter and letting the strap slide across my fingers. It's small. Basically, just a thong which is supposed to cover parts that, on me, aren't as flat as the designers intended. There's no way to hide my bulge. I don't have the right equipment for it, and anyway, this may be what Mateo was hoping for. At least my legs aren't covered in hair. I'm pretty lucky not to have much hair, which is why I can get away with shaving in secret without my parents or anyone else noticing. With the underwear on, I sit on the toilet and pull on the right stocking, then the left. God, if there's one part of my body I don't absolutely hate, it's my legs. It's not just that they're smooth, but they have this shape to them. The shape of my thigh is unusually round to be a guy's. The skin shows through the white stripes on the stockings making them look blue and pink. 

I manage to get the thong on, but the angle of the mirror means that I’d have to stand on the toilet to admire myself in it. Oh, well. Can’t be helped. I guess there’s no sense in delaying any longer.
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The jolt of the bolt on the doorknob disengaging makes me jump a little. I turn the knob and push open the door. Mateo’s on the couch, staring off into space. He turns his head to look at me, trying to look nonchalant. But I prance a little as I walk toward him, and I can see the way it’s starting to excite him.

“Well,” I say, my voice now straining at its highest register. “How do I look?”

His eyes look hungrily up and down my body, skipping over the flaws and lingering on those parts the outfit compliments.

“Good,” he says.

“If that’s the best you can do, I can go home right now,” I tease.

“You look...hot, Daphne–” he says, flashing me a warm smile.

“You mean it?” I ask, running the toe of my stocking in a circle on the floor coquettishly. I look up, but he doesn’t say anything. His eyes make it clear, though. He wants me.

I cross over to the couch and bend my knees to sit like a lady. Scooting my butt up on the couch, I put my legs over his legs.

“So, are we going to study or what?” I say, nudging him playfully with my big toe.

“What?” he asks dreamily, eyes fixed on the stockings and the way they hug my smooth thighs.

“Oh, I’m sorry, am I distracting you?” I tease. He puts his hand on my stocking, moving it up my ankle and to my thigh, and I lose it. I can’t help it. It’s a simple physiological response. I get an erection. It hurts like crazy as my cock presses against that thin little piece of striped cloth. I have to reach down and readjust myself so that blood can flow into my penis.

“Sorry,” I whisper, ashamed at having my male anatomy committing insurrection against me.

"Shhhh," he whispers back, running his hand up and down my legs. Then he picks up my feet, places them on the couch beside him, and climbs on top of me. I can tell that he's about to pop out of his shorts too. He's fully erect as he presses his body against mine, kissing my neck and moving his hands to my chest. I want to squeal with pleasure, and with apprehension too. I've never done this with anyone before, although I've spent my whole post-pubescence thinking about it. I'd given up all hope of ever having sex before college, and now finally at eighteen, I'm getting my chance.

He takes my face in his hands and looks into my eyes before he kisses me. The wig is starting to slide off a little, but it doesn’t matter. We’re kissing, and I can’t believe that it’s real. My penis still throbs, aching to be released. On instinct, I grab his hand and thrust it at my crotch. He gets the idea and breaks off the kiss long enough to liberate me, undoing the thin strip that holds the tiny triangle of fabric to my body. I groan with relief as my penis pops out and he immediately starts rubbing me with his hand. He knows just what to do, not moving too fast or slow, not jerking but massaging with his fingers. He’s done this before, on himself if not on someone else.

“No,” I whimper, a huge smile on my face. If anyone saw me right now, I would die, but it feels so damn good that I want it to continue.

“You okay? You want me to stop?” he asks.

“Hell, no!” I say, laughing. “I was just being coy. Keep going, please!”

“Okay,” he says, kissing my neck again and forming a ring with his finger to tease the tip of my scrotum.

I’ve jerked off before, obviously. But most guys talk about doing it like practically all the time. Like, all day, every day. Not me. I barely do it once or twice a week and that’s only because I’m so horny that my erection is so hard I could use it to ring the doorbell. Jerking off has always felt weirdly gross and wrong. Chalk it up to the fact that I’m living in a conservative family and every sexual fantasy I have involves being a girl. No mystery, I guess.

But, this. This is something else. His hands are rough in places and it makes my dick skin feel softer and smoother. Instead of being embarrassed, I finally get what sex is supposed to be like. The movements of his hand, the way that his breath feels on my neck. I wish I could say that it lasted for hours, but it was only about three minutes before I could tell I was about to cum.

“Hey,” I say, feeling like I’m about the blow this whole thing, which I guess I am. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Shhhh, it’s okay,” he says, “just do it. It’s fine.”

And, well, I end up exploding all over his hand, and my stomach, and a little on the couch. But it’s just a dollop, and  I think it’ll come out. He kisses me and then gets up and goes over to the sink and washes his hand. When he comes back, he’s got a towel for me to clean up with.

“That was…” I struggle for the words. “Thank you.”

He just smiles, takes the towel, and starts cleaning my stomach with it.

“How did you know I wanted to do that?”

"I didn't," he says, "but I knew it was what I wanted to do." He wipes off my stomach and then gets most of the stain off the cushion I just splooged all over. 

“Sorry about the mess,” I say.

“It’s fine. I’ll throw it in the washing machine before my parents get back.”

“So, have you brought anyone else down to your basement...study science before?”

“Anyone else?”

“Other girls, or anybody?”

He shrugs, which makes me think he does this kind of thing all the time.

“Not another girl like you,” he says. “It’s okay that I call you that, right?”

“Yeah! Yeah, please. I love it,” I say, suddenly more bashful about being called a girl than about what we just did together.

“Wait here,” he says, “I’m going to take this towel up and wash it.”

Then, he leans down for a kiss and I sit up and give him a quick peck on the lips. He goes upstairs and I wait for my heart to stop pounding.
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God, that was amazing!

I realize after a minute that I’m completely naked, sitting on his couch. The bikini bottom is like a cocktail napkin discarded on the floor. I pick it up and start to tie it back around to cover my now flaccid parts. What should I do now? Does he want to do something more? What do I want to do? Am I ready to take it further?

I see him coming down the stairs and decide that, yes, I do. I cross my legs girlishly puffing out my chest to give the impression of actual tits. It looks ridiculous, I know because he starts laughing at me. I go red.

“Sorry, it’s just, you’re so cute, you know?” he says. “I can tell exactly what you’re thinking right now.”

“Oh yeah,” I challenge. “What am I thinking?”

“Look at me,” he squeals in a faux girl voice. “Am I cute? Do you like me?”

“Asshole,” I say, rolling my eyes, pretending that he’s wrong and that I don’t care what he thinks.

“What? I like it,” he says as he sits down next to me, so close that we’re touching. “You’re so sweet. It’s like you don’t know that you’re cute without even trying.”

And that is when I decide to blow him. I take my stocking-feet and push them against the coffee table in front of us. It moves across the carpet, making a space in front of his legs. Then, I put my feet on the floor, bend down and then turn so that I’m facing him.

“Who’s cute?” I coo.

“You are,” he says, picking up on the game. My fingers dance up his leg hairs on the way up to his shorts. I can see his eagerness mounting as his dick expands. Gently, with just the tips of my fingers, I touch his head, rubbing the tip through his shorts. He groans.

“Come on,” he pleads. “I’m ready.”

“So, take it out already,” I say. “Do I have to do all the work?”

I’m a bitch, but he loves it. He can’t flip himself out of his shorts fast enough. I could tell that he was hard before, but I didn’t realize how big he was. He’s got to be more than eight inches. Nine, maybe, and veiny as hell. I pull his shorts off the rest of the way and then take him in my mouth. His dick has a lingering scent of body wash and he even shaved his pubes. Well, tended to them, anyway.

I don't really watch porn. I mean, I do but not, like, all the time or anything. So I knew what I was doing, but at the same time, it took some time to get a good rhythm going. I heard somewhere that you should use just a little teeth, but I didn't want to bite him because I can imagine how that would feel. So, I just kept sucking and fondling that big dick with my tongue.

After ten minutes I started to wonder if I was doing it right. He wasn’t saying anything, so I looked up to see if he was okay. His head was slumped back, clearly enjoying himself.

“Don’t stop,” he said, as if in a trance. So, I kept blowing. When he finally came, I’m totally unprepared for it. It’s coming all at once and I can’t handle it. I get it all over my lips and cheek.

“Sorry,” he says. “I didn’t expect that.”

Which is a lie. Guys can always tell. I should know. But it’s cool. I stand up and go to the bathroom to get myself cleaned up. I look in the mirror and can’t believe that I just did that. I feel slutty. But not in a bad way. It’s almost like I wasn’t really the one doing it. It was Daphne, not Daniel Benson. I wash the cum off my face and my neck. When I reemerge from the bathroom, Mateo is sitting on the couch with his dick back in his shorts.

“Hey, thanks for that,” he says. “It was really cool.”

That's how he says it. Like I let him borrow my pencil or something.

“Yeah, no problem,” I say, trying to be nonchalant about it. “So...what do you want to do now?”

“I dunno,” he says. “You?”

“Well, we got anatomy out of the way. How about biochemistry?”

“What? Oh, right. Anatomy, I get it. I’m actually kind of hungry. You want to get some burgers?”

“Yeah, sure,” I say. Because it’s not like I’m the one who needs to study. 

“Cool,” he says. “I can drive, but can you spot me? I don’t have any cash.”

“Sure!” I say, way too eager to do something for him. “No problem.”

“You’re pretty cool,” he says, smiling.

“Yeah,” I say. “You too.”
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So, Mateo hasn’t called me, like, at all. Nothing. It’s not like I thought we were together, or anything. Or, I don’t know. Maybe I did. 

I get it. I mean, I understand why he ghosted. But, still. It sucks. I have to go sit in class six feet from him and he won’t even look in my direction. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised that he has no interest in actually passing chemistry. Sure, he’s got no problem with ‘experiment’ as long as there is no actual work involved.

I still haven't gotten my key back. Mr. Garibaldi is not as forgiving as Mateo assumed. No key means no after-school 'study sessions' alone in the science lab room. No study sessions mean no Daphne. I know I said that I was giving that all up, but after what happened with Mateo I realized how much I like it. And how much I miss it now that I can't do it anymore. My Dad has been talking about getting out of town for a while. If I'm lucky, he might decide to take my mother to Eugene and leave me at home. Fingers crossed, I guess.

I’m at the bike racks getting ready to ride home when I get a text buzz.

“Hey,” the text says. I read it, ignore it and get on my bike. I try to ride and ignore him, but more texts keep buzzing through my jeans. Finally, after four blocks, I decide that I’ve had enough and switch my phone off. It’s not that I’m mad. Honestly, I was, but now I’m over it. Like I said, I do understand why he did what he did. I’m just in no mood for any of it. Why bother rehashing what’s past anyway?

I actually forget that the texts are there by the time I get home. I go through my normal routine. Hang my bike on the rack in the corner of the garage. Go inside, give my mom a kiss on the cheek, pour myself a glass of orange juice, which is my go-to beverage all day (I drink, like, three gallons a week), play with Speedy, then as the sun is setting my dad calls me inside and tells me I got a package from Amazon.

It’s gotta be that Oregon State sweatshirt I ordered. I’m wearing it around not because I actually plan to go there but because seeing it makes my dad happy. And the fact that it’s unisex makes me happy.

Thank God that I wait until I get to my room to open the box, though. Because when I unbox it I see that it’s not the sweatshirt. Instead, it’s a wig, breast forms, and underwear. 

What the hell?! I didn’t order any of this. I would NEVER order this stuff to be sent to my house.

Mateo. It has to be him. Who else knows my secret? How did he know my address? Or my size. Then I remember the text messages and turn my phone back on. As soon as the screen powers to life, I’m met with this message:

So that way you wont have to worry about somebody seeing you after.

This is the most recent of 12 text messages. I open my phone so that I can see each one in sequential order.

Hey.

So first off Im an asshole. 

Sorry.

You prolly dont want to talk to me i get that

But I want to at least explain the package

Its coming to your house in like two hours so dont let your parents see it

Thanks for the warning, I think. 

Its a gift my way of saying I’m sorry...

But theres something else 2.

I want you to come to my house for dinner

But not as Daniel

As Daphne.

My heart starts beating fast. Is he saying what I think he is?

If you say no the stuff is still yours and i wont say anything to anybody

But if you want to come I can give you a place to change and then change back

So that way you wont have to worry about anyone seeing you after.

The last message was sent two and a half hours ago. Shit. He sees that I've seen the messages. Should I respond? I have to say something, and besides, I really want to know–

Is this a date?

I can see he’s typing, the little “...” are appearing in his speech bubble. I wait a minute, two minutes. No definitive answer. Which is, after all, an answer in itself.

Forget it. Don’t send me any more of your crap, will you? I don’t need you complicating my life. Have a good life.

I’m going to just throw my phone in a drawer and then go get a snack, but the ding from Mateo’s text brings me back.

Woah, what the hell? Not so fast give me time to respond. It’s a date.

So, then I say:

Why me?

Sorry, why Daphne? Why not a real girl?

More “...,” then:

I want to show my parents that I can date someone whose smart and your the smartest person I know.

Not a good answer. It’s all about him and how he looks, how he appears to his parents.

No deal. I’m not a prop in your performance.

Damn. Your hard to get. But ok I respect that. I was an asshole and you dont owe me. But hear me out. Its one dinner and you get to dress up and look really beautiful.

I know you dont care what I think but you do want people to look at you like a girl. RIGHT? I think you want to say yes Im just making it hard by being such a jerk about it.

I have to admit, he’s actually making good sense.

What makes you think that I can even pass with your parents?

You can do it. With a little practice you’ll be perfect. They wont be able to tell at all.

Yeah, okay.

You’ll do it?

I didn’t say that. I mean, yeah okay you’re right.

What do I need to do to get you to say yes?

I think about this for a second. What would it take?

I don’t want to be your fake girlfriend for one night.

If you want to be with me, fine. But it can’t just be for appearances. I want something real.

I know I probably sound like a childish schoolgirl, but I don’t care. Everything I’m saying is true.

Okay, deal. I’m your boyfriend your my girlfriend. But secret tho.

I should be insulted, but it’s what I want too. It’s not like I’m ready to come out to everyone in my life. That’s something I definitely can’t do. Secret is the way it has to be.              

Fine. So, what now?

He answers:

Meet me at my house after school tomorrow. We’ve got some work to do.
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“I don’t see why any of this is necessary,” I say. “I convinced you, didn’t I?” 

“Yeah, for like two minutes. But if you’re going to pass with my parents, you’re gonna have to know how to walk and talk and all that stuff just like a girl.”

“Well,” I say, throwing up my hands, “how’s this?”

Walking in heels isn't as much of a challenge as most guys imagine it to be. Once you get used to the balance, the only thing you need to learn how to do is to swing your hips while you walk so that the balance looks natural. That's actually the point of the shoes in the first place. It's not the heels themselves that look good. It's the way you walk when you wear them.

So, I step heel to toe, heel to toe, sashaying and wiggling my butt as I walk. I obviously can’t watch my own ass, but I can tell that in this dress it’s looking pretty tight. How do I know? Because I can see that Mateo can’t keep his eyes off it.

I have to hand it to him. The dress he bought me is surprisingly stylish. It’s black with a cute cut, strapless so that it shows off my shoulders and my, ahem, bust is appropriately represented. No cleavage, but it still shows off my assets. Or rather, the assets that I stuff in my bra. It gives me an hour-glass figure that I’ve always dreamed about. And guys wonder why girls are always going on about clothes all the time. It’s because every girl, no matter her shape or size, can look and feel a hell of a lot better when she’s armed with the right outfit.

“Satisfied?” I ask, lifting one leg up in the air in a girlish pose.

“You look good,” he admits.

“You say that like it’s a surprise,” I say.

“No, I didn’t mean that,” he says. I prance over and take a seat right in his lap, crossing leg over leg and placing my hands in my lap in a perfectly ladylike pose.

“So,” I say, resting my head against his shoulder, “tell me about mommy and daddy.”

My ‘hair’ looks realistic enough, I think. It’s probably the easiest thing to go wrong. Wigs are always in danger of falling off or sliding out of place. That’s why I insisted Mateo buy me the high-end one made from real hair. The synthetics are just too hard to spot close up. I’m a blonde, apparently. I never really thought of myself as one, but now I’m starting to think that it suits me.

“Papa is from Mexico, but he came to America when he was younger than me. Mama was born here. Both very Catholic.”

“So, should I ask your papa what he thinks of the way the gays are taking over this country and turning our military queer?”

“Stop,” he says. “This is serious.” 

"Don't worry. Daphne is a good Christian girl who goes to mass every Sunday and lights a candle for all those sinners who need to change their deviant ways."

He smiles, but in the way that people do when they want to change the subject. I'm surprisingly saucy as Daphne. Daniel would never rock the boat the way I do.

“So, how do we know each other?” I ask.

“We met at school,” he says.

“Obviously. But how, where?”

“We take science together,” he says. “That’s good enough.”

“No, not nearly,” I say. “We need a meet-cute, and I don’t think the truth is fit for public consumption.” I put a finger to my lips, forgetting momentarily my lipstick, which comes away on my finger.

"How about this? You asked me for a pencil, and I thought you were such a dork for forgetting your backpack."

“I didn’t forget it.”

“Oh, sure you did. You don’t remember? I had to give you a piece of paper and everything too. But you were such a gentleman about it that I didn’t mind. And then, after class, you walked me to my bike and asked for my number.”

“Great,” he says. “Good story.”

“But I wouldn’t give it to you. I said that I was too busy with my schoolwork for a relationship, and even though you were a very nice boy I just couldn’t be distracted.”

“Poor me,” he says. 

“But you didn’t give up. You were persistent. You insisted on carrying my bag after class, asking what I was doing and where I was going on the weekend. You were so sweet I couldn’t hold out forever.”

“Uh, huh.”

“Until one day we were walking together, you were walking me home because my bike got a flat tire and I had to walk it all the way home, and I decided that I wanted to kiss you. But then, my bike was between us. So, I drop the bike, and you look at me like I was crazy, and then I reach up and kiss you on the chin, like this...”

I start to affectionately peck at his chin, lips meeting the tiny hairs he’s preserved from the razor, his ‘beard.’

His eyes go wide as he looks at me.

“Yes, that’s it. That’s precisely the look you gave me. How could a girl not melt looking at that?”

“You know, you really are crazy,” he says, grinning like a fool.

“Not half as crazy as you are for dating me,” I say in between kisses on his chin and ear. “Why do you put up with it?”

“I dunno,” he says. “You’re not like the other girls.”

“Obviously,” I say.

“Not like that. I mean, the way you think and stuff. Nobody I know talks like you. You’re, like, original.”

“Guilty,” I say, and he leans over and kisses me passionately on the lips.
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Mateo’s mom, Rita, is like the nicest person I’ve ever met. She’s so warm and kind when she throws her arms around me in a ‘welcome’ hug. I almost lean away on reflex, worried that she’ll feel my ‘boobs’ and the game will be up. But I have to say, for silicone they really are pretty convincing, if you’re only feeling them with your chest through two layers of fabric.

“Daphne, welcome!” Rita says. She takes my hands in hers and looks me over admiringly the way that women do.

“Mijo, she's gorgeous," she says to Mateo. I turn red. I've never been complimented by a woman before. Well, Daphne never has anyway. He's looking good too, for his part. Collared shirt and a pair of slacks. Without that wimpy little goatee, he looks dashing. 

“Thank you,” I say, and just for kicks, I decide to give a little curtsy, which sends Rita into twitters of delight.

“Ronaldo,” Rita calls. “Come see who your son has brought to meet us!”

A portly man wearing a bowling shirt and Bermuda shorts emerges from inside and smiles at me. He offers his hand, and I stick out my own, offering it flat so that he can kiss it gingerly.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Daphne,” he says. “Our son has told us about you. Please, come inside.”

Actually, we’ve been hiding in the basement all afternoon, but we snuck out through the back and around the front so that Mateo could ‘pick me up at my house’ and deliver me here. We’re escorted into the dining room where enchiladas are already on the table.

“You have a lovely home,” I say in a girlish voice while I admire the house that by now I know well. We take our seats and Rita goes to the kitchen, remerging with a pitcher of iced tea.

“This is a real treat for us,” she says as she pours the tea. “Matty never introduces us to his girlfriends without us asking.”

“Mama,” Mateo pleads. “Don’t tell her that.”

“So,” Ronaldo interjects, “Mateo tells us that you’ve been tutoring him.”

“Uh, yeah,” I say. “That’s right.”

“So, I suppose you already know how hard you have to ride him.”

His face is completely stoic, but I can’t help it. I crack up, choking to keep from spitting ice tea all over my cute little outfit.

“What?” he asks. “What did I say?”

“Sorry,” I try to cover. “It’s just, you know your son very well. He’s really a smart boy. But he does have trouble applying himself.”

Ronaldo nods.

“Hey,” Mateo says. “I’ve got an idea. Why don’t we talk about something other than me for a while.”

“Always deflecting,” Ronaldo admonishes sternly. “That’s always been your strategy. When is it time to pay attention to your studies?”

Then Ronaldo looks at me.

“Has he told you that he’s turning 19 this year? Held back in the sixth grade.”

"Papa," Mateo sighs. I feel for him. It's gone beyond good-natured ribbing and we're now entering family-crisis territory. It feels like I've stumbled into a fight that's been brewing for a while now.

“You know,” I say, trying to diffuse the situation, “Einstein was held back. He couldn’t read before he was, like, ten or something. Some of us are just late bloomers that way.”

Ronaldo snorts.

“So, are you involved in any extracurriculars, Daphne?”

“Well, I help Mr. Garibaldi the science teacher after class,” I say, not mentioning the real reason why the science lab appeals to me.

“Do you think you will study that field when you go to university?”

“I love science,” I say. “I’d like to do something related to that. Electrical engineering, maybe.”

“That’s good,” Rita says. “There aren’t enough girls in that field.” 

I blush, flattered that she thinks of me as a girl. 

“Daphne,” Ronaldo says. “I’d like to raise something rather delicate with you.”

“Papa?” Mateo asks.

“Hush, boy. Daphne, I would like to pay you to teach my son after school.”

“Wow, well, I,” I stumble around for some kind of polite objection. “I don’t think I could.”

“Don’t be modest. From what he’s told me, you’re an excellent student. And while I’m sure that the two of you have been studying already, I know how hard it is to keep him motivated. He’s easily distracted.”

Don’t I know it? Mateo looks sheepish at the offer.

“I understand that you don’t want money to complicate matters of the heart. But I hope you can understand why his mother and I want so badly to make sure our son graduates.”

“Yes, I can understand that, of course,” I say.

“Good,” Ronaldo says, reaching for his wallet. “Here is fifty for this week.”

He slides a crisp $50 bill across the table and tucks it under my placemat like a tip.

“Thank you,” I say, surprised.

“I know it isn’t much, but I promise you won’t have any trouble from Mateo. He will perform as a model student. You have my word.”

“Dad, you’re paying my girlfriend to spend time with me?”

“Spend time? No. Study. Daphne is a nice girl. There are plenty of other things she could be doing with her time besides looking after you.”

“Dear,” Rita says, trying to steer the subject away from this awkward topic. “Maybe we could say this discussion for later. Daphne hasn’t come here to listen to us argue over grades and test scores.”

Ronaldo grunts satisfied that he's said his piece.

“You know, Daphne,” Rita says, “you’re the first of Mateo’s girlfriends that he’s ever invited to meet us.”

“Yes, he told me,” I tell her. “I hope I live up to the hype.”

“Oh, yes dear. I think there’s something special about you. You have something extra that the other girls don’t.”

Ice tea comes streaming out of Mateo’s nose as he laughs.

“What? What’s so funny? It’s true. Such a lovely girl. So sensitive and refined. And such a doll. You’re simply gorgeous, sweetheart.”

“Of course, it’s what’s underneath that really counts,” Ronaldo adds. Now it’s not just Mateo, I’m cracking up too. We’re laughing like hyenas with Rita and Ronaldo having absolutely no idea what I’ve got ‘underneath’.

Except for the awkward explanations about what it is we're laughing about, which I don't think either of them quite believes, the whole night has gone better than I ever could have hoped for. I can pass with people. Daphne is a parent-pleaser. Who knew?

Of course, there’s still the matter of Mateo’s grades. I don’t know what I’m going to do about that one. I guess I have no choice but to really ride him. Even the wildest stallion can be broken, if he wants to pass science.
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“So, based on the phenotypes we see expressed, which of the following is the dominant allele?” I ask.

“Allele?” Mateo asks, mouth hanging open.

“Yes, allele. What we’ve been talking about for the past ten minutes? What have you been hearing this whole time I’ve been talking?”

"I, uh, I've been watching your lips. They're really puffy and cute. Did you know that?"

“Okay, now see? That’s how you can remember. Puffy, cute lips are a heritable trait. My mother has lips like mine and my father has thin lips. So, what does that tell you about my lips?”

“That they run in the family?” Mateo ventures.

“That puffy lips are the expression of a dominant allele. My mother’s genes dominate my father’s genes.”

“I thought the guy was supposed to be the dominant one,” he says.

“What? No. It’s not dominant like behavior,” I sigh. “If your father’s genes always dominated your mother’s, then how would you ever look like her?”

“I don’t. I take after my dad.”

“Ugh, you’re not listening at all,” I say. 

“What? I’m trying, okay?” He groans, picking up a pillow and throwing it across the couch.

“Look, I’m sorry that I’m being so nasty. It’s just really important that we get this, okay?”

He slides down and rests his head in my lap, cradling his face against my skirt. I start stroking his hair with my fingers.

“Why does any of this matter?” he says.

“Because if you don’t, you can’t graduate,” I say. 

“I know that,” he growls. “I mean, why do I need to learn this stupid shit just to graduate. What good does it do me, anyway?”

He's got a point. What does Mateo actually need with this information? But that's not really the point. School is about showing that you know how to learn, not using any particular thing you learn.

"I don't know," I say, "but let's just get through it so we can move on to the next thing."

He groans again, turning over so that his face is pressed against my thighs. He breathes hard. I squeal at the sensation of his hot breath.

“Stop that!” I whine, sounding like a little girl who’s had her pigtail pulled. I like it, but I don’t want him to know that. He sits up to look me in the eye.

“You know, I was right about the guy being dominant.”

"Oh, yeah?" I say, playing along. "Who says? Maybe I want to be the dominant one, ever thought of that?"

"So, do it," he says, pinching my arm hard. I squeal.

"What was that for?"

"Don't be such a sissy," he teases. "I thought you were the dominant one."

He pinches me again, this time on both arms.

“Oww! Being dominant doesn’t mean being a jerk, you ass.”

“If I’m an ass, why don’t you punish me?” he asks. So, I pinch him under the rib, but he squirms away.

“Nice try,” he says.

“Okay, you want dominant?” I say, “I can show you dominant.”

I stand on my heels.

“Get on your knees,” I bark.

“Seriously?” he says, not sure if this is part of the joke.

“I said, get on your knees now, little boy,” I say, voice as forceful as a drill sergeant, though if I’m a drill sergeant I have to say I’m a pretty cute one. Drill sergeants don’t typically wear cocktail dresses or have pink hair. 

I decided to invest all the money that Mateo's father is giving me into clothes. Mateo and I decided together. That way, we both get to enjoy what I can now afford. The dress is black lace with spaghetti straps. That plus the stilettos, the dark eye shadow, and lipstick make me feel like some sexy little vixen. It's a bit of a mix. Bad girl, but with a kind of candy-coated sweetness to it too. And it seems to be having the desired effect. I can tell that I'm turning him on, even as he's apprehensive about what comes next.

On his knees, he looks up at me, wondering what I’ll tell him to do next.

"Take off my shoes," I command, lifting one leg for him to take the heel off me. He cheerfully complies, taking my foot in his hand. The feeling is so delicate that it makes me feel feminine like I'm Cinderella but in reverse. Just the feeling of his fingers on the tops of my feet is starting to get me hard.

“Now, touch me,” I command. He grins a little, taking his hand and moving it from my calf up my leg. He’s got both of his hands working now, running his palms up and down my inner thighs. I’m aching now, my small cock fighting to be released from the red satin panties I’m wearing under my skirt. If it weren’t for the hem of the skirt, you could see my bulge fighting to get free. He slides both hands up under my skirt, feeling for my erection.

“Oh, God,” I whisper, my eyes closing in anticipation. He brushes against the head of my cock gently, teasing me. Then, he slides the panties over my swollen member so that they’re hugging my cream-colored thighs.

“Now, what do you want me to do?” he asks.

“Whatever you want,” I say. Smack! He slaps me hard on the ass, and it leaves my head buzzing.

“Wrong. You’re the dominant one, remember? Tell me what you want me to do to you?”

I’d been afraid to insist on it, worried that he would think it was some kind of challenge to his manhood, or whatever. But now that we’ve gone this far, I just have to go for it.

“Use your mouth,” I say. “Take this girl in your mouth right now. I want to feel your tongue against my cock.”

Just hearing the words from my lips makes my dick jump with anticipation. A moment later, I feel the tip of his tongue lick my crown, lips moving gently around my swollen mushroomhead. He’s good. So good, I can’t believe this is his first time doing this. It’s like everything he ever wanted to have done to himself he’s now doing to me. I gasp as his lips envelop my shaft, my dick disappearing in his mouth as he pumps up and down.

“Take it!” I call, “Take it, you dirty boy!”

I grab his head, running my fingers through his hair as he sucks me, the rhythm of it almost hypnotic.

“Keep going,” I squeal, “oh, yeah. Such a big boy. You give it to me just like I like. Make me your girl. I need it, baby!”

All this encouragement is really getting him going. He moans a little as he bobs up and down, clearly loving this as much as I am. Maybe more. Guys like Mateo need to act all macho all the time. Can’t ever admit they want to be sucking their girlfriend’s cock. But all he really wanted was the license to play the sissy, to be the submissive one.

“You like that, don’t you sissy?” I ask, surprised at what this role reversal is doing for me.

“Mmmmhmmm,” he groans. I can feel his lips contorting in a grin as he runs them along the length of my shaft.

“You love my hard cock in your mouth,” I say. “That’s what turns you on, doesn’t it, whore?”

He’s really getting excited now, licking the base of my scrotum.

“I’ll bet you’d love to be the one wearing this dress, wouldn’t you?”

He tries to both nod and continue at the same time.

“You can be my sissy,” I coo. “But first you’ve got to get me off. Make me cum, baby. I want to cum in your mouth!”

He keeps at it, pumping away, but letting up just enough so that my wet cock gets some air. He blows on it with his hot breath, then pops me in his mouth again. I imagine our roles reversed, with me on my knees sucking him off the way he’s doing me, and the combined pleasures of what I’m getting and what I’m imagining are enough to get me off. I blast hot juice into his mouth. It’s almost too much, and he hesitates just a moment before gulping my load. Another big gulp and his mouth is clear. He lets my engorged cock bob once more in his mouth before letting me slide out, giving me a gentle kiss as I start to go flaccid.

“That was... so good,” I say, dreamily. He gets up off his knees and goes back over to the couch. “Thank you,” I say. He doesn’t respond. Doesn’t look at me. He seems to be lost inside himself and I wonder whether he’s regretting what we just did together.

“Hey,” I say, realizing that my panties are still hanging from my thighs. I pull them up and then go to sit next to him. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” he says, panting a little. “That was just, wow.”

“I know,” I say. “How do you feel?”

He nods, not really seeming to register the question.

“This doesn’t make you gay, or anything,” I say.

He shoots me a look.

“I said it doesn’t… I mean. We were just fooling around and having fun. You don’t have to feel weird about it or anything.”

“Yeah,” he says. “I know that.

“You’re my guy,” I say, walking my fingers up his shoulder. “I’m your girl. Your little sissy. You’re the big strong man, here. The only one.”

He's still got this thousand-yard stare, and I feel the bile in the pit of my stomach about to erupt. Did we go too far? I figured that he might like to be the submissive one for fun, but I didn't think he would be traumatized by it or anything. I know how guys– well, most guys– are terrified of admitting that they really like the girl role. I know the feeling. I was horrified when I realized that I wanted to experience sex as a girl. But then, I guess you have to confront that fear if you're ever going to move past it. I just hope that Mateo could do that without hating me.

He looks at me, perhaps sensing what I'm worried about.

“It’s cool,” he says wrapping his arm around me. “You did good.”

I want to tell him that it was really him who did good, but I figure it would be better not to say anything. I just fold my legs together and curl them on his lap. We sit there, not moving but listening to each other's breathing for close to ten minutes without saying anything. Then, finally, he says.

“You really know how to make studying fun, you know?”

“You too,” I say. “What do you say we get back to it?”

“You want to go another round?” he says.

“Of studying,” I say, wrapping him on the skull with my knuckle.

“Oh, well, actually I’m kinda hungry.”

“Again?” I say. 

He looks annoyed.

"What do you expect? He says. I've got an appetite, so sue me."

“Sperm is full of protein,” I say, cracking the whip. “You’ll survive. Let’s hit the books.” 


12.

It's gotten to the point where I live for my study sessions with Mateo. After all we've been through together, it's all I can do to keep it together as a guy in the rest of my life. These last few weeks have confirmed the identity I've always wanted, and it's getting harder and harder to pretend the rest of the time. School feels like sleepwalking. I'm a zombie until 3 PM when I can finally be free in Mateo's basement.

“Mr. Bensen,” a voice behind me calls, “Daniel!”

It takes a minute for me to register my own name. In my head, I’ve become Daphne all the time now. I turn to find Mr. Garibaldi looking at me.

“Oh, hi, Mr. G,” I say, in a voice just a little too feminine. I clear my throat loudly, remembering to bring it down an octave.

“Are you feeling alright, Daniel?”

“Yes, sir,” I say.

“I’d like to ask how you’ve been without my little refuge.”

“Refuge?” I say.

“I understand better than you realize what having the science lab to yourself after school meant to you.”

“Really?” I yelp, this time my voice cracks and squeaks more than it did before.

"Of course," he says. "You know, Daniel, I was like you were when I was younger. I wasn't like the other students around me, and for that reason, I felt like I had to hide my mind and my interest in science. I'm sure you've felt this too."

“Oh...yes, I have,” I say, my body tensing slightly and my sphincter relaxing.

“Well, I realize that you probably think that I’m so out of touch that I could never understand how you feel. But I want you to know that I’m more sensitive to your feelings than you may realize.”

“Thanks, Mr. G,” I say.

“That’s why I want to offer you the key back. I know you’ve probably been suffering without it.”

He holds his palm out. In it a little brass-colored key that used to mean everything to me. It’s almost quaint now when I think about how much I looked forward to dressing up alone, wearing cute dresses and heels without anyone to even see me.

“Thanks, but I’ve actually been tutoring Mateo Solis after school. His father is paying me, and everything.”

“Mateo? Really?”

“How is he doing, by the way,” I say, trying to be nonchalant.

“Well, son I really can’t discuss the grades of another student with you, even if he is your friend.”

“Just tell me this, will he be able to pass your class?”

"Well, it's still up to him," Garibaldi says. "But at this point, I would be surprised. He'd have to get at least a 'C' on his final."

"That's better than he's done all year, isn't it?"

"I see that you've been reviewing his tests with him."

“That’s right,” I say.

“Mateo’s lucky to have you as a friend. But can I ask why you’ve taken an interest in his education?”

“Well, like I say, there is the money his parents are paying me. But there’s more to it than that.” I’m also in love with him. “He’s not really much of a science student, and that’s part of what I find challenging. You can’t expect to have nothing but smart kids if you want to teach, right? And I think that’s what I’d like to do.”

Mr. Garibaldi beams a smile that extends to the creases in his eyes.

“You go ahead and do all you can, Daniel,” he says, patting me on the arm. “But I should warn you not to expect miracles. It’s not that I think Mateo can’t learn the material, you understand. What I doubt is that he very much wants to.”

“You’re probably right. But when we’re alone together, he’s different, ya know? He wants to do well, even if the class isn’t his cup of tea.”

"Well, I'm very pleased to hear that you're using your free time so productively. You won't be needing the science lab, I take it."

I’m about to agree when something stops me.

“Actually, Mr. Garibaldi, I could probably still use the room on Thursdays. Mateo and I only study three times a week.”

"Well, in that case, I'm happy that it can still be of use to you. Oh, and, Daniel, you wouldn't mind scraping out the -20 degree freezer, would you? Just whenever you happen to use the room."

“Yes, sir,” I say. “I don’t mind at all.”

He tosses me the key and I catch it in midair.

“Thanks, Daniel. Have fun!”

As I walk away, I suddenly realize what I’ve done, and what I now have to do. I have to tell Mateo. But if I do, he’ll try to convince me to break into Mr. G’s office and change his grades so he can pass. Of course, I could just not mention it to him. The room could go back to being my own little private sanctuary. But don’t I have some responsibility to Mateo as my lover? I mean, it’s not like we made a vow to tell each other everything. But I guess when you’ve let someone inside you literally it follows that you should let him in other ways too. And I know that if he found the key that he’d feel betrayed by the fact I didn’t tell him about it. I clutch the key tightly in my palm, imagining it as a white ember. What do I do?
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“What’s the boiling point of water?” I ask.

“The point where the water gets hot enough to steam?” Mateo says.

“Okay, that’s the definition. But at what degree?”

“Uh, 100 degrees?”

"Yes! 100 degrees celsius. What about Fahrenheit?" 

He puts a pillow over his face like it’s keeping him from screaming.

"What do I need to learn Fahrenheit for anyway? It's like we use it for anything."

“It’s the system we use in this country. You’re thinking of celsius.”

"Okay, then, why do I have to learn any of this if there's two different systems?  Every time I try to use one, I end up needing the other one. It's so pointless."

“Look, I know this is hard. But you’ve got to just get through this. We’re really close to the end. If you can pass this test on Friday, you can graduate with a ‘C’ and then you never have to do any of this again.”

He puts his arm around me, rubbing the smooth skin on my shoulder.

“You know what always helps me think?” he asks.

“Let’s just study a little more,” I say, sure of what he’s after.

“What is this? When we started studying, I didn’t think you’d turn into a teacher or something.”

“I’m trying to help you,” I say. “It’s not like I’m cracking the whip. I just want you to get this so you’ll graduate.”

“I’m going to graduate, okay?” he says, voice rising. He’s starting to get testy. 

“Yeah, alright, I just want what’s best for you, ya know?” he draws his arm back and stands.

“Everybody thinks I’m such an idiot,” he says.

“I don’t think that.”

“I get it, okay?” he says. “I get it every day from my parents, my teachers, the other kids at school. I don’t need it from you too.”

“I’m just trying to be there for you. And I really don’t need this attitude. It’s not like I couldn’t be spending my time differently.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he says.

“Nothing,” I say. “It’s just. I could be studying on my own.”

“Not like that you couldn’t,” he says, pointing to my dress. “Wait, are you saying you can get back in Garibaldi’s classroom?”

“Well, I mean, he did give me his key back, but–”

“What?! And you didn’t tell me? What the hell is the point of all this if you can just go in and change the test?”

“It’s not that simple. He knows I’m the only one with the key. If he sees that your scores have changed, he’s going to figure it out. It’s a risk for me, you understand?”

“Don’t you love me?” he says, drawing nearer so that I can look him in his beautiful brown eyes.

“Of course I do,” I say. “That’s why I want you to pass the test for yourself.”

“Arrrgggh!” he groans. “You’re just like my dad!”

“Okay, you know what? I’m gonna go.”

“Go where?”

“I need a break, okay?” I say, a little too loudly. I surprise myself with how angry I’m getting.

“Fine. Break sounds good to me. See ya.”

“Wait, what are you saying? You want to break up?”

“Fine by me,” he says. “I’m done with this shit.”

“Wonderful,” I say, through gritted teeth. “Good luck on the test.”

I’m so mad I storm out still fully-dressed as a girl. I catch a glimpse of Mateo’s mom in the kitchen, but I stride out heel to toe before she can catch up with me. I don’t want her to see the tears smearing my mascara anyway.

Stupid Mateo. Poor, stupid boy. Why did I have to get my heart to such a dunce? It’s like He’s not even trying. I was a fool to think he actually cared. He wanted me for my body the whole time. From the minute he saw me, he realized I could give him something no other girl could. And that’s what I did. That’s all I did.

It was never going to work anyway. I'm going away to Oregon State, and even if he does pass Science it's not like he's going to a university. The best chance he's got is of doing a couple of years of community college, and at this rate, it doesn't look like he'll even be able to make that work.

I’m thinking about how I’m going to hide my tears from my parents when it hits me.

I left my guy clothes at his house. I start to sob and let the tears flow as I realize that this is what it feels like to have your heart broken.
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Finals week. Nothing but tests and parties. And since I have no friends, for me it’s just a week of tests.

I haven’t been to the science lab yet. I threw away my girly stuff, again. It’s not that I’m ashamed of dressing up. It’s just that doing it reminds me of Mateo. The clothes I bought for him to see him, to stare at me in. Before it made me horny, but now the thought makes me queasy and my eyes red. 

My mom's been asking me if I'm excited about college in the fall. I tell her that I am, and I should be. I know it's never going to be easy for them to accept, but I think I can finally work up the nerve to transition once I'm out of the house and on my own. Rooming with another guy in a college dorm is a hurdle, but I'll worry about that when I have to. At least for now I can dream about the day when I'm not financially dependent on my parents for my life, even if I'm still scared of what they'll say when I do actually broach the subject and let them know how I really feel.

The end of high school doesn’t just mean leaving them behind, though. It means leaving behind the only sanctuary I’ve ever had. Mateo was pretty much the only guy who never thought I was some kind of freak for never saying anything in class. And Mr. Garibaldi too. He’s a nice guy, even if he is a little clueless. At least he was kind to me, and that’s more than I’ve ever gotten from most of the school.

I had to swallow my pride and go back to Mateo’s house after our fight. It was awkward, but at least I didn’t have to face my parents. He didn’t say much, but he did mutter an apology. I’m not even mad at him anymore. But I also know that things are over between us.

After class, I decided to walk home. I leave my bike at school and just wander the neighborhood. It's pretty quiet, which I guess is what happens when you live in a small town. There's a girl maybe a year or two younger than me walking towards me. She gives me a shy little smile, but I don't return it. I know what she's thinking. She doesn't go to my high school, so she doesn't see Brainy Daniel. I'm just another guy to her. Maybe she thinks I'm cute. She probably has it all worked out what I'm thinking. Of course, she has no idea.

I wish that I could be her. I wish that her auburn hair could be mine. Her hips, her breasts. She’s not even that cute. It sounds catty, but I think I make a prettier girl. But she can still have things I never can. I wonder, if I was born a girl would I have ever gotten a guy like Mateo?

Things would have been different, but maybe we could have had a real relationship where I wasn’t a secret from all his friends. Where I didn’t have to lie about who I was to his parents. Well, not lie exactly. Misrepresent, I guess. Anyway, maybe if I really was a girl I wouldn’t have to have been a prop. Maybe it wouldn’t have mattered. We could have had the same fights, for the same reasons. Me being trans isn’t the reason we broke up. He’s just– not a serious guy.

It’s still not dark out when I finally reach my house. Summer’s almost here.

My dad is reorganizing the fridge when I pass through the kitchen.

"See this?" he says, pointing to a plate of already-cooked hamburgers leftover from last night's dinner, "eat this whole plate and you'll bulk up in no time."

“Thanks, Dad. I’m really not hungry, though.”

“Don’t kill the messenger, son,” he says. “But you’re looking a little scrawny. I think you could use some red meat. You’ve got a little bit of a mince in your step that some bulk could you help you with.”

“I get it, but I’m really not hungry right now,” I say, looking for an excuse to leave the room. “I’ll bulk up later, I promise.”

“It’s not for me, ya know,” he calls after me as I exit. “It’s for you, and for the ladies!” he chuckles to himself.

I’m not mad at him. He just sees in me what he wants to see. I wonder how I’m ever going to tell him. On my bed, I stare at Candy Crush on my and dangle my legs like some kind of teenage starlet. Being alone isn’t really that bad. It’s not the feeling itself, it’s the lack of variation. Of course, just when you think you’re bored something comes along that fucks up your good time.

Hey

It's Mateo.

You wanna come to a party tonight?

Is he serious? After everything he

Schools almost over even you hate everyone you can say that you had some fun in high school

I respond with:

You should probably be studying

Then, I regret sending it, realizing that it sounds mean. So, I follow up with–

Me: I should too

Him: Up to you

Him: But I have clothes for you if you want them

I bite my lip. Yes, it’s a school night, and the night before my finals. But if I’m being honest, I don’t really need to study, and who needs sleep anyway.

Me: I’ll meet you at your house.
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Dylan's house is one of those McMansions on Lakeview Avenue where the rich people live. It's actually not that wild. I expected from watching movies to see a few dozen people doing keg stands on the lawn, but from the outside, you'd hardly even realize that the place is full of rowdy teenagers.

Mateo puts his hand on my shoulder as we walk in together. I’m wearing a sleeveless red dress that I hope won’t be too revealing. The story is I’m a girl from another school. I’m hoping that I won’t vomit all over my shoes before I give up the charade.

It was easy enough with Mateo's parents. They'd never met, so they had no reason to suspect me. But passing with people I actually know is a lot different. Thing is, most of these people have seen Daniel Benson as invisible anyway. So, when I cross over the pool it's nothing but handshakes and hugs (the kind where I turn my body away from the person I'm embracing, so my boobs don't rub up against them like a girl does). Everybody's warm and friendly. I know most of them, at least by face, but they're meeting me for the first time. I can't believe these are the same people I've been forced to sit in rooms with for four years. Everyone's alive and sexy and a little bit tipsy.

Daniel introduces me around. I'm his 'friend,' Daphne from Holy Cross. A Catholic schoolgirl. I'm beaming every time that someone says we look cute together. One girl, Jessica, is in my Home Ec section, but of course, I don't let on that we know each other, and we don't really. She compliments me on my dress, and I tell her that her curls are super cute, and suddenly we're best friends. She pulls me away to go join a group of girls, and  I tell Mateo he's free to go play beer pong with the guys.

I can't believe that I'm getting to spend time with girls this way. We just sit and gossip about the girls who aren't at the party. It's kind of catty, but not really that mean. They're funny, these girls. And they seem pretty happy, all talking about their plans for the summer, where they'll be going to school in the fall. I have a couple of hard seltzers but switch to Perrier after the second. I don't want to go to school with a hangover, and just getting to be one of the girls is intoxicating enough. When Jessica's friend Ali asks me about my plans, I make up this whole story about how I want to go away to school, how I'm going to study marine biology. I realize as I'm telling this story of my life that it's just what Daphne wants for herself. My heart sinks as I realize how much more complicated being this girl is going to be. But the thought makes me want to cry, and this is a happy occasion. All the jerks I've had to suffer through high school with have turned out to be a lot nicer and more down-to-earth than I realized. All it took was becoming a girl, and suddenly I'm the life of the party.

After about forty minutes, Mateo creeps up behind me and starts kissing my neck. I turn to face him and see that his eyes are blurry and his breath smells of beer, but I can’t but feel grateful to him for bringing me and kiss him gently on the lips anyway.

The girls giggle as he leads me away to a bedroom upstairs. The hallway is dark as he shows me to someone’s bedroom. We’re definitely in some teenage girl’s room. Dylan’s sister, I guess. It’s weird, the dollhouse and the pink and white bedspread. It feels like we’re violating some kind of trust by being here, but Mateo has a seat on the bed and I follow him.

“Here?” I ask, “you really want to do it here? What if someone walks in on us?”

"Look the door," he says, pointing to it. Before I even hear the click of the lock, I can feel my stiff cock begging to be free of my black panties with their lace trim. I want this so bad. This night has been the best memory I'm ever going to have from high school. I prance over and climb into his lap, rubbing against his crotch to get him started. As we kiss, I move my fingers to massage his bulging member, flush with passion as his fingers do the same to me. Our mouths are devouring each other as he maneuvers me out of the panties, rubbing and tugging on my shaft as we tease and play with each other. He's a little bit drunk, stumbling through the motions, but I don't care. I want him so bad.

“Make me your girl tonight,” I pant in his ear as he touches me. “I want to be yours.”

He slides his hands from my shoulders to my chest, pulling my dress down to reveal the bra beneath. 

“Switch positions with me,” he tells me, and I cheerfully comply, climbing off of him so that I can position myself to take his thick load. On my knees, I spread myself, thrusting my ass toward him. He undoes his pants, sliding his dick out of his shorts.

“Wait, he says, going for the bottle of lube in his jeans. He manages to get the bottle open, but it squirts all over the bedspread before he can get enough in his hand to wet it.

“Come on,” I moan impatiently. Rubbing the lube in his hand over the head of his cock, he presses himself into me. I groan with pleasure and with pain as he pushes himself inside of me. “Yesssss,” I sigh, glad to have his girth filling me. I squeal a little as he probes deeper, my hips bucking forward voluntarily as he thrusts himself in me. Soon, we find a rhythm, me clutching my silicone tit with one hand as I rest the other on the headboard for support. He’s firm, and the sounds I make only seem to harden him further.

“Yes, oh, god,” I whine, whimpering and groaning with absolute ecstasy. Someone’s banging on the door, a few of them. His friends are trying to listen from the other side. I feel a little queasy knowing they’re out there. That if they succeed in breaking down the door they’ll see us both. They’ll see me, my little cock between my legs as I’m getting pounded by this stallion. But the fear amplifies the pleasure too.

"Fuck off," Mateo calls, and the pounding stops then resumes even harder. "Forget those assholes," he says, still grinding himself into me hard and deep. I start to sweat as we sway forward and back, my ass sucking up his full 8 inches. I didn't think about what it really meant to take it all before when I was just blowing him, but now I can feel his girth as it plunges into me. I feel like I might throw up, but I don't want it to stop. I want it to hurt.

He slows, becoming gentler, and inside I can feel myself loosening, muscles unclenching and becoming more malleable. He grabs my thighs, running over them with his fingers. Without me having to ask, his hands migrate downward. He manages to grab my cock and fuck me in the ass at once, and suddenly I’m experiencing a whole new dimension to it. He hesitates at first, trying to both penetrate me deeply and tease my head, but he’s not getting deep enough.

“Forget it,” I whisper, realizing those assholes may still be listening. “Just do my ass.”

He arches his back, driving his thick cock deeper inside. I can feel it in my ribs. Then, I realize I'm forgetting to breathe, so I let out a sigh as he stabs me gently. I want it deeper, harder but faster too. Instead of telling him what I want, I push back harder with my hips, pressing on him so that he understands he needs to match my pace. He gets it. His thrusts become more urgent, faster, and with even more power. I can feel the precum at the tip of my cock, about to explode at having my ass penetrated. We're going to cum together. I can feel it. I just need to hold off a little longer and I'm sure that I can get him off at the same time.

Praying that I’m limber enough, I spread my knees so that he can get even deeper. The weight of his body against me makes me think he’s going to snap me. It feels like I could snap his cock clean off if I bend down any further. Finally, I feel his hot cum erupt into me, filling me up. I grin as I imagine his hot love juice dripping from my nose. He’s so deep the prospect doesn’t seem implausible, even if I know too much about biology to believe that it could happen. I cum moments later, the feel of him inside me getting me all the way over the edge.

He pulls out and I rise to reveal a huge puddle of my own cum on the sheets, the cum dripping from my ass collecting in the same puddle.

“Oh, crap,” I say, appraising the mess. “Dylan’s bed.”

“It’s fine,” Mateo says, still huffing from the workout we just enjoyed. “I’ll clean it up before we leave.”

He stands and I grab my phone to check my makeup. Luckily, my wig is still on straight, but I'll have to do some touch-ups before I can go back out there. I want a shower, and to not be at this party right now. I wish I was at home, or somewhere else where no one knows me.

We put our clothes back on and I get situated to the point where I’m presentable. Mateo finds a t-shirt from Dylan’s hamper to clean up all the cum, but he warns that I’ll probably have cum dripping out of my ass for a while. I wince as I try to walk around the room. It’s going to be hell walking out of here in heels, especially with everyone staring. I guess ‘Daphne’ is going to go down in history as the whore of the evening. But it doesn’t matter. After everything that happened between us, Mateo did this for me. He didn’t have to call me. Sure, all his guy friends are giving him props for having hooked up. But if all he wanted was to get laid tonight, he didn’t have to bring me. There are plenty of other girls here who would not be shy about fucking him at all. I know because they practically told me so themselves.

Mateo’s a special guy. That’s why I want to do something for him, and I know exactly what.


16.

Cap? Check. Gown? Check. Not the gown I would have picked if I had my choice, but I guess it will have to do. Yes, I'm wearing guy clothes. The toes of the pair of black wingtips stick out from underneath the gown. In less than two hours, my parents will be sweating in the bleachers watching as their son goes marching down the rows of seats to collect his hard-earned diploma. I want to give them this chance to be proud and appreciate all that I've worked for their sake. Because this summer I've got to tell them that when I do go away to school in the fall, it will be as a woman.

But that’s for later. Today, I’m basking in the warmth of their smiles. Of course, I’ve also got to withstand the heat. But I guess that’s just how some stories go.

After the party, I decided to change Mateo’s grade so he can pass Science. I realize that sounds pretty shady, and I can’t say I’ve got any justification for it, but I don’t have any regrets about it either. I was very careful. I found the tests in Mr. G’s office, all ungraded. Then I printed off a blank test and took it myself. I was careful to write in the answers at half speed, altering my handwriting so that it fits with Mateo’s. Then, I signed his name and shredded the old test so that Garibaldi only has to grade the new one and he’ll give Mateo a passing grade. Nothing too stellar. I worked it out so that he’ll get a ‘C’ so that Mr. G won’t suspect anything.

It was the perfect crime, and what made it even more perfect was the babydoll negligee I was wearing while I did it. 

I realize that school is supposed to be about what you learn, and not what scores you get, but is it, really? I tried teaching Mateo, but whether he couldn’t or wouldn’t learn the result is still the same. If he fails that test, then he doesn’t graduate. No high school degree means that he’ll spend the rest of his life working for less money, and why? Because he couldn’t pick up a bunch of knowledge that he wasn’t going to use, anyway?

High school is just a phase in your life you have to pass through, I guess. And that's true for everybody. Whether you're Daniel Benson, dweeby science nerd, or Daphne Benson kickass rebel slut who has anal sex at a kegger, it's all so fleeting that it hardly matters what you do.

Except it does. Meeting Mateo was the best part of high school for me. Now that it's over, who knows? Maybe he'll hit me up the summer asking to take me out. And maybe I'll let him. What was it that Ferris Bueller said? Life moves pretty fast. So, I guess I'm glad to be the moment where I am right now. Even if it's just a phase I'm passing through, why not make the most of it? 


Hypnotizing My Boss

1.

“Have you got that report ready, Jenson?”

“Not yet, Mike,” I reply. Michael Demmick is one of those bosses who hates that offices ever switched to the less-formal practice of everyone being on a first name basis with one another. He also hates being called Mike. But I don’t care. I’m no brown noser. If I lose this job, at least I can say that I had a little fun at it. A little fun is exactly as much as the company allows.

“Well, you’re going to have it for me tonight, right? You’re going to leave here, grab dinner, and have it waiting before I get home, right?”

“You seem to have a pretty good idea of what’s going to happen,” I want to say but don’t. You can only push your luck so far around here. So, instead, I say, “Yes, I will do that.”

“It’s not like I enjoy pushing you around,” he says. He’s not being literal, since Mike has about as much chance of pushing me around as I have of shoving aside the snack machine to retrieve the lost coins underneath. He’s got a frame so slight that a gust of wind could knock him over. I think that’s why he’s such an obnoxious tool. Getting picked last for football gave him a chip on his shoulder. Blah, blah, blah. The guy is a tool. That’s all you need to know about him.

“I understand,” I say. “I’m an analyst. So either I do the analyzing or else you’ll have nothing to executivize.”

“The word is execute,” he says reflexively, unaware that I was trying to be cute. Executives never fail to amaze me with what they don’t know or else intentionally fail to understand. “And as it is, I’m on a tight schedule with my bosses. So, help me out? Don’t give me a hard time.”

He looks at his watch. It’s one of those huge timepieces that are totally unnecessary and so are worn by all effete men with thin wrists to make them appear more powerful.

“I’ll help you out, Michael,” I say.

“Thanks, Jenson,” he says. Then he gives a nod to Oscar, the first time that he’s acknowledged him. “Oliveira.”

“Night, Michael,” Oscar says. Of course, as soon as he’s out of earshot we compete to point out which part of his outfit was the most ridiculous.

“The shoes!” I insist.

“It’s his tie! Are you blind?”

“Well, now that you mention it I was just blinded by a flash of pink and yellow.”

Oscar grins.

“But, no, the shoes were the worst,” I say. “He wears wingtips so narrow I couldn’t find them in the men’s section if I went down three sizes.”

“Guy’s got small feet,” Oscar nods in agreement. “He’s not wrong about that report, though. You do slack off a lot.”

“Guilty,” I say. When he’s right, he’s right. Oscar’s a straight shooter who is usually done with his work before I even really get started. Never has Facebook open on his computer, or Minecraft. He’s diligent and too smart for his position, which ensures that he’ll never get promoted.

“So, what are you doing after that report?”

“Probably same thing that I’ll be doing while I’m writing it.”

“Jerking off?”

“Please, you think I want to use only one hand and make the stupid thing take twice as long? I only watch porn while I’m working when there’s no deadline. No, as soon as the report is filed, I’ll sit around bored and wish I had a different life. Then once I get tired of that, I’ll jerk off.”

“Ever think about getting a date with someone other than your hand?”

“Meh. Too much effort.”

“Not if you got what I got.”

“Whatta ya got?”

He turns to his computer and pulls up his email.

“I’m gonna send you this, but don’t open it. Just resend when you’re ready.”

“Resend to who?”

“Any woman you want. It’s a hypnotic command video. It’ll make any woman you show it to desire you completely. She’ll be obsessed with you. She’ll follow your every command.”

“Like a slave? Get out!”

“Not like a slave,” he says defensively. “Anyway, she won’t even know that it’s happening. She’s yours at night, and then in the morning she forgets the whole thing.”

“No way that could work,” I say.

“I’m telling you, bro. It works. Trust me. I’ve used it myself and I’ve got this girl now, and it’s like every night. She shows up at my place wearing something slutty and begging for sex. Then, when we’re done, she leaves and she’s none the wiser. It’s like they don’t remember, ya know? They’ve got this urge to come over but they don’t know why. And then later they forget about it.”

“Sounds monstrously unethical,” I say. He shrugs.

“So, delete it then.”

“Well, hey, I never claimed that I was the most ethical guy or anything,” I say, curious. I look at the email in my inbox, the little blue dot beside it showing it as unread. There’s not much clue about what’s inside. The headline reads, “YOU NEED TO SEE THIS.” Sounds clickbaity and stupid.

“You’re messing with me, right?”

He takes out his phone, shows me this little hottie posing in her underwear, making love to the camera.

“I used it on her last week, and since then she’s been mine. I promise you it works.”

“Alright,” I say. “Thanks.”

“Use it well, my friend.” Oscar powers down his computer and slings his messenger bag over his shoulder. “See ya tomorrow, yeah?”

“I’ll be here,” I say, still transfixed by the email and the power that it holds. I stare at it a little longer. Molly Harlin. I could send it to Molly. She works in a different department at the same company. Long legs, red hair, and I think she wears at least a D-cup. I’ve seen her at the company Christmas party, tried to flirt with her, gotten turned down. She flirts with the other guys. She’s not a lesbian. She doesn’t have a boyfriend (that I know about) and she doesn’t have any really good reason not to get with me other than standards, or whatever. If she hooked up with me but didn’t remember it, would that even be wrong? I mean, yes, if I gave her some disease or got her pregnant or something. But if I don’t do either of those things, then really what’s the harm? I could have Molly Harlin every night. What straight man would pass that up?

A devious little smile creeps across my lips as I think about watching those cascading locks rising and falling as she sucks my cock. Jesus, it’s been so long that just the thought of it has me hard already. What choice do I have? I’m a man, and men have certain needs.

I make a promise to myself that I won’t abuse this power. I’m not going to do weird stuff to her body or make her bark like a dog, or something. I’ll use it well, like Oscar said. Molly Harlin, I will treat you well. Though not as well as you’ll treat me!

Shit. I forgot about the report. I’ll get that off first. Molly can wait. I don’t know why I always procrastinate with this stuff. It always ends up costing me valuable personal time. Most of the office has probably already left. I sit there listlessly plugging in numbers and then double checking them. When I’m finally done, I hit send on the report for Demmick. Here ya go, douchebag!

Then, I send the hypno command video to Molly’s email. She’s probably not checking her mail after 5:30, but we’ll see. Oscar said she’d show up at my place on her own. Not sure how she’s supposed to know where I live, but I guess that’s one of those things that just works itself out.

After I leave the office and start walking to the bus, I contemplate the very real possibility that my friend Oscar is just fucking with me. I mean, a hypnotic command video? How is that even possible? People can’t just be brainwashed like that, can they?

I guess I’m like Pavlov’s dog because I can’t resist checking my email as soon as I snag a seat on the bus. This is waiting for me in my inbox:

From Molly_Harlin@XLPLimited.net

Re: Q3 Review

Hi Kirk,

I think you mailed me your report by mistake. Somebody’s probably missing it! :)

Oh, shit!

I check my messages again. The attachment that was meant to go to Molly actually got sent to– Michael Demmick.
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I crack up. Honestly, I can’t even help it. Everyone on the bus is looking at me, but I don’t care. I’m still chuckling as I get off at my stop. I feel weirdly good. It’s bizarrely liberating to know that you’ve already fucked up as much as you possibly can and there’s nothing you can do that will make the situation worse. I walk upstairs to my apartment, open a beer, and send a quick thank you email to Molly explaining away the mistake and apologizing. Then, I send another one to Michael so that he knows to disregard the first email. If he hasn’t checked his mail yet, then there’s the chance that I could get off scot free and not have to think about it again. If he has seen it, he will probably respond in a few minutes and I’ll play the whole thing off as a prank. And if he fires me, so what? I can’t stand that job anyway. I’ve got a little savings built up so it’s not like I’ll be out on the street next month.

I kick off my shoes and put my feet up, putting the beer to my temple to staunch the headache that I can feel coming on already.  What was I thinking? I should have never let Oscar talk me into sending that thing in the first place. Why do I always fall for his little schemes? Then, I take a sip. Oh, hell. It doesn’t make a difference anyway. So I sent a hypnotic command video to my male boss. It’s almost too stupid for him to get genuinely mad. He might even decide that the whole thing is funny and take it in the spirit of a big joke. Not likely, I know, but the guy has to have some sense of humor, right?

I drain the rest of the beer in a couple big gulps and set the empty bottle on the coffee table in front of me. Time for another. I rise, but I don’t make it as far as the kitchen. There’s a ring at the door.

Molly? No, it can’t be. I cross over to the front door and check the peephole.

It’s a woman alright. She’s got long black hair and appears to be wearing some kind of a black coat. It’s slim cut and meant to show off her chest, which is ample. I can’t make out her face, but she’s alone. For a second, I wonder if she could be a stripper. They sometimes still send strippergrams, right? It’s not my birthday. Maybe it’s some prank that Oscar’s playing, part of the same elaborate game he was playing earlier. He could have sent her here to make me think it was Molly. But Molly’s a redhead and this woman is a brunette.

Ding, dong! 

Shit. She’s seen my shadow pass across the keyhole so she knows I’m inside. Better answer.

“Hello?” I say, opening the door a crack. She steps inside without waiting to be asked in. I still haven’t caught her face yet.

“Uh, hi,” I say. “Can I help you?”  

She turns. She’s done up in full makeup, hair framing her face. Still, it’s the same face that I can’t help but recognize.

“Michael?” I ask, stunned.

“Who? Me?” my crossdressing boss answers. His voice is high-pitched, but not quite convincing. I’d be able to clock him on that alone, but I have to say that I’m not sure if I’d be able to spot Michael on the street like this. The makeup is a little overdone, but not too much. Actually, I think he’d probably pass with most people. He always did have a slim frame and lissome legs that strut nimbly in those heels.

“Is this about the email?” I say, not sure how else to respond. “Because it was just a mistake. A prank, ya see Oscar–”

‘Michael’ puts a finger to his ruby red lips.

“I’m not here about some email. I’m here for you, baby,” and the way he says it stirs something in me. I mean, I know this is my boss. I can tell. But he doesn’t look like a man, doesn’t sound like a man, and definitely doesn’t dress like a man.

I’ve never been turned on by a crossdresser before. It’s not that I’m against them. I’ve seen crossdressers around and they’ve never bothered me. I’ve just never encountered one who looked feminine enough to turn me on. And I’ve never considered doing anything with a crossdresser before. Especially not one I know from the office.

“Uh, well...look, Michael.”

“I’m not Michael,” he says.

“Fine, Michelle–”

“I’m not Michelle.”

“Okay, so what do you want me to call you?”

“My name is Silvia.”

“Oh, okay,” I say, surprised at just how elaborate this hypnotism stuff can get. “I’m sorry to tell you that there’s been a mistake. That email? It wasn’t meant for you. It was meant for someone else, so you– ”

“I told you before, I don’t know anything about an email,” Silvia says. “I’m here because I heard there was a hot young man here in need of a good time.”

“Right, well as I’m trying to explain, no good time needed here.”

Silvia starts undoing the buttons on that coat. It slinks off and I’m floored by what I see. Silvia’s body is not at all what I was expecting. Instead of some hairy guy stuffed into lingerie, Silvia is slender and smooth and surprisingly curvy in just the right places. There’s just a hint of a bulge tucked into those panties, but somehow it doesn’t look strange there. I can make it out, but more noticeable are the shape of those hips. ‘She’ could probably pass anywhere. How the hell has Michael made himself so convincing?

“Silvia–”

“Shhh,” Silvia says, prancing theatrically towards me, heel to toe in a straight line so that ‘her’ hips jut out with each step.

“Don’t say a word. You don’t need to do a thing. Leave it all to mama.”
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I can feel myself getting hard, my erection pressing against my inner thigh. Sure my brain knows that this is Michael Demmick, but my cock hasn’t been given any such information. And right now my cock is seeking out exactly what it wants.

Silvia kneels in front of me, looks up with a shy grin. It’s now perfectly obvious that I’m rock solid. With one of those delicate hands, she undoes my fly and wraps her lips around the head of my cock.

“Jesus,” I sigh as she begins to blow me in the middle of my living. I worry that this is still somehow all some sort of elaborate game. But, so what if it is? Should I refuse this blowjob right now just to prove that I’m straight? What kind of straight guy would do that? Silvia blows me like she’s never felt anything so delectable on her tongue as my smooth, hard cock. She hums gently as she bobs up and down. She wasn’t lying. I really don’t have to do anything. My eyes flutter as I’m transported by the pleasure of it. Between humming she makes little smacking noises, perhaps exaggerating just how wonderful having my dick in her mouth is. But maybe not. Those puffy lips that I’ve seen curled into a self-righteous sneer so many times are actually being put to use. The thought of it makes me smile. Who knew?

Silvia sucks cock like a champ. She manages to switch up the pace so that I can barely even hold out for ten minutes before I cum in her mouth. She’s delighted when my semen spills into her mouth, thick and gooey. She licks my head clean, only finishing when my chub is receding.

“That was...thanks.”

“Thank you,” Silvia says, resting her head against my knee for a moment. It’s at this point that I notice how the wig has managed to stay on the entire time. That’s pretty impressive in itself. I offer Silvia a hand and she rises from her knees.

“So, what now?” I ask.

“Now it’s time for me to go,” Silvia replies.

“Already?”

“Well, there’s always tomorrow night, right?”

I hadn’t really thought that far ahead. But it’s not like I’m about to object. Not after a blowjob like that.

“So, that’s it? We just go back to work tomorrow like nothing happened?”

She looks at me, uncomprehending.

“Oh, okay. I guess I’m not supposed to bring that up… Anyway, uh, get home safe, I guess. Oh, let me help you with your coat.”

“Thanks,” she says as I pick the coat off the floor, bat at a patch of dust, and then help her into it. “This was fun.”

“For me especially,” I say. She grins, and I wonder whether that’s true. She definitely seems pleased with how the night went. She. Wow. Mike, I never could have imagined.

“See you tomorrow,” she tells me, then I’m on my own.
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Christ what a night. I stayed away half the night thinking about it, remembering. I had to jerk off again just to get to sleep. Laying in bed, playing with myself, I replayed the whole thing in my head. The doorbell, seeing her outside. Then letting her inside. Discovering that she’s my boss, and at the same time not my boss at all. Those expert lips on erect rod. I’m finding it harder than usual to concentrate. I’ve already had two cups of coffee and a redbull, but even though I’m wired my thoughts are still scattered. Oscar has been pumping me for details since he got it (the first time I can remember when I was already sitting at my desk when he walked in) but I’ve refused to give him anything.

“Come on, you’re seriously holding out on me? Who am I going to tell. I’m the guy who gave you the link in the first place, remember?”

“It was no big deal,” I say.

“What was? You won’t even admit what happened.”

“Let’s just forget it and do our work, okay?”

“You? You’re actually telling me to get back to work, you’re the one–”

But Oscar’s unable to finish his thought, because just then Michael enters.

“Jenson,” he says in a tone that’s less than friendly. He’s trying, and failing, to maintain the facade of professional courtesy. “What happened?”

Is he asking about last night? Oh, shit. He can’t know it was me, right? Or he is understandably curious about why he woke up wearing a bra and panties with smeared makeup on his face and cum on his breath?

“Uh, Michael, I–”

“I need that report, man,” he says, once again trying to adopt a casual attitude with the ‘man’ business. “I’m really screwed without it. You were supposed to send it to me last night. What happened?”

“I, uh, forgot,” I say, relieved that he seems to have no memory of last night. I guess that hypnotism really is powerful stuff. “But I have it.”

“Well, send it to me now,” he says. I quickly comply. I check the attachment (carefully this time) and with a whoosh it’s off. He opens it on his phone, inspects it, and appears satisfied. Without a word, or so much as a ‘thank you,’ he turns and exits.

“What an asshole,” Oscar says quietly after Michael’s gone.

What an asshole indeed. I think tonight I’m really going to pound it hard as punishment.
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I can hardly even get through the day. Every passing moment that gets me closer to quitting time has me thinking sex more and more. I picture different positions, making Michael into my submissive little sissy. You think you can push me around now, just wait until the white collars come off and we’re alone in the dark together. We’ll see then who the big man is then, won’t we, Michael? Or should I say, Sylvia? The thought of him on all fours begging for my cum is enough to make all the bullshit that I’ve ever had to take from that jerk worth it. Almost. 

With just fifteen minutes left in the work day, I power down my desktop and stuff the remaining papers in my desk drawer.

“What’s your hurry?” Oscar asks knowingly.

“What do you mean? I’m just trying to get out of here, same as you,” I reply.

“No plans for tonight? Nothing that you’re rushing home to?”

“Screw off.”

“Actually, I’ve got something else in mind,” says Michael. The bastard really does know how to make an entrance. He’s got a stack of papers in his hand. Perfect. “I’m sorry to do this,” he says. He actually has the balls to pretend he’s reluctant. “But since I got such a late start this morning, I had to play catch up. I’m gonna need you to take some of my load off.”

“You’re gonna be taking my load soon enough,” I mutter, sotto voce.

“What was that?” 

“I’ll get it done,” I say, accepting the folder thick with papers. Michael turns and exits.

“Dude, you’re screwed,” says Oscar.

“You think so, huh?”

“What are you thinking?” he asks.

“I’m thinking that I’m going to get it done in my own way,” I say, stuffing the folder into my backpack and slinging it over my shoulder.

“Enjoy your late night,” Oscar says. 

“Oh, believe me. I’ll enjoy it more than you think.”
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Silvia groans as I press my thick rod deeper inside her, stimulating her as I plunge inside. I’ve got her down on all fours on the bed, just like exactly like I pictured it. Only now I’m angry. I won’t go gentle. I won’t let up until I’ve made her sweat. I want it to hurt. I want her asshole so raw that Michael will get the bright idea to get a standing desk. He’ll tell himself that they’re healthier, better for your posture. But that will just be a rationalization. He’ll conveniently ignore the fact that his asshole is on fire and he can’t stand to sit for more than a minute. The wonders of hypnotism.

“Oh, yeah,” Silvia says.

“You like that, you filthy slut?” I ask. 

“Yes, daddy,” Silvia replies.

“That’s because you’re a dirty little whore. I should make you pay me.”

“Anything you want,” Silvia says, pressing herself against me so that I’m spreading her ass as far as it will stretch. I smack her tight glutes hard, so hard that she has trouble keeping up the rhythm. I hit her again, this time in the same place. I do it over and over. 

“You like it rough?” I say, really enjoying myself. She gasps in ecstacy, unable to answer. My smacks are now starting to really sting. I can already see that the red spot on her lower thigh is starting to bruise. It’s going to leave a mark alright. Satisfied, I press my shaft deeper, enjoying the tightness as she clenches. Then, I cum hard, shooting my load up inside her.

As I pull out, Silvia is still in the same position.

“What’s up?” I ask.

“Do I have master’s permission to come?”

This brings a smile to my face. Has she been holding back all this time? 

“Yeah. Sure, sissy. Daddy says it’s time to cream in your panties.”

She grabs hold of her cock and with a few quick pumps lets out an exaggerated moan that lets me know that she’s cumming hard. I look for a discarded t-shirt to wipe myself off with.

“Jesus,” I say. “That was even better than the first time.” My rage is starting to dissipate a little, now that I’m satisfied. “How did you like it?”

“Better than last time,” she agrees.

“Yeah?” I say. For some reason it’s suddenly important to me. A second ago I was so selfish that I would have been happier if she reported that she didn’t like it. But I’m starting to separate my anger towards Michael from my feelings for Silvia. Even when I take my aggression out on him, it’s her that ends up happy with everything that I give her.

I offer her the t-shirt to wipe herself down with. She’s got cum pooling in her panties, and I want to give her the chance to get cleaned up.

“You can use my shower,” I say. She nods, walks over to the door. Then, I think better of it. “Just rinse off your junk and then get back out here. I don’t want you messing up your hair and makeup.”

“Okay,” Silvia says.

“You don’t have to wear those panties home. You can come back for them later.”

The thought of her dick flapping around under her skirt almost stirs me again. While she’s cleaning up, I wonder whether I’m starting to take this thing too far. I mean, I did make a promise to myself that I wouldn’t do anything to violate Molly. But, then, Molly never made my life a living hell at work. And the fact that it’s Micheal dressed as a woman does change things. I know that it doesn’t make it okay. I just feel a little better knowing that it’s my asshole boss instead of a woman that I’m taking advantage of.

But I also don’t want to stop. I can’t stop. Not now. It’s all just too delicious. The sweetest revenge is some rough sex, it seems.

I also have the thought that Michael must have been a crossdresser before. I mean, if you think about it there’s no way that he’d be so convincing from the moment he showed up at my place. The clothes, the voice, the mannerisms, and the name Silvia? How could he have come up with all of that on his own? How would he have even had the time to go shopping for women’s clothes between the time when I sent that video link and when Silvia arrived at my apartment? Let alone the breast forms, the makeup and all the rest of it. Yes, I think that Michael has been hiding this secret for quite a while before I ever got involved with my little hypnosis trick. This too makes me feel a little better.

Silvia exits the bathroom, dressed in the same skin-tight dress that she arrived in. She walks in such a way that her bulge is hardly even noticeable. A big overcoat will conceal it the rest of the way.

“Listen,” I say. “I hope I wasn’t too rough with you.”

“It’s okay,” she says, smiling coyly. “Don’t worry. I’m a big girl. I can take it.”

“I want you to have a good time.”

“I did,” she insists.

“Good. There’s just one more thing. I’m gonna need you to take care of these reports,” I say, handing Silvia the same stack of papers that Michael handed me a few hours before. There’s a post-it attached: From Jenson.

“I’ll need you to finish them before tomorrow. Just put them in your briefcase when you’re done so that you can find them later.”

“Yes, sir,” she says.

“I like that. Keep saying that, will you?”

“Okay.”

“That’ll be all, Silvia.”

“Goodnight, sir.”


7.

Back at work, something’s not right. Michael didn’t come in this morning. Everybody in the office is wondering where he is.

“I thought you’d be happy not to have Demmick breathing down your neck,” Oscar says when he tells me the news. He’s almost gleeful. Me, I’m worried. This isn’t good. What if the hypnosis is wearing off? What if Silvia can’t snap back into ‘Michael mode’? What if they send someone to his house and they find him in a silky negligee doing my work? Or worse, what if something really bad happened to him? 

But it’s not like I can call Silvia. I might get Michael instead. Maybe he really is sick. Or maybe he’s realized that something isn’t right and is using the time to get to the bottom of what it is. All day long, I sweat it out. I keep waiting for the shoe to drop. I’m afraid that I’ll get the news that Michael jumped off a bridge, or something. Instead, I get an IM from Molly.

Hey Kirk,

Could I get your help with something? I need to have a report ready to corporate and it’s really not my area. I’m working on it now, but when it’s done could I send it to you? I’d really love another set of eyes on this thing. Think you could lend me your baby blues for a minute?

Molly

Holy shit! This is exactly the opening that I’ve been waiting for. Molly needs my help. I guess that screw up with the email wasn’t such a bad thing after all.

Hey Molly,

I’m happy to help. Just send it over to me when you’re done and I’ll take a look.

She sends the document and I look it over. But before I get the chance to respond, the phone rings.

“Kirk, are you there?”

“Silvia?”

“I need to see you.”

“How are you– hold on, I can meet you at my place.”

“No, don’t. Come over to my apartment, will you?”

“Fine. Send me the address. I’m leaving now.”

“Thank you,” she says gratefully.

I knew something like this was going on. The hypnotic command must have gotten turned around somehow. I just hope that I can fix it fast. I don’t need my dirty little secret turning back into my boss while I’m in Demmick’s apartment.

“Hey, I’m going to Starbucks,” I say.

“Cool,” Oscar says without looking up.


8.

I send a text announcing, “I’m here.” The apartment complex is pretty nondescript and actually a little sad. Somehow I had it in my head that Michael Demmick makes a lot more money than me, but I guess that’s probably not true. Anyway, this apartment doesn’t look any more expensive than mine, and may even be less. I hate myself for getting entangled with any of this. Sure, it was fun when Silvia arrived at my place after dark and I didn’t have to do anything. But what’s the point of having a hypnotized sissy who obeys your every command if you have to leave work to handle little complications? I wait about 90 seconds and knock on the door. It opens.

“Come in.”

It’s not Silvia extending the invitation. It’s Michael, fully back in his male form. He regards me with a kind of disguised glee. I step inside, wary.  

The interior of his apartment is at least clean, but dark. Without signalling to me, he walks down the hall. I follow. The door at the end of the hall turns out to be a bedroom. It’s sparsely decorated with black bedspread and a window with black curtains that he peels back.

“Uh, hey. So, we missed you at work, Mike.”

“I called and requested a personal day,” he responds. “There were a few things I had to work out.”

He points to a bench at the foot of the bed.

“Sit down.”

I do.

“Listen,” I say, worried now. “I don’t know how much you know.”

“Much more than you,” he says. He goes over to the nightstand and retrieves the stack of papers. He drops it in my lap.

“I suppose that you’ve probably figured out that I’m a crossdresser.”

I don’t say anything.

“I’ve been dressing as Silvia every evening after work for years. Some may call it deviant, but nobody would call it wrong. I mean, I have rights. I’m not hurting anyone. I’m not forcing anyone to act against their will. Not like what you did to me.”

“Listen, Michael– uh, Mr. Demmick, I want you to know that link wasn’t meant for you. It was a mistake–”

“Like this?” he says, tossing the stack of papers at me. It bounces off my nose and falls to the floor.

“You’ve been using me. You’ve been screwing me, and screwing me over. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, sir.” I hear myself saying, although I’m not totally convinced that I’m the only one in the wrong here.

“You think I wasn’t going to notice that I had a welt on my ass? I wake up and find my handwriting on a report I told you to write and you didn’t think I’d put it together?”

“Well, you have to admit that you’ve really been riding me hard at work,” I say.

“Not nearly so hard as I’ll be riding you now.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have a girlfriend. A woman I’ve been seeing for a few months now. She knows about my dressing habit and she’s supportive of it. It turns her on to see me dressed like a sissy. And she wants to see me with a partner next.”

Oh, shit.

“That’s right. Molly has got a voyeuristic side, and she likes the idea of two sissies screwing each other’s brains out.”

“You can’t,” I protest.

“It’s already done. What do you think I brought you here for?”

“But Molly–”

“Think about it, Jenson. What was in that file that Molly sent?”

Panicked, I search my brain but I can’t recover the information. I remember opening the email, but then it’s a blank up until the phone call. Oh, shit!

“She sent you the same link that you sent me,” Michael says with obvious satisfaction. “You’re now under the same spell as me. And that means that you can’t resist this–”

He throws open the door to his closet with a dramatic flourish. The closet is huge, well-lit and covered from floor to ceiling with dresses, panties, skirts, blouses, bras, nightgowns, negligees, nightgowns, shoes, and just about every girly accessory that you could think of. The assault on my senses is spectacular. I can’t help but imagine myself wearing every item that my eyes fall upon. I imagine the feel of the fabric against my skin, the way that a pair of heels could show off the curve of my ass or the way a tight little skirt would hug my hips.

I’m horrified but amazed, and even a little turned on. All these could be for me? I hear a voice in my head say. I’m practically drooling at the cornucopia of sissification. 

“You like?” Michael asks, smiling wickedly. I nod without conscious effort. I’d look so good wearing these things that I can’t help but consider the possibility with wonder. “Okay, sissy, let’s get you dolled up.”

9.

“You make a lovely girl, Kira,” Molly says. I blush, giving her a little curtsy. I’m wearing a school girl’s outfit with breast forms that give me the impression of having huge assets. The heels are a little too small for my feet, but they make my ass stick out. The frilly thong running up the crack of my ass looked so good in the mirror that I can’t wait to bend over and show it off.

Molly is reclining on the couch, decked out in all leather. A leather whip twirls in her hand.

“Now, my little sissies, let’s see Silvia mount Kira, shall we?”

Silvia approaches me. I feel her hands run up my leg and squeeze my ass. My cock is already rising, the pain of it pressing against my tight thong making the sensation all the more pleasurable. Silvia wears a strap-on dildo, since the mistress insists that she never be allowed to use her own cock on me, only on herself.

My heart pounds as the knowledge that I’m about to be penetrated fills me with anticipation. This part always makes me feel so girly. I bend over, spreading my legs and splaying myself as widely as possible to allow for Silvia’s silicone dick to get deeper inside me. Molly watches with rapt attention as Silvia pulls my underwear down, freeing my cock in the process.

“Mistress,” I ask. “May I please play with my cock?”

“Yes, my pet,” she tells me. “Go ahead and rub yourself as much as your little sissy heart desires.”

Eagerly, I begin stroking myself while Silvia lubricates my asshole. The cool gel is exhilarating and signals what’s about to begin. I moan as her dildo forces its way between my cheeks, stimulating my prostate as it burrows deeper within me.

Silvia bucks hard against me, making me shiver with pleasure as she goes deeper and deeper. I forget about my own small cock, overcome by ecstasy.

“Slap her ass,” Molly commands. Yes, slap my ass!

Silvia hits me hard on my right haunch, mimicking the same move I made to her.

“Harder,” I beg.

“Silence, sissy!” Molly bellows. “You’re not the one in control here. I am. Slap her harder, Silvia!”

Silvia smacks me again, this time delivering a satisfying burst of pleasurable pain. I want to be smacked, I want to have my sissy little ass pounded for the amusement of my mistress. It’s all so foreign, but at the same time so right. 

“How is she, Silvia?”

“Tight, Mistress. Very tight. And eager.”

I remember my cock and begin to stroke the head of my shaft again as Silvia plows me in the ass. My strokes become desperate, I’m so horny that I feel like I’m about to explode.

“Slow down, Kira. We don’t want you finishing too quickly,” Molly commands.

“Yes, Mistress,” I say, taking my hand away from my cock. It’ll only make it all the sweeter when I finally do come. I can feel the pressure building. In the meantime, my prostate is sending waves of pleasure through my body with each thrash of the dildo inside my colon.

I cup my balls, squeezing them hard as Silvia fucks me. When she makes me orgasm anally, I ejaculate all over the floor, mouth curled into an ‘o’ as I howl with delight.

“There, aren’t you glad you waited?” Molly asks.

“Yes, Mistress,” I say.

“Very good job, girls. That will be all for tonight.”

10.

“I thought five o’clock would never come,” I say.

“You said it, brother,” Oscar agrees. “You wanna go to O’Malley’s and grab a beer?”

“Nah, I think I’ll probably just head home early.”

I don’t tell him that I don’t feel much like going out because my asshole is on fire. I swear, I thought that hemorrhoids were just for old people but I guess I was wrong. I can’t believe how quickly they can come on. I think I’ll get a standing desk. They’re all the rage, apparently. If Oscar asks, I’ll tell him that the reason is because they’re better for your health, which they are, I guess.

“Hey, Kirk,” says Michael, peeking his head in.

“Yes, Michael?”

“Great job on that last project. I’m glad to see you on the ball. Keep it up and you’ve got a promotion in your future.”

I give him a little mock salute. 

“Kiss ass,” Oscar says after Michael is gone. Actually, I’m glad we’re getting along better. He’s not such a bad guy, after all. I don’t know why we didn’t get along from the start but for whatever reason I’m starting to warm up to the guy.

“So, you’re really gonna pussy out?” Oscar asks. “Is a date with your hand better than drinking with your friend?”

“I dunno,” I say. “I just have a feeling I’ll have more fun if I stay home.”

“Suit yourself,” Oscar says, throwing his messenger bag over his shoulder.

“See ya tomorrow, yeah?”

“Where else would I be?” I say, powering down my computer and preparing to head home.


Body Swap Stories

Stories where guys switch bodies with girls


Changing Partners

1.

“How do you know when it’s over?” Julia asks, tugging the sheet to cover her breasts.

“Sorry?” Renaldo replies, distractedly floating in post-coital bliss.

“Relationships. I mean, you can see when they’re working. You can see when they’re not working. But then, what about when they’re really, truly over? Nothing left to fight for?”

“Julia, what troubles you?” Renaldo says, turning his body towards her and sliding his arm under the small of her naked back. This is the best way to experience a woman, he thinks. When she is vulnerable and soft and has just made love and is flooded with emotions. The fact that he does not fully comprehend the feelings of this odd white woman only makes her more alluring.

“Nothing,” she sighs. “No, that’s not true. I’m just thinking out loud is all.” 

Renaldo wraps his arms around her, feeling her stomach with the tips of his fingers.

“You think about your husband, yes?”

“Yes,” she says. “Him. What the hell was he thinking? To slip into bed with some tramp like that?”

“What was he thinking? I’m sorry to tell you, but I understand what he was thinking. For me, it is easy to see.”

She snaps her head in his direction, suddenly sensing a challenge.

“What’s so easy for you to see?” she asks.

“For a man, the experience of a woman is like no other pleasure. She is not just something that he can have, but something he must have. He feels a fire that he cannot hold back, that he cannot contain within himself. He needs to release it.”

“I’m a fire, too. I’ve got a fire I need to release.”

“Claro,” he says, lifting the sheet to admire her exquisite breasts. She squirms, tugging the sheet back down to stop feeling so exposed.

“I’m not talking about sex,” she says.

“Why not?” Renaldo says, lifting the sheet again. Julia smacks his hand away.

“Is that all men think about? Is it impossible to think about anything else? You’ve just got that little head that does your thinking for you?”

“Heart, head, who knows what it is or what part commands a man to act as he does?”

“He’s cheating on me,” Julia continues. “I know that, and there’s nothing that I can do about it. Nothing except this,” she says, gesturing with one hand to the two of them in bed together.

“This is not nothing,” he says. “You have followed your heart tonight, Julia. To do any less would be an affront to all of humanity.” 

“You don’t understand what I’m saying at all,” Julia moans.

“I understand. But I do not see. Not the way you do,” he says. “I see like a man. It is my curse.”

He begins to kiss her shoulder, which makes her smile. She can’t help it. There’s something so effortlessly charming about this man. This man she just picked up in a bar. The one she doesn't know except what she learned about him over a few glasses of wine. Renaldo. Born in Guadalajara but moved to the US when he was still a child. Works in carpentry; he’s good with his hands. His mouth, too. A very attentive lover. Practiced might be the better word. Not like that dick Richard. A real man. The kind of man that can actually pull off a ponytail. Ordinarily, she would have found something to criticize about his hairstyle. But tonight, she's drawn to his muscles, to his warmth, to his scent.

“I wish I was cursed,” Julia says.

“Why would you wish for that?”

“I want to know how you men think. I want to understand how you can say that you love someone you just met.”

“You don’t love me?” Renaldo says with mock horror. She giggles.

“No, I don’t.”

“So, maybe it is the same with this woman and your… what is your husband’s name?”

“Richard.”

“Yes. he makes love to her, but that is so easy, no?”

“But that’s just my point. Maybe you’re right and he doesn’t really care for her. But, so what? I don’t understand how he can be like that. How can he sleep with her and feel nothing for me?” 

“That I cannot answer. I am only a man, Julia.”

“You’re more of a man than he is, I can tell.”

“Yes, that’s true,” Renaldo says without qualification.

“You don’t even know him,” she teases.

“So? I know his wife. A woman like this, you don’t leave unsatisfied.”

“I like that,” Julia says, almost to herself. “A real man never leaves a woman like me unsatisfied.”


2.

While Renaldo and Julia talk in bed, Richard Finn is himself satisfying the woman that he’d been seeing for two weeks. With her ankles draped across his shoulders, Richard presses himself further and deeper into Megan Connelly. Megan experiences the pleasure of him in waves, the fuck satisfying for a moment her insatiable need for a man: any man. The truth is that Megan doesn’t feel the same exhilaration that Richard feels as he charges into her, filling her. For him, it’s liberating. He’s spent so long with Julia, the woman that he lost his virginity to when they were both kids in college. It had faded, of course. Everything fades. Richard knows that. But things changed when he met Megan. She had that same fire that Julia lost along the way, or so he thinks. The truth is that Megan is actually quite a lot like Julia. She isn’t as taken with Richard’s sexual prowess as he imagines that she is. But she is totally unlike Julia in that she needs sex from a man as often as she can get it. And with her red hair, 36-inch bust, and slender waist, she can get it as often as she has to.

“You like that?” Richard says, not really wanting to know the answer but asking as a proscribed part of the ritual.

“Yes!” Megan gasps. And it’s true. She does like it. The way that she likes a massage, or a manicure, or a new dress.

“I’m fucking you just like you like, you little slut.”

Megan enjoys being called a slut, if it's in bed. Richard's cock is hard and though it isn't the biggest she's had it seems to point up straighter than most men's. It isn't huge, but it makes up for this with its stiffness, which Megan suspects is probably helped along by Viagra. This helps since Richard insisted on wearing a condom, which Megan hates.

The vein in Richard’s forehead begins to protrude as he prepares to come. He feels the pressure building up in him, his volcano about to erupt. He’s performed splendidly, lasting well over twenty minutes. And now he feels his hot seed pouring out of him with force, satisfying his body and his soul. He needed this. Everyone needs this. Why doesn’t his wife need this, too?

As he climbs off of Megan, Richard thinks about coddling and holding her. This would be what Julia would have expected. But Richard decides, correctly, that Megan doesn't need these displays of affection the way that other women do. It's what drew him to her. Megan is not like those women who need constant reassurance of a man's love for her. The sex is more than sufficient.

“I can’t remember the last time I had something like that with my wife,” he says.

“Sex?” Megan asks.

“Well, yes. But I mean, like that.”

Richard meant to imply that the sex had been more than sex, and Megan decides that it is fine that he should continue thinking so.

“Richard, you’re a good man,” Megan says, trying to build up his confidence. “You really should find a girl who deserves you.”

“Are you putting your name up for consideration?” Richard asks.

“It could be me,” Megan says diplomatically.

“If it weren’t for… what?” Richard says.

“Well, no girl likes to feel that she’s second best.”

Richard loves that she referred to herself as a girl, something that Julia wouldn’t do anymore even in jest. She resents bitterly when Richard or anyone else would refer to her as less than a woman, the word feeling heavy and matronly, a little austere coming from her mouth.

“You’re not asking me to leave my wife,” Richard says.

“No,” Megan says. “I’m not.”

“Good,” Richard says, relieved to know where things stand. She doesn’t expect too much from him, and that’s a good thing. Neither of them says anything for a while. Megan checks her Instagram.

“I wish she could see us,” Richard says.

“No you don’t,” Megan replies.

“I do,” Richard admits. “Not because I want it to be over for good. I just wish she could see me as a man.”

“I’m sure she does.”

“She sees me as a male. Her counterpoint, her opposite number. But she doesn’t see me as a man. Am I making any sense?”

“I think so. There are men, and there are men.”

She speaks of this second group with unrestrained relish. The word lingers on her lips.

"Right. I'm a man to her, but to you, I'm a man.”

Megan isn’t entirely convinced either way, but she says nothing.

“She can’t understand what it is to be a man.”

“You can’t understand her either,” Megan says.

“How can you know that?”

“How could any man understand a woman when he’s never felt what she feels? We’re very sensitive, you know.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“No!” Megan shouts playfully. “You only think you do. That’s my point.”

“So how do I learn?”

“You’d have to become a woman to know.”

“Okay, done.”

Megan smiles.

“It’s not that easy.”

“Oh, I know it’s not,” Richard says. “But I can be a very attentive student.”

He kisses her shoulder, unaware that it’s exactly what another man is doing to please his wife at the exact same moment.

“You know that you could probably patch things up with her more easily than you realize.”

“Why would I want to do that?”

“Because you want to make your marriage work, don’t you?”

“No. What I want now is to stay in this bed with you for as long as I can until I have to see Julia again.”

Megan doesn’t move, even when Richard gently squeezes her breast.

“What?” he asks, sensing her hesitation.

“I have to go,” she says, her voice trailing off in a way that is meant to make her sound guilty. Though, in reality, she doesn’t feel the least bit bad.

“Really? Now?”

"Yeah. I told some girlfriends I would meet them for drinks at 11:30."

“You go out that late?” Richard asks, realizing that it makes him sound like an old man. Actually, Megan isn’t going to meet up with her girlfriends, nor is she going to see another man. She just prefers to sleep in her bed alone instead of waking up in a hotel room with Richard.

“Are you mad at me?” Megan asks in a little girl voice.

“No, of course not. You’re young. Younger than me, I mean. Go have fun.”

She leans over and kisses him on the chin. Then, she slides out of the bed, making no attempt to cover herself. Richard admires her as she steps into her panties, pulling them up around the curves of her perfectly pert ass. She bends over to retrieve her bra, pressing the cups against her ample chest and fastening the snap behind her back. He decides he’s going to jerk off as soon as she leaves the room. He’s seriously falling for this girl, he realizes. And he knows it’s a bad idea. She puts on her black dress, its curves perfectly contoured to her own. Then, she comes over to his side of the bed and gives him one more goodbye peck before departing.

She's leading this guy on, she decides. She realizes he's probably going to jerk off as soon as she leaves, thinking about the way that she got dressed in front of him. She never made him any promises, but guys always seem to want more. They're always so full of feelings. And those feelings always seem to involve possessiveness and monogamy, and, well, blah.

“See you soon?” Richard asks, just a second before she’s out the door.

“Sure,” she says.

“I have your number.”

She just smiles as she shuts the door behind her.


3.

Julia Finn knows that something is wrong before she's even fully conscious. She's uncomfortable in an unfamiliar way. She feels a pressure between her legs that she's never woken up to before. She opens her eyes. For a moment, she doesn't know where she is. Then, she turns to her side and sees her own face resting peacefully in front of her. She screams.

Julia watches as her lover opens his eyes. Renaldo too is disoriented. He sits up straight, alarmed by the throaty, masculine shriek. He watches his own face contorted in terror in front of him.

“What’s wrong?” Renaldo asks, his voice high and feminine. Amazed, he puts a finger to the lips of the mouth that just spoke. He’s in Julia’s body, and she’s in his.

“Renaldo?” Julia asks tentatively.

“Yes?” he replies.

“What happened to us?”

Renaldo doesn't answer. He throws off the sheet to examine the woman's body he now resides in. He looks down with wonder at the round mounds of flesh, his flat stomach, his perfectly smooth legs, feet with their painted nails, and the pair of purple panties with a tiny, manicured mound of public hair. He tentatively reaches down and touches through the fabric of the underwear the lips of his pussy. The touch sends a shiver up his back.

“Don’t,” Julia protests, sounding like Renaldo’s brother Ramon, a gay man with a lilting way of speaking. Renaldo feels a surge of fear, but he’s fascinated too.

“How is this possible?” Renaldo wonders aloud, aware that he now speaks in Julia’s voice with just a hint of a Mexican accent.

“Oh, god!” Julia says, turning her hips away from him.

“What is it?” Renaldo asks. He watches as Julia grimaces in embarrassment. He looks down and understands. Julia has an erection. He puts a slender hand on her powerful shoulder.

“It’s okay, my love. You don’t have to be afraid. I’m right here.”

“What? Ay basura! you think that this is my fault?”

“I don’t know,” Julia says, tears forming the corners of her eyes. “I don’t like this. I want to change back.”

“Fine with me.”

“How?”

Renaldo frowns, brushing a strand of Julia’s brown curly hair from in front of his eyes.

“I don’t know. I feel the same that you feel, Julia.” Her name comes out as ‘hoolia’.

Julia rises from the bed, still sporting a hard-on. She bends her knees, trying to hide the bulge pressing against her tight black underwear. She howls, clutching at her long, flowing hair.

“I can’t be a man,” she protests. “I don’t know how.”

“Claro,” Renaldo assents.

“I want my body back.”

“I understand, Julia. But I don’t know how to give that to you.”

Julia turns and retreats to the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. Renaldo hears the sound of her crying on the other side of the door.

“Don’t panic, my love!” he calls to her.

“Don’t call me that!” she yells. “I don’t even know you!”

Renaldo rolls his eyes. Of all the women that he had to switch bodies with, why this one? Why not Imelda? He feels pretty sure that if the same thing happened to her, she would be able to handle the shock better than this white woman. They might have even had a little fun together. The thought of the two of them kissing and touching each other brings an unfamiliar sensation between Renaldo's legs. He can feel the heat radiating from his crotch. For the first time in his life, the thought of sex is making him wet. A kind of comfortable buzz sets in, and his fingers move to the source of this strange pleasure. He touches the outside of his underwear again, feeling the pussy through the fabric. Without consciously knowing why Renaldo's other hand reaches up to cup his breasts. He feels electric currents of excitement as his nipples begin to stand up. He wants to tug off the bra and feel his chest bounce, to press his hands to those nipples. Running his fingers along his waistband, Renaldo decides he has to have more. He slips two fingers into his crotch, moaning loudly as they slide into his slippery, warm vagina.

“What’s going on out there?” Julia calls. Renaldo pulls his fingers out, face reddening with embarrassment. He can’t do this now. What if she had caught him? He pictures her coming in and discovering him tweaking his nipples and touching his pussy. The thought excites him all over again. Damn. This body is insatiable.

“Nothing!” Renaldo calls, trying to calm his awakening sexual appetite. “Why don’t you take a shower? You will feel much better when you do.”

“I can’t shower like this!” Julia protests. Fine, he thinks. The hot water would do him some good. Besides, his fingers now have the fishy odor that he’s been familiar with ever since he first lost his virginity to Luz, a cute girl in his class at the age of fifteen.

"Then come out there and we can talk," Renaldo offers. After a moment, the door creaks open, and Julia, sans erection, enters sheepishly.

“What are we going to do?”

“For now, we need to act natural.”

“Right, okay.”

“What will you do today?” Renaldo asks.

“I was planning to go back home.”

“Will your husband be there?”

“Not yet. He’ll be at his office for most of the day.”

“Kids?”

Julia shakes her head. Not for the first time, she’s glad that she and Richard didn’t have kids. It makes this whole thing a lot less complicated.

“Okay. I will go and wait for him.”

“You?!”

“Of course. It cannot be you who goes to your home in my body, no?”

“What will I do while you’re gone?”

“I work in the bar, remember? My shift does not start until 10 pm. That will give you some time to study what you need to do.”

Julia looked worried.

“I can’t do this.”

“Yes, you can. Tending bar is not so easy as people are thinking. But it’s not so hard either. You’ll do just fine.”

“Okay, when you get to my house, I’ve got a few Etsy orders to fulfill.”

“Etsy?”

"I make jewelry. The pieces are already made. You just need to box them up and then check the fulfillment spreadsheet for the list of recipients."

Renaldo looked at her uncertainly.

“Can you do this?!”

“Yes, yes. Okay. Don’t worry. Now, if you’re not going to take a shower, allow me.”

Renaldo sashays into the bathroom, wiggling his cute little ass as he goes. Julia involuntarily watches that ass, her ass, and is horrified to find herself stiffening once again.


4.

On the other side of town, Richard is waking up to an unfamiliar sensation of his own. Still on the edge of consciousness, Richard finds a pillow pressed between his legs. He finds it pleasurable to press the pillow between his thighs, the slight pressure giving him a sensation he’s never felt before. That pleasure radiates up to his chest and makes his nipples stand on end. Richard opens his eyes. A curtain of red hair is in front of them. Confused, Richard reaches down and tugs the pillow from between his legs. He finds the side of the pillow sticky and wet. It has a faint odor that’s slightly fishy but also fragrant. It’s the smell of his pussy. Richard clasps his chest. His fingers touched a pair of succulent breasts. He’s completely naked, and he’s no longer a ‘he’. He shrieks in a woman’s voice. Climbing off the bed, the sheet trailing behind him, he goes to the mirror and discovers the face of Megan Connelly staring back at him. He shrieks again. He touches his face, finding it smooth. His lips tingle as he runs his fingers across them.

“Oh, god!” Richard cries. He looked down in amazement at the woman’s body that he now possesses, his hands again touching his breasts and then running down to his hips and thighs. He touches his round pert ass. “Holy shit!”

The phone rings. Richard stumbled over to the phone, finding his movements unfamiliar with a woman’s breasts and thighs.

“Hello?”

“Richard?” comes his own voice on the other end of the line.

“Yes, it’s me,” Richard confirms in a girlish voice. “Megan, what happened to us?”

"I don't know," she squeals. "I woke up with a hard-on, Richard. How the hell did this happen?"

“I have no idea,” Richard says, trying to collect himself.

“Are you at home?” Megan asks.

“No,” says Richard reflexively.

“I meant my house,” says Megan.

“Oh.”

Richard looks around. The same underwear that he’d watched Megan put on the night before has been tossed casually on the floor.

“Yeah,” he said. “I guess I am.”

“Don’t do anything,” Megan said. “I’m coming over.”

“Hurry,” says Richard. The phone clicks off. Richard feels exposed. The air conditioner was on and the temperature in the room is causing Richard’s nipples to stand erect again. He goes over to the closet and opens it. Inside are dozens, maybe hundreds of women’s outfits. He frowns, not sure what to do with any of them. It’s all an explosion of different fabrics. He spies a terry cloth robe and pulls it on.

He feels the urge to pee. He flees to the bathroom. Lifting the terry cloth robe like a skirt, he sits down. The toilet seat feels cold on his ass. Releasing, Richard pees. The whole procedure fills him with embarrassment, but curiosity gets the better of him. He looks down at his vagina. It’s perfectly smooth and hairless, a fact that he admired about Megan every time they’d had sex. She must wax it regularly to keep it that way. He waits for the last few drops to subside, then he grabs a sheet of toilet paper and dabbed his vagina. The paper feels rough against his soft parts, but it arouses him too. He has a sudden urge to touch himself, but he resists. Flushing, he returns to the bedroom to wait for Megan.

He lays on the bed, trying to figure out what’s happening to him. How had he and Megan switched bodies? What was he going to do now that they had?

After a few moments, Richard hears the car pull up outside. He expects Megan to get out of the car but has to remind himself that it's his own body he should be expecting. Watching himself get out of the car is disorienting.

“Do I really look like that?” he says in Megan’s voice. He goes downstairs to let Megan in the door. She goes wide-eyed when she sees him wearing her robe.

“Richard,” says Megan, brushing her hand against his cheek. It feels nice against Richard’s soft skin. They hug. “What the hell is going on?”

Megan enters.

“So, what do we do?” Richard asks.

“I don’t know,” says Megan. “First, I need coffee.”

They go into the kitchen and Richard watches as Megan hurries around the room fixing the coffee. She’s awkward in her movements too. She hits her head on the vent of the stovetop range, too tall now. Megan looks like she’s about to cry, more from fear and frustration than from pain. Richard suddenly feels like he’s going to do the same thing. It’s an unfamiliar sensation, but he’s overwhelmed by emotions. He manages to pull himself together.

“Megan, it’s okay. We’re going to get through this.”

“How?” 

“I don’t know. We just will.”

The coffee brews in the pot and after a few minutes, Megan pours them each a mug.

“You have to be me today,” Megan says.

“What? How?!”

“I’ll show you. I can teach you everything you need to do.”

Richard is embarrassed to realize that he has no idea what Megan does for a living.

“Teach me what?”

“Cosmetics. I’m a beautician at Sephora.”

“I’m a makeup girl?!”

“Don’t make it sound demeaning. I hate when men do that. I’m proud of my job, okay?”

“Sorry. But how am I supposed to do that job when I know nothing about makeup?”

“It’s not that hard. Like I said, I can show you. Just please, please don’t do anything that will get me fired, okay?”

“Yeah, okay. Fine.”

“What about you?” Megan asks. “What do I need to do to be you?”

“I don’t have any showings today, so I don’t think anyone would notice if I wasn’t at the office today. Just lay low. Stay at home, I guess. Oh, shit!”

“What?”

“My wife Julia is going to be at home. You can’t go there.”

“I have to call her or something at least, right? Don’t you two talk?”

“Yeah, well, it’s been a little bit strained between us lately. But, yeah. Give me your phone. I’ll send her a text.”

Megan hands Richard the phone and sends a quick text just telling her that she hopes she has a good day and that he’s thinking about her.

“Even if I stay here, I’ll have to go to your house eventually,” Megan says.

“Shit. Shit!” Richard curses, realizing that it will look suspicious if he stays away all night for the second night in a row.

“Never mind. We’ll figure that part out later. For now, we’ve got to get you looking presentable.”

“Megan, I can’t. We don’t have enough time.”

“Just do what I tell you and you’ll do fine.”

Richard follows Megan upstairs. She waits while Richard showers, finding it increasingly difficult to resist the urge to explore his new body. He soaps and lathers his thighs and chest. Richard gets out and wraps a towel around himself. He returns to the bedroom feeling more exposed than when he was completely naked.

“Wrap a towel around your hair too,” Megan chides. “And you didn’t shave your legs!”

Richard looks down, runs a hand along the almost imperceptible stubble on his shins.

“It’s fine,” Richard growls.

"No, it isn't. Now, come here."

Richard sits on the lip of the tub and Megan instructs him on how to shave his legs, using shea butter for lubricant. Then, Megan goes over to the bed and hands Richard the dress and underwear that she selected for him to wear. It's a floral dress paired with simple white cotton panties and a flesh-colored bra. It's beginning to sink in for Richard that he is the woman and he's going to have to play the part in public. Putting on the clothes in the bathroom, he's amazed to find that he actually looks convincing as Megan. Why not? He's not trying to look like her. He is her.

“You look beautiful,” Megan says when she sees him. Richard’s face turns hot. “Are you blushing?”

“Forget it!” Richards snaps defensively.

“Okay, okay. Let’s do your makeup.”

Megan sits Richard down and deftly puts on his makeup for him. Richard watches as carefully as he can everything that she does. Once she’s finished, Megan announces that it’s time for him to show what he’s learned.

“Do me,” Megan says.

“You want me to put makeup on your face?”

“I’ll take it all off before I leave here. But you have to demonstrate that you know what you’re doing, right?”

So, Richard puts the makeup on Megan’s face. It’s a strange and surreal experience to watch his own face being covered in lipstick and rouge. But he has to admit that he does a passable job of it. When he’s done, Megan’s face is still a man’s but Megan’s femininity is expressed from within. 

“I think you’re ready,” Megan says. “Let’s do this.”


5.

At Julia and Richard's house, Renaldo is exploring his new role too. Having said goodbye to Julia, Renaldo has been charged with fulfilling her Etsy orders. That took all of half an hour. He found the spreadsheet, put the little trinkets in their boxes, and put those boxes by the front door for the mailman to collect. These middle-class white women are always so high-strung, and for what? What Julia calls work any member of his family would call a simple chore. But, no matter. Alone in the house, Renaldo decides to take the opportunity to explore this new body with all of its unfamiliar sensations.

Upstairs in the bedroom, he searches through the couple’s things. They have so much crap. So much more than anyone could ever need. But at the back of the closet, Renaldo finds hidden in a shoebox a pink vibrator. He examines the thing curiously. Flipping a little button, the sex toy whirrs to life. It’s not his first time using one. Some of his lovers liked to have him insert it into them. But he never thought to try the device on himself.

Going over to the bed, Renaldo feels his excitement growing as he slides down his panties. He can feel himself already starting to froth as he presses the buzzing little thing to the lips of his pussy. A thrill radiates through his entire body as the vibrator massages him. He takes off his shirt, then his bra to touch his breasts while he masturbates. Soon, he's completely soaked and the smell of his juices is so strong that it seems to fill the room. He plunges the vibrator inside himself, multiplying the ecstasy many times over. He gasps as he gives himself over to it. His hips buck as he plays with himself, sweat forming on his brow as the intensity of the experience carries him away. He could go on for hours like this. But instead, something stops him.

“Julia!” calls a voice from downstairs. Shit! It’s the woman’s husband! Unhappily, Renaldo forces himself to cut his masturbation session short. He deactivates the vibrator, pulls up his panties, and escapes to the bathroom. Jumping in the shower, he seeks to expunge the smell of sex from his body. After he’s run the shower, Renaldo reaches for a pink towel to wrap his body in. He returns to the bedroom. The husband is there, Richard he thinks his name is, staring at him with fascination. Renaldo gets the impression that he’s never seen his wife before, which in a sense is true. They are strangers to each other, but how would he know that?

Of course, it’s Megan in Richard’s body that Renaldo meets in the bedroom. She is amazed to find that she’s attracted to this nearly naked woman. Megan has experienced fleeting attraction to women before now. She can remember times when she found herself drawn to other girls in the showers in high school. But this is something else. In Richard’s body, she notices how the smell of Julia’s apricot shampoo entices her. She thinks about what’s under that towel and how much she’d like to see it.

“Hey, baby,” Megan says, suddenly embarrassed at how foolish she sounds. Stupid!

“There’s my man,” Renaldo says, drawing closer to her. Renaldo leans up and gives Megan a quick peck on the cheek. “I wasn’t expecting to see you home so early.”

In fact, Megan hadn’t planned on returning to Richard’s home, but curiosity got the better of her. Maybe it was the novelty of being in a man’s body. When would she ever get the chance to do this again? Or perhaps she just wanted to see the competition. True, she didn’t want to steal Richard away from his wife, but she couldn’t help but wonder what about the woman that Richard was stepping out on. Not some haggard hag, it turned out. She wasn’t shrewish or ugly. Why would a man cheat on a woman like this?

“I, uh, wanted to see you,” Megan says, speaking extemporaneously. “I know that things have been tense between us.”

“Yes, I know,” Renaldo says.

“And I wanted to clear the air and straighten things out,” Megan continues, hardly even aware of what she’s saying. Her eyes drifted to Renaldo’s breasts. Seeing this, Renaldo feels a sudden rush. To have a man looking at his female body this way makes him wet all over again.

“Do you want to talk about it?” Renaldo asks, biting his lip.

"No," Megan says, enfolding Renaldo's lithe female form in his arms. Renaldo drops the towel. Hungrily, Megan presses him to her. She can feel the erection that has been stirring in her pants stiffen. Renaldo welcomes the pressure against his inner thigh and undoes his lover's belt buckle. Renaldo pictures his past lovers, the way that some women would take control. He now resolves to be that assertive woman as he slides Megan's pulsing erection out of her pants and wraps his mouth around her smooth cock.

Megan sighs with pleasure as Renaldo begins to blow her. God, no wonder guys were always losing their minds whenever she did this for them. She suddenly feels that she would do anything for this girl who gets down on her knees and gives this kind of gratification to a lover.

Renaldo is enjoying the unfamiliar joy of tasting a man’s dick on his tongue. He bobs up and down, inviting the shaft deeper into his throat. The spurt of ropey cum is unexpected for both of them. But when it comes, Renaldo is delighted to discover that he enjoys the taste as Megan explodes inside of him.

Megan wishes that she'd lasted just a little longer, but decides that she'll have to get used to sex as a man and she'll hold out much longer on her next go-'round. She looks down at her wife and resolves not to take advantage of this woman the way Richard has. She'll make her a proper wife.


6.

Richard is experiencing his first day as a makeup girl. The job isn’t bad, for what it is. He does a passable job with their makeup, and pretty soon he finds that even though he knows practically nothing about makeup, that’s not really what the job is all about. Mostly, it’s just about customer service and making the women that he talks to feel seen and appreciated.

“You’re such a doll,” one woman in her fifties tells him. “Are you married, sweetie?”

“Yes,” Richard says instinctively. “We’ve been together for almost eight years.”

“If I still looked like you, I’d have no trouble keeping a man happy.”

Richard blushes.

“Sometimes I wonder,” he says. “I suspect that things aren’t as strong between us as they used to be.”

“Well, why not make a change? It’s never too late to switch things up.”

Richard smiles, aware of the irony. Things certainly have been switched up, for him at least. He imagines how Julia would react to seeing him like this. He’d walk in the door in the body of a gorgeous redhead, strip naked in front of her, and the two of them would make love the way they never have before. The thought gets Richard excited. But, no. Julia would never go for something like that, even if Richard could explain. She’s not adventurous enough. Too set in her ways.

In between clients, Richard realizes that there’s quite a lot of sitting and waiting around involved in selling makeup. He feels the stares of the men as they walk past, looking at his breasts and his ass. He’s aware of just what they’re thinking, and it makes him feel exposed. He has a vision of himself wearing a red hood and stockings, carrying a picnic basket while all around wolves encircle him ready to tear into his soft flesh. He’s relieved when the hours pass and it’s time to close up shop.

Just as Richard's day is ending, Julia's is just beginning. Unlike Richard with the makeup, she's actually got some experience mixing cocktails. Being a bartender at Finnegan's wasn't really all that demanding, especially on a Monday night. Renaldo explained the various barback duties she might be called upon to fill in for: washing glasses, carrying ice, etc. But now she has to do it for real. More of a challenge will be trying to move naturally in a man's body. She puts Renaldo's thick mane of hair up in his signature ponytail and selects from his closet a tight-fighting grey henley shirt and a pair of leather pants. The pants hug her ass in a familiar way, but unfamiliar is the prominent package the pants show off. Getting over her initial revulsion, Julia is now fascinated and perhaps a little proud of her bulge. She knows from the previous night's experience that Renaldo is bigger than Richard. Which means that she now has a bigger cock than her husband. The idea makes her want to laugh out loud.

She practices walking as a man but finds it difficult to keep from mincing. It wouldn’t matter to those who don’t know the real Renaldo, but to any of the regular customers it might raise some eyebrows. The single gold earring might do the same, but Julia is unconcerned. While across town her husband is feeling vulnerable as a woman, she’s finding new confidence as a man.


7.

Having screwed the day away, Megan and Renaldo are now returning to their usual independent selves. The flood of endorphins from so much sex has left them both exhausted. They cuddled, kissed, fucked, and then repeated the whole thing again. But now they’re both ready to go their separate ways. The problem is that each of them feels obligated to keep up the ruse that they are someone they are not. And each is silently wondering about the best way to extricate themselves from bed.

Megan gets a text.

Richard: Where are you?

Megan rushes to respond. But she can’t risk Richard’s wife reading over her shoulder.

“Darling,” Megan says to Renaldo. “Something’s come up at the office. The real estate office where I work.” Megan struggles to come up with a lie. “Uh, a house caught fire.”

“Dios mio!” Renaldo says, realizing as soon as the words leave his mouth that this is something ella blanca would never say.

“Yep,” says Megan. “Pretty terrible. I should probably get over there to assess the damage, file a claim. All that kinda stuff. Paperwork, ya know.”

“Of course, you have to go,” says Renaldo, relieved to have an out as well. 

“So, I might have to stay out late. You probably shouldn’t wait up for me.”

“No problem, my love. You do what you have to do. I’ll go out too.”

“Really?” Megan asks. “Where are you going?”

“Oh, nowhere. Maybe just a bar.”

“Is that the kind of thing you usually do on a Monday night?” Megan asks, not sure why she’s asking except that it does seem strange.

Renaldo, genuinely having no idea what Julia would normally do on a Monday night, decides that he’s already too committed to back out.

“I’m just meeting some girlfriends. Don’t worry.”

Renaldo gives Megan a quick peck.

“Be safe,” Megan says as she puts on Richard’s slacks and shirt and heads out the door. Renaldo blows a kiss as she goes. 

As soon as Megan is out the door, she texts Richard.

Megan: I’m leaving your house now.  

Richard: What?! Why?

Megan: Well, I didn’t know what else to do. And Julia was there.

Richard: What else to do? LITERALLY anything else!!!

Megan: Ok cool it with the exclamation points drama queen.

Richard: Did you talk to her?

Megan: Not much.

Richard: What did you say? Tell me everything that you two talked about.

Megan: Can we meet somewhere? It’s a lot to go over via text.

Richard: Where?

Megan: How about Finnegan’s?

Richard: A bar?

Megan: Are you saying that you couldn’t use a drink right now?

Richard: Fine.

Megan: I’ll text you the address.


8.

Since it's not a huge town and the bar district is only five minutes from the mall, Richard beats Megan to Finnegan's. He walks in the door and finds himself once again drawing stares from the men in the room. But that's not all. She's getting some hostile, judgemental looks from the girls as well. Richard feels self-conscious but confident too. Obviously these girls sense competition or else they would just look right past her. She strides up to the bar. The barman is a Hispanic guy with a ponytail. Surprisingly, he doesn't give her more than a passing glance. Richard wonders whether it's because he's a gentleman or maybe he's just not into women.

“Rolling Rock,” Richard says. Shit, he thinks. Maybe I should order something more frou-frou.

"Coming up," says Julia, turning around unsurely. It takes her a moment to remember what shelf the green-bottled beer is on. She squats a little awkwardly to open the glass-doored refrigerator to extract the beer. Once she's got it, her long fingers make her fumble with the bottle opener. Richard watches, amused.

“First day?”

“No,” Julia huffs defensively. “It’s evening, so that makes it my first night.”   

Richard laughs. This guy has a kind of feminine energy, but something is endearing about him. 

Julia gets the bottle open, managing to shake it up enough that it foams over.

“Shit!” Julia curses.

“It’s fine,” Richard says.

“Do you want a new beer?”

“Don’t worry about it. You’re doing good.”

“Thanks. Sorry.”

She goes to get a rag to clean up the suds.

“Do you want to pay now or start a tab?”

Richard remembers that he’s got Megan’s credit card.

“I’ll start a tab, thanks,” he says, reaching into the purse.

“Hey, can I see some ID?”

“Aren’t you supposed to ask for that before you serve someone?” Richard asks.

“First night, remember. Besides, you haven’t started drinking yet.”

Richard hands over the driver’s license. Julia looks it over.

“Okay, Megan Connelly. You’re clear,” she says, handing it back.

“So, was that you flirting with me? Because you could just ask me my name.”

“No, I wasn’t flirting,” Julia says, taken aback. But since Megan clearly is, she decides to go with it. “Why? Would it be okay if I was?”

Richard hesitates, unsure how to answer.

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” Megan says. “But you seem a little, well, on the feminine side.”

Julia puts an embarrassed hand to her mouth.

“Really?” Julia squeaks.

“Well, yeah. It’s not a bad thing. I hope you’re not offended.”

“No, not at all. I’ve always known that about myself,” she says. “I just didn’t realize it was so obvious to everyone else.”

“It’s not really. Just want to know what side you’re playing for.”

“What side are you playing for?” Julia asks.

“Ask me again after another drink,” Richard replies.

“Okay, now that was flirting.” 

Richard shrugs, gives a little wave as he crosses over to a table in the corner. Julia is amazed by this woman’s confidence. She’s so beautiful. If she were a man… but then, of course, she is a man! The thought makes her tingle, and in an unfamiliar way. She doesn’t get hard exactly, but she swells up a little thinking about herself with that girl.

Julia doesn’t get to dwell on this thought, though. She gets distracted by another customer and turns her attention back to her job. She’s so focused on the sudden flood of drink orders that she doesn’t notice Megan walk in, in Richard’s body.

“Hey!” Megan says cheerfully, sliding into a seat across from Richard.

“Don’t ‘hey’ me. What the hell were you doing at my house?” Richard hisses.

“Richard, I realize that this is going to make you upset. Just know that I don’t want to lie to you. What I have to tell you, I don’t say because I’m trying to hurt your feelings. It’s just how things are, okay?”

“Spit it out, Megan.”

“Julia and I had sex.”

Richard is too dumbfounded even to be mad.

“What?”

“I came in. She was in a towel. I swear that she initiated it. Or anyway, it was mutual. It’s not like I seduced her, or anything. It just happened. Please don’t hate me.”

“Hold on, Julia. My wife. She just threw her towel down and ravished you? That’s impossible. My wife doesn’t do things like that. Not with me.”

“Well, she did those things with me,” Megan says.

Richard pushes his chair back, stumbling to his feet in a gesture meant to suggest that he’s prepared to fight. Of course, he’s wearing heels. And he’s about a foot shorter than before, so the gesture doesn’t communicate quite as much menace as he’d hoped. Especially when he bangs his leg against the chair.

“You fucked my wife?!” Richard yelps. Heads turn towards him. Julia takes notice too.

“Richard?” Julia asks. Richard reflexively turns at the sound of his name, but it’s the woman in Richard’s body that Julia is focused on.

“Richard? What are you doing?”

Megan gradually realizes that the male bartender is talking to her.

“Me?” Megan asks. “Who are you?”

“I’m your wife!” Julia shouts. All eyes are on this bizarre love triangle. Julia is quavering at the bar, in the body of a studly Latino. Richard clocks this and turns to Megan.

“Who the hell is that?”

“I have no idea,” Megan says. 

Julia comes from around the bar and approaches their table.

“You’re here with her?” Julia demands to know.

“Uh, yeah?” says Megan, thoroughly confused.

“Listen, guy,” says Richard. “We’re kinda in the middle of something.”

"I'm not a guy!"

"Well, hey, far be it for me to tell you who you are. But–"

“Butt out, slut!” Julia snaps. “Richard, it’s me. I’m Julia.”

“Julia?” Richard says.

At that moment, right on cue, Renaldo enters the bar in Julia’s body.

9.

Having slipped out of Richard and Julia’s house shortly after Megan left, Renaldo is now looking forward to a night of drinking and perhaps a little dancing later if he feels up to it. It’s been quite an exhausting day, and he’d really like a drink. And to talk to women. Men only leave him sore, and he’d love to go back to girls for a while.

He walks in wearing a short black skirt and an orange blouse that shows off his breasts, his curly hair bobbing across his shoulders. He comes upon the fray and stops, confused.

“Julia!” Richard calls. Renaldo purses his lips in surprise.

"Hello?" says the red-headed woman addressing him. She's rather cute. He wouldn't mind getting to know her better.

“What are you doing here?” Richard asks, looking Renaldo up and down. “What are you wearing?”

Renaldo notices his body standing there, staring at him. Julia is trying to communicate with her eyes. Get out of here! What are you doing? 

Megan turns to look at the woman that she’s just been making love to all afternoon and smiles.

“Hey, baby!” Megan says.

“Weren’t you supposed to be at the fire?” Renaldo asks.

“Fire?” the redhead cuts in. “What the hell is she talking about?”

“Okay,” says Megan. “I think we all need to get this thing figured out. Richard, come with me.”

Richard complies, following Megan into the corner where the two can talk away from Julia and Renaldo.

“Okay, so here’s the thing. I don’t totally get what’s going on here, but the woman that just walked in, that’s who I just had sex with.”

“Yeah, my wife,” Richard says.

“So, who’s the dude claiming to be Julia?”

“I have no idea.”

“You don’t think that what happened to us happened to them too, do you?”

“What, that they switched bodies?”

“It could happen, right?” Megan says.

“But, how? Why?” Then a thought occurs to Richard. He stomps back over to Renaldo and Julia.

“Are you two sleeping together?” Richard asks. The pair share a look.

“Well, we have,” Renaldo shrugs. Julia smacks him in the arm.

“And this morning, you woke up and you were in each other’s bodies, right?”

“How do you know that?” Julia asks.

“Because the same thing happened to us,” Megan says, coming up behind Richard. Julia looks back and forth between the woman in her husband’s body and the face of the red-haired woman that husband has become.

“I knew it!” Julia declares. “I knew you were cheating on me!”

“Hey, can we get some service here?” comes a voice from the bar.

“Un memento,” says Renaldo as he sashays behind the bar, glad to have an excuse to remove himself from the conversation.  

“So, hold on. You’re Julia?” Richard asks.

“Yes, Richard,” Julia answers.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I don’t even know how things got this bad between us.”

“It wasn’t all you. I was responsible too.”

“I don’t know how we come back from this,” Richard says.

“You mean, you want to–?”

“No! No, I don’t mean that at all. I want to make it work between us. But, how?”

“Well, let’s start by being honest with each other. How long have you been cheating on me?”

“For just a few weeks, I swear. It wasn’t something that was planned.”

“Yeah, well, my affair was. I was just so mad at you, Richard. Not just mad. Devastated.”

“I’m sorry,” he says. “I’m so sorry for what I’ve done. If anyone is responsible for this, whatever happened to us, I’m the one.”

“Yeah, well, you’re not alone,” Julia says.

“So, what do we do now? Go home?” Richard asks. “In other people’s bodies?”

“It’s pretty much the only thing we can do,” Julia says.

“What about the bar?” Richard asks.

Julia looks over at Renaldo who is filling drink orders and flirting with customers like a pro.

“I think Renaldo can handle things. He’s probably going to get more tips than he’s ever gotten in his life.”

Megan approaches. Julia finds it hard not to react to this man who looks like her husband.

“Hey, Richard? I think we should maybe get some distance from each other. It might help us change back, or whatever. I don’t know. Maybe nothing we do really matters all that much.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve got your number if I need to call.”

“Take care of my body, and yourself too, ya know?” Megan says, placing her fingers gingerly on Richard’s arm.

“Thanks,” Richard says. As husband and wife exit the bar, Julia takes Richard’s small hand in her own.
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Returning home, Richard and Julia find themselves in familiar surroundings but full of unfamiliar feelings. They kick off their shoes, and Richard sets down Megan’s purse.

“So, what do you think?” Julia asks.

“About what?” Richard replies.

“Being a woman?” 

“Uh, well… I don’t really–”

“Richard, you’re blushing,” Julia says. Julia comes over and brushes a lock of red hair over Richard’s ear.

“It feels strange, but… I kinda like it.”

“You do?” Julia says, staring into his eyes. “You’re so pretty. You know, when I met you at the bar tonight, before I knew who you were, I had this idea that you were the kind of girl that I’d like to sleep with.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really,” Julia says, leaning in to kiss her husband. Richard’s soft, full lips have a hint of peach on them.

“Are you wearing lip gloss?” Julia asks. Richard feels embarrassed again.

“Do you like it?” he asks shyly.

“Let me try it again,” Julia says, this time kissing the woman her husband has become deeply, their tongues mingling deliciously. Instinctively, Julia’s hands move to touch Richard’s breasts. The touch thrills Richard, who places her other hand on his ass.

“Take me upstairs,” Richard pleads. Julia lifts Richard into her arms and carries him up the stairs.

In the bedroom, they set to work taking each other’s clothing off with a new sense of wonder. Richard wettens at the sight of Julia’s cock, unbuttoning his blouse and unhooking his bra. Julia sheds her pants and Richard helps her with the buttons on the shirt.

Julia presses her hard cock to Richard’s damp panties, dry humping him with his skirt still on. She can’t believe how strong the urge to fuck has become for her. They kiss again and she unzips Richard’s skirt, pulling it down. She does the same with his panties, giving her access to Richard’s wet pussy.

“You shave,” Julia says.

“Apparently,” Richard replies. 

“You’re gonna like this,” Julia whispers. “I promise.”

Julia creeps over and kisses Richard on his inner thighs. He leans back, preparing for his wife to give him head. But this is head like no man has ever gotten in his life. She breathes hot breath on his vagina, making him sizzle with delight. Her tongue as she kisses the lips of Richard’s pussy is like nothing that he’s ever experienced. He grows wetter as her tongue expertly works its way between his folds. Richard spreads his legs wider, desperate to let that tongue in deeper.

Julia is enjoying the fragrance of her husband's pussy, the way that his juices taste on her tongue. She'd always known how good it felt to get this, but now she's eager to give it. This little sissy slut has no idea how good she has it. She's going to make him cum all over her face, exploding in waves of ecstasy. She licks and probes deeper, realizing that she can go deeper now. Richard's ready for it. Richard's legs buck and twitch as the pleasure from his pussy radiates up his spine. His nipples stand erect as that face with its expert lips presses deeper inside.

“Oh, god, Julia!” Richard moans.

“Call me Renaldo,” Julia purrs.

“Yes, Renaldo!” Richard cries.

“Are you my slutty little whore?” ‘Renaldo’ asks.

“Yes, daddy!” ‘Megan’ cries, slipping into their new roles and not looking back. “I want your hard cock inside me!”

Renaldo climbs up on top of her, Megan guiding his thick cock inside of her. The feeling is like slipping into a warm bath. She's wanted that cock that there, and finally, she's getting the satisfaction that she's been craving.

Renaldo rides her gently at first, letting himself get the hang of being the one on top. But soon he plunges deeper, harder. He's never realized how amazing a woman feels when you get between her legs, that wetness is like an addiction. He thrusts harder, deeper, and faster.

Megan moans, clutching her tits and tweaking her nipples as she gets penetrated for the first time. She’s soaking wet now, slippery. She arches her back as he plows inside of her. His thrusts press her to the bed, making her feel pinned, helpless.

“Come for me, baby,” Megan says. “I want you to come inside of me now!”

“I’m gonna fill you up, you want that?” Renaldo says.

“Yes, god! I want it so hard, baby!”

Megan grabs Renaldo’s firm ass cheeks, willing him to pound her harder and deeper. Renaldo comes, shooting his seed inside of her. Feeling this warm gooey liquid inside of her cervix makes Megan come too, loud and hard.

They're both sweating and panting by the time Renaldo climbs off her. They lay tangled up in each other's bodies, coming down from an incredible high.
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“Have you put out the bottles of wine?” Megan asks.

“Hold on, I’m just finishing up with the paella,” Renaldo says, the crispy rice dish sizzling in the pan.

"Don't worry, I'll do it."

"No, baby," Renaldo objects. "You shouldn't."

“I can handle a couple bottles of wine, silly,” Megan says, grabbing the bottle and making her way out to the back patio.

It’s nine months later, and everyone is settling into their new roles quite nicely. Julia and Richard have decided to stay together as Megan and Renaldo. It’s taken some lifestyle adjustments, but everyone is happy with the arrangement. In fact, they’ve become great friends with the two people who now possess their former bodies. The old Renaldo and Megan are over at their house for dinner.

‘Julia’ has brought her new girlfriend, Luz. ‘Richard’ is having fun playing the field.

“You’re looking so beautiful, Megan,” Julia says with that slight Mexican accent. “How far along are you now?”

Megan places the wine on the table and pats her tummy.

“Almost seven months, and I’m already showing like crazy.”

“Better you than me,” says Richard. This comment gets a raised eyebrow from Luz, the only one not in on the group’s little secret. But Renaldo enters with the paella and saves the day.

“Thank you so much for giving me this recipe, Julia.”

“My pleasure, darling,” says Julia.

“What should we drink to?” Richard asks.

“I’m not drinking at all, thank you,” says Megan. “But let’s all raise a glass to new beginnings. Everybody takes their wine glasses in hand and gives a toast.

“To new beginnings!”


Mistressed

1.

Narcissa had just sat down to her steaming mug of rooibos tea and was waiting for it to steep when she heard a knock at the door. ‘If that’s the delivery guy, I’m going to put a hex on him for disturbing me again,’ she thought. Another knock at the door.

She rocked her way out of her easy chair to answer it.

"Belinda?" Narcissa asked, amazed. There in the doorway was her posh, perfect little sister. The same sister she'd hardly seen since she got married to a billionaire. And here she was, wearing an expensive poison green dress and a look of despair.

“Can I come in?” Belinda asked. Narcissa waved her in, resuming her seat in her easy chair. If there was one thing that the solitary life of a witch provided, it was consistency. Narcissa liked her routine, loved it actually. And she wasn’t going to deviate from it just for prodigal sisters. Belinda stood, a little awkwardly, eyeing the tea on the table beside Narcissa. Narcissa offered Belinda a seat on the sofa across from her. The offer of tea would be conditional on what Belinda had to say.

“So…” Narcissa said.

"Will is cheating on me!" Belinda whimpered, then burst into tears. Obviously, her little sister had held in her emotions for exactly as long as she could manage, which wasn't long. Narcissa still had no idea what Will Bates, one of the richest men in the Western Hemisphere, had seen in the fragile, flighty, and fickle Belinda. But then, the motivations of most of the rabble were a mystery to Narcissa.

“Are you sure?” Narcissa asked.

“Yes,” Belinda croaked, wiping away tears with her palms to keep from ruining her manicure. “He’s got some girl on the side. A call girl. He’s so clueless he even paid her with one of the accounts we use for the Bates Foundation.”

“Bastard,” Narcissa said, not entirely ready to rush to her sister’s aid but willing at least to condemn her cheating husband. Narcissa had never thought highly of Will, though she could say the same of Belinda too. And the feeling was mutual. The sisters had never been close, even as children. The proof was the one-bedroom ranch house in Albany that Narcissa resided in, while little Belinda lived in a palace in Manhattan.

“What am I supposed to do?” Belinda pleaded.

“Seems like a divorce is probably in order,” said Narcissa flatly.

“I can’t do that,” Belinda replied. “The Foundation…”

“Right, well, better let him keep getting away with it then,” Narcissa said. Belinda palmed away the tears which were coming as a gusher now.

“Don’t be cruel,” Belinda spat.

“Why? I told you not to marry him,” Narcissa said.

“You’re right,” she said. “I just thought it would be different than this. But lately, it’s like we’re business partners or something. He hardly looks at me at all.”

"Well, that's usually the way it goes with men like Will. When they can have any woman they want, why stick with just one? He's giving in to his urges. Nothing more natural than that."

Narcissa had nothing but praise for the great Lucifer who taught that mortals should be free from the constraints of so-called morality. It was all a farce anyway. Of course, being a goody goody, this was little comfort to Belinda. Which was sort of the point. Narcissa had urges too, and seeing her little sister suffering was one of them. But as much as Narcissa enjoyed twisting the knife, there was a point where it became too much. You’ve got to spread the suffering around, after all. There was pleasure in that.

“So why come to me?” Narcissa asked. “Why after all this time?”

“Isn’t there something you can do?” Belinda asked.

“You want me to use my magic? You? Since when do you approve? I thought you said you don’t believe in that sort of thing.”

“I don’t, ordinarily,” Belinda admitted. “But I’m desperate. I’ll do anything.”

“What did you have in mind?” Narcissa asked.

“Punish him. Make him see what he’s doing to me by letting him see things from my side.”

Narcissa scratched the tip of her chin with her pinky nail.

“A change in perspective, eh? Yes, I could see that. Could be fun.”

“I can pay you,” Belinda said.

“Of course you can, but you won’t have to. I’ll get the money in my own way.”

“So, you’ll do it?” Belinda asked. Narcissa leaned back in her easy chair, took the mug of tea from the side table, and took a long, contemplative sip.

“Sure, what the hell? It’s about time Will got taken down a peg. And I’ve got just the way to do it. I’m going to take away the one thing he values most.”

“His money?” Belinda asked.

“No, honey,” Narcissa replied. “His penis.”
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"Knock, knock," came the voice on the other side of the door. Who's there? Will might have asked, but it was a tired trope anyway, and besides, he was late. He needed to get on with this and get back to work.

"Come in," Will said, looking up from examining his cuticles to watch Lorena enter in high heels, big round sunglasses, and a trenchcoat; the uniform of a prostitute trying to appear incognito. "A trench coat, really?"

“What?” Lorena said. “You don’t like it? I promise you’ll like what’s underneath.”

“Show me,” Will said.

“What’s your hurry?” Lorena replied, trying to sound coy instead of annoyed.

“I’m keeping my stockholders waiting,” Will said.

“You get richer every minute.”

“Well, for the time you’re with me, so do you. You want to use that time efficiently, to make the most of it, right?”

“Fine, fine,” Lorena said, undoing the sash around her waist and letting the trenchcoat fall to the floor. Standing there in a black diaphanous bra with matching panties she was at the ready for Will’s command. 

"Come over here," he said, admiring her approach from the chair in the corner of the room. With the blinds drawn, the shadows accentuated her perfect curves. When she drew close enough, he reached up to touch her between her legs. She admired her legs, her hips. He even admired the bush which her panties did nothing to hide. Some men preferred the clean-shaven look, but Will admired a woman with a little bit of a muff. It made her that much more fragrant on those occasions when he got her juices flowing and wanted to feel that hair on his lips and chin. Today though, there wasn't time for that. He was the one on a deadline, and that meant he got to call the shots.

“Give me your foot,” Will said. Lorena raised her calf to let Will slide the black pump off her foot. He did the same with the other, placing both shoes carefully in a pair on the floor beside the chair. “On your knees, please.”

Lorena did as instructed, bending gracefully to position herself closer to Will's crotch. His slacks alone probably cost more than a thousand dollars, the fabric the finest available from Milan or Paris. She felt the fine on her fingertips as she moved from his thigh up to his growing erection. Men's cocks are somehow better when they know how to present them, she thought. And Will had style. That, and the fact that Will was something of a genius, made her eager for him. He rubbed her cheek gently with the back of his hand, petting her like she was his favorite pet: noble, patient, loyal.

“You really do look fantastic,” Will said. “Did I tell you that already?”

“No,” Lorena replied.

“Well, you do. They should have been the first words out of my mouth when you walked in the door.”

Appeased, Lorena smiled. He had a silver tongue when he chose to use it. Now it was time for Lorena to use her own. She gently unzipped him, liberating his massive erection. Most women didn't realize that geeky computer wiz Will Bates was hung like a stallion, but as a professional who made her living servicing powerful men, Lorena realized it immediately before she ever saw his cock. The really big ones don't have to hide behind false bravado. They get straight to the point because they know they can.

Will scooted himself closer to the edge of the chair and watched as Lorena took him in her mouth. This was the part he liked best. Not the moment when she wrapped her pillowy lips around his shaft but the moment immediately after when she would meet his eye and smile up at him. He brushed the bangs from her eyes to see it. That moment when she wordlessly thanked him. She was at work, sure. It was a transaction and they both knew it, but she wanted it too. She was eager, grateful. That grin, the sly little smile as she feasted on his manhood made his rock-hard cock twitch a little. She was enjoying herself as she wrapped her tongue around his thick shaft, and he enjoyed the way that she enjoyed it. Letting his head roll back, Will cycled through all their history together as she pleasured him. The first time they'd fucked in the shower; the pictures she'd sent him of her spreading herself on the toilet, which he made her delete; the time he'd rammed her hard in the back of the limo. Other women's faces flitted through his mind too, of course. He was a guy. But every time he'd start to think of some other woman, the gentle strokes of her tongue would lull him back. He was happy with Lorena. She was warm and sexy, and the way she got on her knees before him made him sure that she was loyal. All he had to do was make sure Belinda never learned about this one and everything would be okay.

He finished in her mouth, spraying her palette and letting his gooey fluids slide down the back of her throat.

"Here," Will said, reaching for the box of tissues on the table at his left-hand side. Lorena plucked a pair of tissues and let the pool of cum in her mouth slide into the white paper.

“So, where are you going for your anniversary?” Lorena asked.

“Antigua,” Will said, “why do you ask?”

“Can’t a girl ask where her favorite guy is taking his wife this year?”

“I didn’t expect it to be on your mind. It certainly isn’t on mine.”

Will handed Lorena her shoes. She put her hand on his knee to steady herself as she rose from her knees.

“Can we meet again before you go?” Lorena asked.

“We’ll have to see what my schedule is like this week, but I’d like to. If I can, we will.”

“No commitments, huh? No promises?”

Will shrugged. “It’s the nature of what this is. It’s the way our arrangement has to be. You know that.”

“Yeah, I get it,” Lorena said.

“You know you’re free to see other clients while I’m gone.”

“Thanks, I know that,” Lorena said. She did know it, and she did realize that Will was within his rights to be acting this way, but that didn’t make it any easier. Just because a girl does what she does for money, it doesn’t mean she doesn’t have feelings. Will obviously didn’t understand that. Putting on her shoes, she turned to go.

“Hey,” Will said, stuffing his shirt in his pants and zipping up. “Don’t leave mad. You know you’re my only girl on the side, right? Besides Belinda, you’re the only one.”

Lorena managed to smile at this. For a married man with billions at his disposal, what else could she expect? He could have dozens of girls with just a few clicks if that’s what he wanted. Even if she was his whore, it meant something to be his only whore. Not much. But something. Will wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into an embrace. She folded into him, allowing herself to be taken in by his comfort.

“Money’s on the car seat,” he said. “Spend it on something fun, huh?”

She drew her face closer for a kiss, but his eyes were already on his Apple Watch. Checking stocks. Yep, that figured. She pressed her lips to his, then walked out without another word. Bye, Will.

In the car, she imagined Belinda, welcoming him home after a long day with a kiss. He’d be absent, distant but trying to hide it. Because everything that he had to give, the affection and attention, had already been spent elsewhere. Spent on her. What Will had to give may not have been much, but at least all of it was hers. Or almost all. Most, anyway. She’d get the rest from him later, she told herself. She had no idea how right she was.
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Ring, ring.

Will’s head began to clear, making him aware that the sound was coming from inside the room and not inside of his mind. He felt for it, the smooth shiny surface of the device like a mirror. His fingers, were they his fingers? He felt two unfamiliar sensations at once. A strange pair of weights clung to his chest. He couldn’t see. The dark of the room was accented by a curtain of blonde hair hanging in front of his eyes. What the hell? 

With the back of his hand, Will brushed the hair from his eyes. It felt like a velvety waterfall and yielded like silk. Will sat up. Where am I? The phone continued to ring, but he couldn’t hear it now. The ringing in his ears was deafening. Something was wrong. He felt himself in the dark, his hands coming to rest on the two mounds of soft flesh on his chest. Breasts. Exquisite and perfectly round, they were held in place by a black lace bra.

Lorena. He tore back to the sheet to reveal what he already suspected. In place of his own body, he now stared down at Lorena's breasts, her flat stomach, her bush sprouting up from underneath the fabric of her panties. Lorena! He was somehow Lorena. He looked at his hands, examining them in amazement, feeling as shiver as those hands moved from the slope of his breasts to his perfectly sculpted stomach.

Still, the phone rang. Will turned over, grabbed a pillow from the bed, and covered his head with it. Bad dream. Go back to sleep and you'll wake up later. But even with the pillow muffling the sound he still couldn't escape the plaintive bleating of the phone on the bedside table. Dreams are strange, but they have a logic of their own. So, what does this one mean? He's in Lorena's body. He has her breasts, her hips, her fingertips, her hair, her face (presumably) and that means that he must also have her...sex. Is this some kind of Freudian expression of some unexplored desire? Vagina envy?

The phone wouldn't leave him alone. Will tossed the pillow to the floor, snatched the phone off the table, and checked the caller ID. Will B. He swiped his delicate finger to answer.

“Will?” asked a tentative, apprehensive voice that he recognized as his own. No, not his exactly. It was more like Will was trying to imitate a woman’s voice, a female register.

“Hello?” Will answered, in a voice still higher.

“What did you do?” the man on the other end of the call wanted to know.

“I didn’t do anything,” Will replied. “I’ve just been lying here.”

“Why did I wake up this morning with morning wood, Will?” Lorena asked. It must be Lorena. 

“We switched bodies,” Will concluded. “That’s got to be it.”

“Oh, I’m glad you're so confident in your diagnosis,” Lorena snorted. “How did we switch bodies?”

"I know as little as you do," Will answered, stoically calm despite the weirdness of the situation.

“Can you come over?” Lorena pleaded.

“How?” Will answered. “I don’t even know where I am.”

“You’re in my apartment,” said Lorena. “You have to be. You’re four blocks from the subway. Walk down Lincoln east and then take the A-train into the city and then get off at Washington Square. There’s that hotel where we met for drinks last year. The one with the cute little red brick facade. Do you remember it?”

“Yeah, I remember,” Will said.

“Will?” 

“Yeah?”

“Hurry.”

Will hung up, alone again in the silence. He tossed the phone on the bed beside him and ran his fingers over a face strangely smooth and unfamiliar.

Clothes. He had to find some clothes. Climbing out of bed, he crossed over to the window and pulled back the blinds. He was in Queens, somewhere. He turned to inspect the room. Plain, beige without much ornamentation. There was a small table with a mirror that Will figured must be used to apply makeup. Bending to lower his face to see himself, it was Lorena's face that stared back at him. Gone was the confident and sly sex appeal that he'd always seen that face wear. In its place was a scared little girl who had no idea who she was or why. Trinkets were hanging from the mirror. Will recognized one of them as the gold necklace he'd picked out from a shop in the diamond district. Ten large, and this is how she keeps it? It doesn’t matter, he told himself. Clothes, clothes are the priority.

He rummaged through the closet beside the makeup table. For someone in Lorena's line of work, she had surprisingly few outfits. Most of what she had was definitely high-end and meant to be worn as evening wear. Two little black dresses, a few more gowns, a nice women's business suit. But at the bottom of the closet was a cardboard box that contained a pair of sweatpants and a college sweatshirt from NYU. These would work. Will pulled these baggy items over his luscious assets, feeling a little bulkier and more like his normal self. A little bit, at least. The only shoes he could wear were a pair of Rainbow flip-flops which showed off the poison-green nail polish on his toes. Taking a few steps away from the mirror, he was able to figure out more or less what he looked like. Hair still hung in his face, but that didn't matter. He looked decently passable as a normal human woman. Now, out into the world.
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“What took you so long?” Lorena whined. Will did a double-take as his exact double stood there whimpering looking like he was about to break down sobbing.

“I got here as fast as I could,” Will answered haughtily.

“What are you wearing?” Lorena wanted to know.

“You think I’m going to wear your best dress and strolling down Madison Avenue? Come on. I’m here, now let’s figure this out. What happened?”

“You tell me. You’re supposed to be the genius.”

“You think programming gives me some kind of insight into how I now have breasts and a–”

“Pussy?” Lorena offered.

“That’s right,” Will said, a little timidly. “Well, I have no idea. No theories. No explanations. Nothing.”

“So, what does this mean?” Lorena asked.

“All we can do is try to move forward as best we can, right? You’ll just have to play me today and I’ll be you.”

“How am I supposed to be Will Bates? Everybody knows you, they’ll tell there’s something off about me, I know it.”

Will nodded. Surely someone was bound to think it strange the way that the richest man in the world was now swinging his hips like he was wearing a pair of heels. 

“Oh, god! Mark!” Lorena squealed.

“Who’s Mark?” Will asked.

“My client. We have a date tonight.”

“Well, that’s completely out of the question,” Will said. “Call him and cancel.”

"I can't cancel on him. He's one of my best clients and a very special guy."

Lorena got a faraway look when she mentioned him that Will couldn’t help but register.

"Fine. I'll call him and tell him I'm not feeling well and that we have to reschedule."

"Just be tactful," Lorena insisted. "Nothing stomach-related. And nothing about sex. I don't need him telling everyone that I have the clap."

“The clap? What are you a pornstar from the 70s?”

“Shut up, Will! This is serious.”

“Fine. I’ll send him a text. How’s that?” Will said.

“Good, okay. The number is in your phone under Mark F.”

“Alright, now listen. You don’t actually have to do that much to run things,” Will said. “The CFO runs the day-to-day, so most of what you’ll be doing is answering emails. Everything should be taken care of except– Belinda!”

“Oh, yeah. Her,” Lorena said, scowling.

“Don’t say her name like that. She’s my– I mean your wife. Did you see her this morning when you got out of bed?”

“No, she was already gone by the time I woke up.”

“Good, good. Okay, that’s fine. But you’ll have to see her at the board of directors meeting for the Foundation.”

“Why?” Lorena asked.

“She’s the co-chairman,” Will said. “You can’t avoid seeing her, so just, I don’t know. Act natural.”

“Uh-huh. And what are you going to do while I’m gone?”

“I don’t know. Wait for it to wear off. What else can I do?”

Lorena put a finger to her lip.

“Well, you’re going to need to learn a thing or two about dressing yourself if you think you can pass for me.”

“Why do I want to do that?” Will said.

“Because we don’t know how long this will last, and we’ll need to be prepared for any eventuality. Ooh, I know. I’ll order you some clothes from Saks and have them delivered to the room.”

“No, don’t bother with that,” Will said.

“It’s no problem,” Lorena said with a mischievous smile that looked out of place on Will Bates. “I’m good for it, remember? I’m a billionaire.”

“Ha, ha. Don’t take this as an opportunity to expand your wardrobe.”

“Me? You think this body is fitting in these dresses?” Lorena asked, holding up the phone with photos of women’s clothes on the screen. “These are all for you, honey.”

“Lorena,” Will warned.

“Relax, honey. I’ll just pick out a few things. You’ve already made more money than this since we’ve been talking. It’s nothing.”

"I don't want to wear women's clothes," Will objected, though privately he wasn't exactly so sure. Some part of him found the idea appealing or at least made him curious. What would this body look like dressed up the way that Lorena was the day before? Will had wondered many times what it must be like for women, to look sexy and feel sexy to have a man looking at them. But he quickly banished the thought.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but you look like shit,” Lorena said. “Trust me, you’ll draw less attention if you stop insisting on looking frumpy. There,” she said, sending off the order with a flick of her finger. “New clothes are on their way. Now, as for your hair–”

“Lorena–”

“I know you can’t do a thing with it, and that’s not your fault. But we can fix that. I’ll have a hairdresser come by to set it all up for you.”

“Lorena,” Will said again.

“What?” she asked.

“Don’t you have something else you need to be doing?”

“Oh,” Lorena looked as if she suddenly realized that she wasn’t the only one in someone else’s body. “Right, okay. I’m off. I’ll call you if I have any problems.”

“Please do as little as possible. I don't want to come back to find that my company has been bilked of all its assets because the Founder had a field day and decided to buy a Thai island or something."

“Ooh, good idea!” Lorena chuckled. “Kidding, only kidding. Don’t be so serious. I’ll see you soon.”

Lorena turned to go, then approached Will, drawing closer for a kiss. It felt weird to be the shorter one, the one being kissed rather than the kisser, and the feeling of electricity radiated from Will’s lips to his nipples, and even down his legs to his crotch. Wow! What was that?   

“Bye,” Lorena said, trying to bring his voice down to a more masculine register.

“Bye,” Will swooned, trying to understand how he was feeling as he watched his body walk out the door.

5.

The next few hours passed pleasantly enough. Will sat around the hotel until the clothes arrived. When the knock came at the door, Will waited a few moments and then checked the hallway. Parcels had appeared full of clothes. He spread them all out on the bed, tearing into them one by one. The dresses were all impossibly slutty and revealing, and Will decided Lorena had specifically chosen them to humiliate him. Then he wondered whether that was true. A man would object to showing this much skin, appearing this vulnerable. But women didn’t think that way. Maybe she thought Will would enjoy showing his new body off.

He decided that he had to have a shower first before he could contemplate which of the outfits to put on. He could feel his heart beating as he made his way to the shower, anticipating seeing his naked body in the mirror, touching his own soft, delicate flesh.

“I have to get this over with,” Will said aloud, trying to psych himself up to complete the task of bathing himself. He pulled the NYU sweatshirt off first, watching his hair cascading over his face and his breasts as pulled it up and over. He stood there, admiring himself for a moment. The two round orbs of skin were perfectly nestled inside the cups of his bra. Can’t shower with a bra on, he thought. He reached behind him and unhooked the clasp that held his boobs in place. The cups slid off, but he noticed with wonder how they barely even sagged. Lorena had some amazing tits, Will knew well. But even though he’d registered how sexy her tits were before, it was only with a flood of endorphins surging through his male mind. Now that they were on him, the appreciation he had for the breasts was completely different. He felt proud of them.

He cupped one breast experimentally, feeling the nipple rise against the palm of his slender hand. He suddenly felt the urge to slide the other hand between his legs. But something stopped him. Better not enjoy this too much, he thought. All of this is only temporary. Better to stick to the plan and do what he had to do, Will decided.

Sliding off the sweatpants and panties he was wearing, Will couldn't help but look with fascination on his hairy bush. The smell of his damp sex lingered in the room as he stepped into the shower. Now there was a whole new set of sensations. The cold water falling on his breasts made him shiver and shake. Even once the water heated up, goosebumps still rose from his porcelain flesh. He did his best to wash up, cleaning everywhere without enjoying it too much. He managed to scrub his vagina clean with a washcloth, though he almost broke down and used his hand.

Finally clean, Will wrapped a towel around his rosebud nipples and went back to puzzle over what to wear again. All of it was wildly inappropriate for daytime wear and made him look like a 'lady of the night,' which, he had to remind himself, he technically was. Lorena earned her money servicing men like him, so what other kind of wardrobe was she expected to have?

After changing into some fresh underwear, he decided finally on a form-fitting blue dress with large slits cut at the waist and back, to reveal stripes of skin beneath the garment. He never felt so exposed. He could imagine the men who would be staring at his ass and hips, the attention they'd pay to the amount of cleavage this dress revealed. Without warning, flashes of the crotches of these men cycled through his head. Will could see the outlines of their growing erections pressing against the fabric of their slacks. Will licked his lips reflexively.

“What am I doing?!” Will cried aloud, letting out a plaintive, girlish wail. The billionaire who’d developed some of the world’s greatest technologies was now standing in a hotel dressed like a harlot, with a body made for sin and a mind that drifted towards decidedly feminine urges. So, what else could happen?

6.

Will waited in the hotel room for hours. Eventually, the hairdresser came knocking. Utterly clueless about how to respond to the question, "So, what are we doing here?" Will told the woman with about a dozen piercings and a Farrah Fawcett t-shirt to exercise her best judgment. The result was fairly remarkable. Will even thought so himself. He may have known nothing about hairstyling, but he knew what looked good. If he’d been Will Bates, which at the moment he was not, he would certainly have appreciated walking in the door to find Lorena styled and primped the way that he was now.

But as soon as Lorena walked in the door, he could sense something was different. It was the way that she moved; more confident and masculine. There was a swagger about this new Lorena that filled Will with apprehension. Maybe his mistress was enjoying her new role as him just a little too much.

“Hey, baby,” Lorena said, now without any hint of feminine affect. 

“How did it go today?” Will asked.

“Oh, fine. You know. Things have a tendency to run themselves around the office, don’t they?”

“Not really. How was Belinda?”

“She gave me some quizzical looks, but mostly she did her best to avoid me. I think she probably realizes that something is amiss. But then, it shouldn’t come as a total surprise. She must have expected that something would be changing.”

“What do you mean?”

“I had an interesting conversation with Narcissa today.”

“Who?” Will asked.

“Your sister-in-law.”

“My sister-in-law? You mean Vicki? The one who calls herself a witch?”

“She introduced herself as Narcissa,” Lorena replied.

"Yes, of course, she did. Crazy old bat. How could you possibly have had a conversation with her? Belinda doesn't even get along with her."

“Well, it seems that she’s made a truce with her baby sister for the sake of taking you down. And she’s enlisted my help.”

“What? Take me down? What are you talking about?” 

“She stepped in and explained everything so clearly. I hadn’t seen it before, but now I realize that the two of us switching bodies was no accident. It was magic, and it worked.”

Will couldn’t deny that something magical was going on. He was standing there in his mistress’s body, wearing a skimpy little outfit dolled up like a harlot. That was proof enough. But could the source of this magical power really be Will’s sister-in-law from Albany who, as far as he knew, had never held down a job in her life?

“Wait, hold on. If Narcissa, or whatever she’s calling herself now, is the one who switched us, then she can switch us back, right?”

"It's funny that you mention that because I had the same thought. But then Narcissa got me thinking, do I really want to go back? I've been given a golden opportunity here. I've become the richest man in the world, here. Do I really want to give that back so easily?"

“Lorena–” Will said. But she cut him off.

“No, sweetie. Not anymore. You can call me Will. Or maybe, just for fun, try calling me master.” 

“Lorena, don’t do this,” Will said. He could feel a chill run up his spine.

"It's already done, dear," Lorena said. "It's been decided. Narcissa made me an offer. She would switch me back for free if that's what I wanted. Or, I could stay Will Bates for the low, low price of $5 million. With my net worth, it's a drop in the bucket."

“You didn’t,” Will said, stomach sinking.

“I did,” Lorena said. “I hardly even had to think about it. Sure, I was frightened this morning. But that was only until I realized what this body could do. Jerking off? I tried it in the bathroom this morning, and I think I’m going to like being the one with a dick for a change. It made me feel, I don’t know, powerful. Of course, the money helps.”

“I...you don’t need to do this. I can pay you. I can give you money.”

“No, you can’t. The money is in the name of Will Bates, not Lorena Sedwick. You can’t offer me anything that the witch hasn’t already given me. But I can give you some money to help you through this difficult transition. If you’re willing to do something for me, that is.”


7. 

Knock, knock.

Will smiled. He loved that sound. Now that he was a man, the one in control, the one in charge he could enjoy how powerful it had made Will feel.

"Come in," Will called. She was wearing the same slutty outfit that Will had bought for her hours earlier, but still, the recreation of the scene they'd share just a day before was nearly perfect. Except of course that now their roles were reversed. Lorena entered, eyes glued to the floor, arms hugging her chest defensively.

“Oh, she’s nervous,” Will teased. “Don’t be. You look amazing. Did I tell you that?”

Lorena shook her head.

“Those should have been the first words out of my mouth,” Will said. “Come over here.”

Lorena smiled shyly, happy for the compliment but resisting it too.

“You’re going to like being a girl,” Will said. “Trust me. It’s more fun than you can imagine.”

“Lorena, please,” the slender little thing in the skin-tight dress protested.

“None of that,” Will chided. “From now on, you’re Lorena. The quicker you get used to that, the smoother all of this is going to go for you. Understand?”

“What do I need to do?” Lorena asked meekly.

“You know perfectly well,” Will said evenly. “Don’t be afraid. You’ll excel at this, I know you will. You just need to relax and not think too much about it. Do that, and you’ll be just fine.”

Will spread his legs apart, feeling his excitement rise as the blood rushed to his new, massive cock. Lorena looked away embarrassed.

“What’s wrong? You’re not even looking at it. It’s not like it’s going to bite you. Go ahead. Touch me.”

Lorena hesitated, biting her lip.

“Listen, I know that you’re horny right now. I could reach under your skirt and feel your wet pussy right now if I wanted to. I had that body for twenty-seven years. I know what it likes. This–” Will grabbed his cock for emphasis. “This is what it likes. Don’t fight it.”

"This is too weird," Lorena protested. "I won't do it."

"Okay, well how about the money? You need this money, sweetheart. Because you blow through what you make just as fast as you get it. Well, technically that was me, but it doesn't really matter now, does it?"

Lorena bit her lip, looking at Will’s cock fighting against the fabric of his expensive tailored slacks. A sly smile crossed her lips. Getting down on her knees, Lorena prepared to take his manhood in her mouth. The same manhood that until yesterday had been her own.

Carefully, she undid Will’s fly, pulling out his massive rod. Lorena’s eyes lit up as she looked at him. It was both familiar and completely brand new. She slipped his tip past her lips and begin working his shaft with vigor.

“MMMMmmm” she hummed, feeling the girth of his rod on her tongue. Lips smacking, she sucked him deeper into her, pressing her lips against his smooth hardness.

Her breath, the warmth of her wet mouth, all of it aroused Will and made him want so badly to fuck her pussy for the first time. To take her virginity in a sense. But that he would leave to another man. He wasn’t possessive. He had all of her now, he knew that. He possessed her in the way that a man possesses a woman and which a woman can only hope to get back from him. But she could never have him completely. She knew that now. He could feel the pressure beginning to build. It was soon, he knew. But it would be alright. When he came, it would be a massive load.

Lorena squealed when the cum hit her tongue. Eagerly, she began to suckle on Will’s dick with a feverish thirst. Once she had tickled the last drop from his hole, she let his giant member slide out of her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, half to herself. “That’s what cum tastes like?”

“Mmm-hmm,” Will replied. “You like it?”

Lorena went red, amazed at herself. “Yeah,” she said. “I love it.”

“Well, you’re going to get a lot more. You forgot to text Mark, didn’t you?”

Lorena’s eyes went wide.

“How did you know that?” she asked.

“The witch told me. Not to worry, girly. You’re going to get plenty more cum tonight.”


8.

Lorena checked her makeup in the reflection on her phone, making sure there was no lingering cum on her teeth. Okay, she was ready. She knocked at the door.

A man in a tight-fitting shirt answered. He was swarthy, handsome, and ripped as hell.

“Hey, Lorena. Good to see ya,” he said.

“Listen, I’ve got my friend Liam here, and he likes to party too. Think if I doubled your rate, you could take both of us at the same time?”

She felt a tingling in her nipples and her pussy was getting wetter by the minute.

“Yeah,” she said. “I think we can work something out.”

“Alright then,” Mark said. “Come on in and join us.”

****

Lorena was drenched in sweat, down on all fours and taking it from both directions. Mark's cock in her mouth and her friend's dick penetrating her tight new pussy made her feel like the new woman she was. She loved the taste of dick skin, the smell of cock on her breath after it was finished. But she could hardly focus her attention on Mark while she was getting railed, penetrated harder and faster with each stroke. Lorena thought Will had been big, but this guy was enormous. She wanted the pounding to continue, spreading her further, penetrating deeper inside her.

The two men teased each other, daring the other one to hold out longer. In the end, though, Mark was the one who came first, blasting her in the face while she was moaning with pleasure at the treatment she was getting from Liam's huge shaft. She grinned at the facial he was giving her, crying out as Liam's dam burst and she was seeded inside. It was rough, and it was nasty, and she wanted every bit of it. Every inch of her body felt alive as she was flooded with endorphins. She panted as she came back down from the rush of adrenaline coursing through her. She contemplated giving back the money. It was so little, relatively speaking. She'd enjoyed it just as much as the boys had. But that would be strange. Besides, she felt good about taking it. She had earned it, and she was going to treat herself with it.


9.

“Please don’t tell anyone we switched,” were the first words out of Lorena’s mouth when she met up with Will at the hotel room again.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Will said. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

Lorena felt sore in places that she’d never felt before. She was aching from the pounding she had taken, but her pussy was still wet from the stimulation it had received for the first time. But while she was satisfied for now, she longed for that hunger that had driven her hours before to be railroaded by two men at once would return again. She’d never wanted sex this bad as a man, nor had she imagined that it could feel so good. All along, she’d thought that the greatest thrills in life could be found in the board room or the workshop, but now she knew that being bent over and penetrated long and hard was the greatest satisfaction she could receive.

“So, is my little sissy whore satisfied with the trade?” Will asked.

Lorena nodded shyly.

"Hmm, well, I guess that the witch's curse didn't really serve as punishment after all. Everything worked out well for both of us. Though, I can't speak for Belinda."

“You’ll take care of her, won’t you?” Lorena asked. “She’s a good woman, really.”

“Of course, baby. I’ll take good care of her, the way I did you tonight. But you’ll always be my special one. You’ll always be first.”

Will smacked Lorena playfully on the ass. She giggled at the gentle little swat.

“Your money’s already transferred into your account,” Will said on his way out the door. “I’ll call my only girl on the side in a couple of days, okay?”

“Okay,” Lorena repeated, watching Will walk out the door and thinking wistfully about when he would return.


A Rip In Time

1.

"Every night it's the same dream. I'm alone on the streets. It's dark, foggy. The cool wind makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. I wrap myself in my lace shawl. The sound of my high heels clicking against the cobblestones seem to echo out in front of me in all directions. I feel this panic set over me, but I don't know why. I turn around, but the light from the gaslight betrays nothing. No figure lurking in the shadows, no lone maniac clutching a knife under his coat. At least, not that I can see. But I know that he's there. He's stalking me. He sees me somehow, but I can't see where he could be hiding."

“And in this dream, you’re her?”

“Yes. I don’t know how to tell how I know for sure. I’m a woman, that much I can tell by the way that I feel to myself. But I – she doesn't look in a mirror so there’s no way that I can check her reflection. But I feel certain that I’m Margaret McCloud. I sense it somehow.”

“You’re the Whitechapel Butcher’s last victim?”

“Yes. I turn away from the street and quicken my pace. Ahead of me, there’s laughter coming from an upstairs window. It’s raucous and loud, people drinking. I want to call out, but the sound gets caught in my throat. I pick up the hem of my dress to go faster, but it's ornate and flowing. The cut is meant to flatter the shape of my body, so it’s not the best for fleeing a deranged killer. I look behind me again, my eyes wild with terror. Still, there’s nothing there. But instead of calming down, I’m only more afraid. The fact that I can’t see him means that he could be anywhere…”

“Go on.”

"I'm having trouble breathing. My chest heaves in my petticoat, and I start to feel faint. There's a loose cobblestone. I don't see it. I trip and tumble to the ground. I hold out my hand to try to stop myself from falling, but I only succeed in bending back my finger and clobbering my knee. Now I'm hurt, vulnerable. I scramble to my feet, but my shoe has come off. I leave it. Stumbling, I slip out of the other one as well. The slick cobblestones feel cold and wet against my bare feet. My hairpin has come out and my hair tostles behind me as I run with wild abandon, the hem of my dress in both hands. I turn onto Back Church Lane. There's a man there. He's got on a page boy cap and a handlebar mustache. He watches me in astonishment as I run. I only meet his eye for a moment. He's standing there, taking in the night air with another woman and smoking a pipe. I don't stop. I can't stop. I'm sprinting as fast as I can, but the road is hard against my feet. I stub my big left toe on a stone. But I still have to keep running. If I look behind me, I'll see him. I know I will."

“How do you know?”

“I just do. There’s a flash in my mind that the Constable’s Office isn’t far. Maybe two or three more blocks. I don’t know how I know, but I have a feeling that if I can just hold out long enough, maybe I can make it. But it’s so dark. The nearest lamp post is at the end of the street. I see an overturned cart in the road. There’s bits of detritus and debris everywhere, bricks and broken glass and I know that if I try to run over it I’ll cut my feet. I’m afraid. So, I run down a blind alley, hoping that it will lead me back to the High Street.”

“And then?”

“There’s a sign. I can’t make out the lettering, but there’s a picture of a brown leather boot on the sign.”

“A tannery?”

“Yes, that’s what it must be. Between the tannery and the High Street there’s a small alley. And out of it, a shadow seems to leap out.”

“A shadow?”

"It's him! With a shudder, I know immediately that it's him. His cowl is raised and he's wearing a top hat. I can't make out his whole face. Just a few features. His ruddy cheeks, round and covered with several days' growth. He's got a sinister grin, a gleam in his eye as he raises the knife. He plunges it into me, right here."

Donald Reed points to a spot just above his left pec, just where his breast would be.

“That’s it,” Donald says. “The dream is over. I wake up.”

“How many times have you had this dream?”

“Last night was the fifth time. Each time, it’s exactly the same. I’ve had it every night since I arrived in London.”

Donald makes no mention of the fact that each time he’s awoken to find himself completely naked, his pajamas in a pile at the end of the bed; his sheets slick with ejaculate. He’s hard and it’s clear that he’s had a wet dream. Nor does Donald mention that even though she’s completely terrified, Margaret McCloud is also incredibly aroused. Or maybe that’s Donald. 

“Spooky,” Byron says with a whistle.

“That’s it? That’s all you have to say?” Donald asks. After all that, Donald was hoping for something more. An explanation, or at least a theory.

“What do you want me to say, Don? It’s weird. I guess you could have reconstructed all that in your mind but–”

“But how could I have done that when I haven’t been to Whitechapel in my life?”

“You still haven’t been over there?”

“I’ve been too afraid. I had meant to on the first day, to walk around the old neighborhood where the murders happened. But after the first dream in the hotel, I couldn’t bring myself to do it.”

“Okay, so, what have you been doing?”

“Sticking to libraries. And it’s been paying off too. Look at this.”

Donald reaches into his leather messenger bag and pulls out an academic tome from the London Public Library. He hands the book to Byron, who takes his reading glasses out of his pocket to inspect the page that Donald has dogeared. There’s an illustration of a London street circa late 19th century. The tannery sign that Donald described is etched above a doorway.

“You see that? It’s the exact sign that I see in my dream every night. So, what does that tell you?”

Byron doesn’t respond right away.

“Okay, yes. It’s not exactly proof,” Donald says, anticipating his friend’s objections. “But it has to mean something.”

“What do you want to do, Donald? Do you want to get out of London?”

"I want to understand what the hell is happening to me, Byron. I come to London to work on a book on the Whitechapel Butcher, and for some reason, I have a recurring fantasy– I can't even call it that. Vision, I guess – that I'm the Butcher's last victim. Why?"

“You’re obviously very attached to your subject,” Byron offers. “Who knows more about Margaret McCloud than you?”

“Yes, but this goes beyond being attached to your subject. I’ve felt close to my subjects before, but I’ve never become any of them. This is beyond sympathy for a historical character. This is–”

“Magic?”

“Or something like it, yeah. You could say that.”

“You want my advice?”

“Of course. It’s why I asked to meet you.”

“Go to Whitechapel. Seriously. Walk around and you’ll see things that don’t fit with the way you remember it in your dreams.”

“And if the dreams come back? What then? What if I do leave the city and it doesn’t go away?”

"Don, I think you're asking the wrong guy here. I'm a professor of 19th-century studies, not a psychologist. I can't interpret your dreams for you, or chase away your nightmares."

“Please, Byron. As a friend. What would you do if you were me?”

“Margaret McCloud, you mean?”

“Be serious.”

“Okay, okay. Seriously? I would do what I could to try and get control of the situation. Have you ever heard of lucid dreaming?”

“No.”

“The whole idea is that you take control of the dream by reminding yourself that you’re dreaming. If you can do that, you can flip the script. Make the dream the way you want it. Change the Butcher’s knife into one with a rubber point, or whatever. Anything you want.”

“Yeah,” Donald mutters to himself. “That’s good. I can do that. Thanks, Byron.”

Byron offers Donald the book. He takes it and slips it back into the messenger bag.

“Hey, let me know when you finish it,” Byron says.

Don’s face must betray that he doesn’t know what he means.

“The book, Don. If it’s half as good as the story you just told me, you may have a bestseller on your hands. Keep me informed, okay?”


2.

Donald Reed has been craving a cigarette since he got off the tube. Stupid London and its strict no-smoking laws. He thinks about stopping in for a stiff coffee, but he hasn’t eaten all day and thinks better of it. He doesn’t want to be overstimulated for this. Byron may have been right. Walking around, none of this feels familiar. It’s all brand new to him, and yet at the same time Whitechapel doesn’t really seem that different from the parts of London he’s already seen. Pakistani restaurants, little electronics stores. And, of course, there’s a Pizza Hut and a Starbucks. He secretly hates how Americanized the world is becoming, how everywhere seems to be turning into everywhere else.

He thinks about what he knows about Margie McCloud. She worked as a seamstress in a tailor's shop above Damien Street. She lived in a crowded tenement house with five other seamstresses and sent most of her earnings to her parents back home. She was never photographed, so the only likeness of her was the sketch that John Dalton of Scotland Yard made of her after she was killed. She was found with a slash in her left breast, her stomach split open. In the sketch, her eyes were closed. But Donald imagines them staring up, grey and unblinking, at the cloudy London sky. She was only twenty-four when she was murdered.

A stone edifice catches Donald's attention, and he pulls out his moleskin notebook to take the address. 134 Raven Row. In a flash, he can see the place in his mind. It was a blur in his memory, but now he sees it clearly. This was the place he turned and ran after he'd lost his shoe when he had been Margie. In an instant, he feels what it was like to be in Margie McCloud's body again. He feels her nipples standing on end, the warm wetness in between her legs. Donald feels himself getting an erection. His stomach tenses. He turns onto a small side street, afraid that someone might notice the bulge in his crotch.

What the hell is happening to me?

Donald feels ashamed but confused too. How can it be so vivid? Not only the feeling of being in a woman's body, of wearing her clothes, of feeling what she feels but why should Margie feel horny on a dark street at night being stalked by a killer? The emotions are strange, confused. Arousal and fear competing, crowding each other out in Donald's mind. He wishes that he'd never even heard of the Whitechapel Butcher, or started on this book in the first place. The story had fascinated him for years. He used to stay up nights reading everything he could find about the unsolved murders. But now that he was actually pursuing the case, he was afraid of where it was leading him.

“I’ve got to get my mind off this,” Donald says to himself. I’m not going to spend tonight alone. Confident that his erection has subsided, he decides to duck into a Starbucks and order that coffee that will keep him away from smoking a cigarette. Determined to think no more of the Butcher, he uses the complimentary wifi to search for prostitutes. He’s never done anything like this. Well, once. He was in Las Vegas with a bunch of friends and he’d spent the night with a hooker then, though the experience was less than gratifying and he wasn’t eager to repeat it. Now, though, he knows that more than anything he wanted to get laid. He wants to spend the night with someone, a woman who could take his mind off his nightmares and maybe keep them from coming entirely.

He scrolls through the profiles until he lands on one that catches his eye. She's Black with long, straight black hair and wearing a pink bra and panties. Her profile says her name is Lucy. Her 'suggested donation' is seven hundred pounds for the night. Donald sends her a message giving a few details of his appearance and what he's interested in and asks whether she'll meet him at his hotel. After about twenty minutes, Donald receives a message back telling him that she'd be happy to meet him and that she'll see him at 10 pm. Donald wonders how he's going to kill the rest of the afternoon and decides to find a pub to get lost in. He wants to sleep, needs to sleep, but he's afraid of what sleep will bring. So, instead, he'll drink.

Donald leaves the pub around six-thirty and takes the tube back to his hotel. He manages to pass out for a few hours. When he wakes up, it’s almost ten. He’s got a headache, but mercifully he hasn’t had any dreams. He takes a shower and shaves. When he checks his phone, he finds a text from ‘Lucy’ letting him know that she’s downstairs. He gives her his room number and she tells him she’ll be up in a moment.


3.

“‘Ello, ‘ello,” says Lucy in a heavy cockney accent which Donald suspects might be a put-on for out-of-towners. She strolls in the room in a pair of short-cut jean shorts and a pink t-shirt with sequins spelling the words ‘Devil’s Angel.’ She blows a bubble with her chewing gum. She’s got pink highlights in her hair, something she didn’t have in her profile picture and they make her look even more juvenile, as do the red Chuck Taylors.

“Hi,” says Donald, wondering whether this was a good idea. He supposes that her outfit is better than the negligee that he was imagining she would come in wearing. Less conspicuous by comparison. But this outfit is perhaps meant to attract men who want, but cannot have, fifteen-year-old girls.

Lucy takes a seat on the bed and swings one leg over the other.

“Fix me a drink then, love?”

“Will that be a cuppa?” Donald says in his bad imitation of her cockney accent. Lucy is not amused.

“Gin and tonic, if you have it.”

Donald goes over to the hotel mini-fridge and pulls out a tiny bottle of gin.

“No tonic, I’m afraid.”

“Gin’s close enough, thanks.”

Donald takes the little paper dust cover off the glass and pours the small bottle's meager contents inside. He hands it to her and she accepts it. He notices that he's got French-tipped fingernails.

"You in town for business or pleasure?" she asks.

“I’m not really sure anymore,” Donald says absently.

“Well, maybe we can make it a little of both,” Lucy says, taking a big gulp from her glass. Donald thinks about how trusting this young woman has to be to come to his hotel room without knowing a thing about him. And to do it as a matter of routine. He thinks of Agnes McCreedy, the Butcher’s third victim, a prostitute from the East End who was found with her throat cut and her entrails splayed out.

“You’re shiverin’” Lucy says.

“Am I?” Donald says.

“What are you lookin’ for tonight, Guvna?”

Donald takes a tequila bottle from the mini-fridge, uncaps it.

“I just don’t want to be alone tonight. I can’t be.”

"Come over and sit next to me," Lucy says, patting the bed beside her. Donald does as he's told. He feels the weight of something heavy on his shoulders and he wishes he could identify why it's there. Those deaths took place more than a hundred years ago. They belong to another time. So, why does he have dreams where he's being chased by the killer? How he asks himself, do I get free of this torment?

“You alright?” Lucy asks, touching his shoulder. He takes a deep pull from the tiny tequila bottle, practically draining it in one gulp.

“Yeah,” he says. “Don’t worry. I’m not a psycho or anything.”

“You don’t do this a lot, do you?”

“How could you tell?” Donald says, giving a weak smile.

"Not to worry, love. I specialize in first-timers."

“It’s not my first time,” he says.

“Doesn’t matter. You’re with me now, and I’m gonna do it all for ya. Alright?”

Before Donald can answer, she is climbing on top of him. Fingers pressed against his chest let him know it’s time to lie down. He lets himself fall against the bed. She’s undoing his belt and unzipping his pants. He can feel his erection coming on strong and he’s relieved. 

She strips in front of him, taking off the shoes first. They were a ridiculous choice, he decides now. It takes her far too long for her to get them off. But it doesn’t matter, because it gives him enough to strip himself down to his underwear. Soon they’re off and she’s standing in just her bra and panties and he’s fully erect and ready to fuck his thoughts away.

“Turn off the light,” he tells her. She goes over to the wall and does so. He can feel her in the dark, feel her warmth. They meet on the bed and kiss. Not on the lips, but he kisses her neck while she touches him.

“What do you want?”

“Blow me,” he says. And she does it. He feels his cock being engulfed in that warmth and after a few minutes he finishes. She climbs off him, and he can hear the sound of her spitting his cum into something.

“Do you want another go ‘round?”

“No,” he says. “Just please stay the night with me. Please.”

“Alright, love,” she says, and her voice is as comforting and soft as his mother’s. He feels her warm shoulder against his arm and wraps the other around her waist. He smells her hair. He feels safe. There’s no thought of the Butcher or the cold London night in his mind. After a few minutes, he drifts off to sleep.


4.

Oh, God! Margie tries to think as her mind emerges out of the hazy. She’s on the street again. She looks down to confirm that she is wearing a woman’s flowing, silky dress and little black shoes. She whips his head around to peer down the dark street. Her heart pounds. It’s all happening again!

She turns and runs, making her way to safety, the Constable’s Office. Anything. She can feel her chest compressed by the corset, choking the breath out of her. Why? Why did women have to wear these stupid things? She huffs on, hearing the sound of people laughing upstairs.

“Help me!” she shrieks in a feminine voice, “I need help!”

But her panicked cries go unheard, and she can't stop, can't wait. She turns to run again, nearly tripping on the hem of her dress. She takes the long flowing skirt in both hands as she flees. Margie hears the sound of footsteps on the cobblestones behind him and a feeling of terror creeps up her spine and to the hairs on the back of his neck.

Wait! The cobblestone! I remember the cobblestone! She looks down, sees the loose cobblestone in the road, and manages to step around it. She didn't trip this time! She pumps his slender, hairless legs harder, emboldened with the realization that she can do this. She can change it this time. It won't happen again, not like before. She turns onto Back Church Street and–

Falls, hard. She tumbles to the ground whimpering at the pain in her leg. Her shoe has come off. Stupid! She forgot about the cart in the road. She tries to lift herself up, but he’s there. The Whitechapel Butcher! He’s standing over her, leering at her.

“Get away!” she yells, kicking him in the shin with her one heeled shoe. He groans, leaning down to slash at her with his knife.

She tries to scoot herself out of the range of his knife, but the fabric of the dress is hard to maneuver in. She struggles in the unwieldy dress, kicking off the heel so that she can stand up and run. She manages to get to her feet, but he grabs her leg and pulls her to the ground. She falls hard, her chin landing against the street with a terrible thud. Get up. You have to get up!

He jerks her arm around, pulling her to face him. He looks into her eyes, wants him to see his face as he plunges the knife into her.


5.

“Ahhhhhhhh!!!” Donald yells as he thrashes in the bed.

“Wake up! Jesus, it’s okay. It’s okay. It’s just a dream!”

Donald opens his eyes, sits up in bed. He’s in a cold sweat.

“Oh, god!” he says, panting. It happened again. Christ. It happened again. He’s aware that he’s lying chest-down on the bed. Lucy is standing over him, looking at him.

“You know that you scream like a girl in your dreams, right?”

Donald’s cock twitches in his shorts.

“Money’s on the table,” he barks.

“Yeah, all right. Be that way,” Lucy says. “You know, you kick in your sleep too. Just about kicked me out of bed.”

“I’m sorry. Goodbye.”

She snatches the cash off the table and presses the bills together in a little wave.

“Cheerio,” she says. She slams the door behind her. He can hear her laughter carrying down the hall.

Fuck! He punches the headboard and hurts his hand. He clutches his knuckle, letting the fingers relax. It wasn’t supposed to happen again. He lies there, letting his erection subside. Then, a thought occurs. He was able to change something this time. It didn’t play exactly the same way as the nights before. True, it was pretty much the same outcome. But the sequence of events was different. That has to count for something. It has to, doesn’t it?

He goes to the bathroom, strips down and takes a long hot shower. The street is still buzzing in his head. He remembers the feeling of being Margie, the feeling of her breasts; of being inside that soft feminine body. Something takes over. He grabs his stiffening cock in his hands, imagining that he's plunging lithe fingers into a slick pussy. He rubs his chest with the other hand, letting the warm water run over the skin. He imagines that there are two breasts there, soft and firm. He rubs his nipples, frustrated with the way that they refuse to stand on end. But in his mind, Donald is Margie again. She's safe now, away from the street. She's all alone, masturbating and enjoying her body. Her fingers plunge deeper into her wet pussy. She gently circles her clit with a finger, the tiny head awash with sensations. Donald fingers the tip of his cock like it's a clit and cums hard, ejaculate spilling on the porcelain. He pants there, letting the water clean him off. He feels guilty, strange. But he also feels the relief, the relief that he's been craving. He twists the showerhead to send the globs of cum down the drain. He shuts off the shower, steps out, and grabs a towel.

Donald admires himself in the mirror. He looks like himself, his body feels like his own again. It was just an erotic fantasy, nothing more. He’s a man, Donald Reed. His desire to be a woman was nothing more than an urge, and it’s passed now. It was the dreams, they put some thoughts in his head that he had to exercise. But now that he has, he feels better. He feels calm and at peace.

After shaving and putting on some fresh clothes, Donald decides that what he needs to do is to investigate further. Maybe there's something that he's missed. The more he knows, the better off he'll be when it happens again, right? And it will happen again. He's sure of that now. There's no escaping these dreams he's having. Not until he changes something more until he can beat the Butcher and change the outcome.

“That has to be the solution,” Donald says aloud to an empty room. “If I can stop the Butcher from killing Margie, then I’ll be free of this thing for good.”

He’ll go to the London Public Library and go over the details of the case again. Getting his bearings, he grabs his phone and pulls up walking directions to the tube station.


6.

The first few hours yield nothing. Donald furrows his brow as he peers into the microfiche reader machine. His eyes are starting to tire. He’s read it all before. The police reports from the period, commentaries from other scholars, they all give up the same details. The body was found in the street by a boy named Willie, the son of a clerk. Father and son reported finding the body and then Scotland Yard was summoned. A sketch was produced, the only likeness of Margie in existence. It’s a rough sketch, and Donald’s looked at it half a dozen times before. But this time it fills him with a dread that he hasn’t felt before. When he sees Margie’s face, dark circles under her eyes, blood dripping from her lip, he can feel a sharp pain pierce his chest as if he felt the wound himself.

He skims the report again, but nothing much of interest comes up. He searches the library database for the names of all the principal characters. The father and son don’t appear anywhere else in the record. But then Donald gets a lead. Egbert Walthorpe, one of the officers who attended to Margie’s body, appears in another report. Three weeks after Margie was found dead, there was another man arrested on a drunk and disorderly charge. The man’s name was Daniel Fry, and he claimed that he saw the woman on the night that she was killed.

Donald leans forward in his chair as he reads the report. Walthorpe ignored Fry, insisting that his testimony was insubstantial. He couldn’t prove that he was on the street on the night in question, and he couldn’t offer any relevant details of note except that he saw a woman running past him. There’s no picture, but Donald still feels sure that somehow Fry was the man he saw.

After a few hours digging, there’s not much that Donald can find about Fry is his date of birth and his death. He lived a good long life, the record shows that he lived to be 71. Practically ancient by late-Victorian standards. There is one other thing. Daniel Fry was employed as a butcher’s apprentice. This new revelation makes Fry’s blood run cold. What if this guy wasn’t the bystander at all? What if he was the Whitechapel Butcher himself?

True, ‘The Whitechapel Butcher’ is just a name that the papers came up with, and there’s no evidence he actually worked in the meat trade. But the killer did get the name because of the meat cleaver that he used to hack his victims, and a meat cleaver would have been available to a butcher’s apprentice. Or just about anyone else in London.

Donald rubs his forehead, looking up at the window that tells him that he’s been in the library all day. He pulls out his phone to confirm that it’s past 6 pm GMT. He decides that there’s nothing more that he can learn and packs up his notepads and laptop. It’s more than nothing, but the Daniel Fry lead isn’t worth much either. Donald decides that his best bet is to find a pub and have a couple of pints of dark Guinness to wash his thoughts away.

The Dog's Breakfast is exactly the kitschy kind of pub that's sprung up all over London, although Donald is pretty confident that it's about as authentic as a TGI Fridays. But still, the ambiance isn't bad. Brass railings on the bars, old Guinness adverts framed on the walls, and the booths are red pleather. The people in the crowd seem to be enjoying themselves. There's a group of chaps playing snooker in the corner and a young Pakistani couple sitting next to him on a date. Donald thinks of the fact that all of this hasn't really changed much since the late 19th century. Cosmetically, yes. But deep down there's a kind of charm to England that remains unchanged.

Was Margie in a place like this before she was stalked and murdered? He pays for the drinks and stumbles and takes a walk in the direction of Whitechapel. It’s almost fall now, and the nights are starting to turn chilly. He thinks about Daniel Fry. Could he have really been the murder? He tries to reach back in his mind to the face that he saw in the dream. It’s faint now, impossible to conjure completely the way that things in dreams always are once they’ve faded. He tries to pull that image back into his mind. Donald closes his eyes, still walking. He tries to shut out everything from his mind except that face and the feelings that it brings.

Then, like a dark curtain being drawn back, the figure emerges. The pageboy cap, the handlebar mustache; he's right in front of Donald. Donald sighs, a feeling of warmth and relief washing over him as he sees the man's face. He stops walking, feeling a strange sensation of floating.

He feels a tug from all directions, almost like he’s being pulled at my invisible fingers all at once. Donald can feel his body changing. He bites his lip, feeling like warm water flowing all around him. He’s suspended, the magic taking over.  His chest expands, two round lumps forming and filling. His hips narrow, becoming slender. He touches his breasts, surprised to find them now covered by a flowing fabric. A dress. He reaches down to his crotch just in time to feel his penis and testicles receding, replaced by a warm wetness between his legs.

Margie, Donald says in his mind. He’s Margie again.

She forces her eyes open and finds that she’s back on the street in Whitechapel. The same cold night air, the same fear piercing her suddenly.

“Oh, god!” Margie exclaims, turning to look for the pursuer she knows is behind her. Margie picks up the hem of her dress and makes a mad dash. I know the way, she tells herself. I’m not going to get killed by him this time. She pumps her legs, not daring to look back.

Daniel Fry. She feels certain that the man she saw, the man who gave her that warm feeling in her stomach, can rescue her. She feels her breasts heaving as she breathes hard, the sensation creating a warm dampness between her legs. She's getting turned on just from being in this body again, but the thrill of being pursued makes the feeling that much more engrossing.

He’s after me, she thinks. But he’ll never catch me. But Margie’s exhilaration turns to terror when she trips on the cobblestone in the road. She forgot to look out for it. She tumbles to the ground. Terrified, she looks up to see the killer. He’s not standing right over her the way he did. He’s a figure in the distance, stalking her like a lion stalks a gazelle. He’s watching, but his face is invisible. He’s yards away.

Margie picks herself up, begins to run again. Back Church Lane. She’s got to reach it. She runs harder, desperate to reach him. Fry. Safety. The stinging pain in her knee protests the exertion, but Margie presses on anyway. She has to make it. She has to. He’s getting closer now. She can hear the sound of his feet on the cobblestones behind her.

She turns onto Back Church Lane. She’s only a few hundred feet from Fry. The flame from his pipe is like a beacon in the night.

“Help!” Margie screams. “Help me, please!”

Fry turns away from the woman he’s speaking to. He looks dashing, Margie thinks. He sees the state she’s in, the pure terror in her eyes. As she rushes toward him, long hair liberated from the tight bun on her head by a loose hairpin, she feels like a damsel about to be rescued.

Fry drops the pipe from his hand in time for Margie to throw herself into his arms. She’s amazed to find tears streaming down her cheeks as she buries her face in his chest. She sobs.

“What’s wrong, Love?” he coos gently. “What’s he done to ya, eh?”

Fry places a tentative palm on Margie’s back. She feels grateful for the warmth of his kindness.

"Oy!" cries the woman at Margie's back. At first, Margie thinks this bark might be commanded at her, but when she pulls herself away from Fry, she sees that the woman has called out at the figure in the dark. The Butcher. He's turned and went away. She's safe now.

“That man...he was after me,” Margie manages to say.

“Well, he’s gone now,” says the frumpy woman.

“Thank you,” Margie says.

“Twasn’t nothing at all,” says Fry, giving her a reassuring grin. “Have you got someplace to stay tonight?”

“I– I’m not sure,” Margie admits. Every time the dream terminates before this point. Donald doesn’t know what happens next, which means that Margie doesn’t either.

"I know of a boarding-house down the way," Fry says. "I could take you there. It's half a quid for the night."

“Half a quid?” Margie asks in amazement.

“If you haven’t got it now, I’ll spot ‘cha.”

“Now you do behave yourself, Daniel Fry,” the woman says. Her cockney accent betrays a sense of humor at the idea that she should warn anyone about being a gentleman. “Don’t be givin’ her the old rub and tickle after the night she’s had. You give her the sausage and the poor thing’s liable to pass away.”

“Oh, come off it, Dottie,” Fry says haughtily. “Don’t mind her, Misses. A right proper one she is.”

“That’s alright,” Margie says, head still swimming from the chase. “I think I’d like to find a calm place to lie down though.”

“Right. ‘Night Dottie,” says Fry, tipping his cap. Dottie gives a slightly mocking curtsy.

“Feel better, eh, Love?”

“Yes, thank you,” Margie says as Dottie departs. Fry offers his arm, and Margie is charmed to accept. She throws one last parting glance behind her, but her pursuer is nowhere in sight. Maybe she’ll go to bed and wake up as Donald Reed again. Maybe it’s all over and the spell has been broken. She’s alive. She survived the attack, and that was supposed to break the spell. But some part of her is wishing that it’s not over yet.


7.  

Margie bolts the door to her room tight. The place is dark, the bed narrow and smelling faintly of its previous occupants. But she’s too distracted to care about any of that. She’s overcome with lust and she’s horny in a way she’s never felt before. Without even bothering to untie her shoes, she collapses onto the bed and reaches under the folds of her dress to massage her smooth thighs.

She could hardly get to the room fast enough. All that sexual energy that had been built up from the chase just has to be released. Her cheeks went rosy when Fry offered his arm. Daniel Fry, she thinks. What a gentleman he is. She only wishes that she’d been more polite to him. She hardly spoke to him at all before accepting his kind offer of a place to sleep. She feels sure that if he’d offered her his own bed she’d have said ‘yes’ without any hesitation.

Margie suppresses a moan as her fingers move closer to her wet vagina. Her other hand cups her breast through her clothes. Wait, she thinks. This will feel so much better naked! As she awkwardly fumbles with her clothes, she thinks back to the shower, masturbating as Donald thinking about this exact thing. The underwear is flowing and unfamiliar. But once she’s gotten off her shoes she turns on her back and starts to fidget with the buttons on the back of the dress. After three or four agonizing minutes, Margie manages to undo them each. She slides her dress off of herself, enjoying the feeling of her bare back against the coolness of the sheet. The chill in the room makes her nipples stand at attention. She loves how puffy and soft they are. She licks her fingers and begins to rub them with the tips of her fingers and thumbs.

“Ooh,” she gasps, amazed at how the sensations travel throughout her body, sending little waves of electricity into her chest, down her spine, and between her legs. She can smell her wetness now. She parts her thighs and enjoys the soft warmth between her legs. Her thighs buck involuntarily as she rubs the lips of her pussy.

“Please,” she whispers into the dark as she prepares to plunge those fingers deeper inside of herself. “Please don’t let tonight be the only night I can do this.”

Margie moans loudly as she slides her finger into her wet folds, the feeling of pleasure overwhelming any sense of caution. She knows that she might be overheard, but the feeling only heightens her arousal. She wants to have an audience. If she could, she would do this in front of a whole crowd of onlookers. She pictures their faces as they watch her, their leering eyes delighting in her performance. She sees Fry’s face, full of wonder and excitement. Then, she sees the Butcher in the crowd. He’s grinning his terrible grin. But instead of being frightened, seeing him only arouses her further. He holds out his blade, touching the tip of his tongue to the edge. Margie cums hard, hips bucking as she screams loud. She pants for breath as the waves of pleasure slowly begin to recede.

She feels guilty and vulnerable again. But she can’t shake the feelings of arousal that have her head buzzing. The smell of her cum, so different from a man's, makes her that much more aroused. She closes her legs and feels the cream between her thighs growing cold. She climbs under the top sheet.

There he was again. Why does this dangerous man turn her on? She can at least understand her attraction to Fry, her protector. Her woman's body is drawn to a man. But the killer? Why does the vision of his face make her cum like a faucet? Almost as if they have a mind of their own, her fingers find their way between her legs again. She finds it impossible to keep herself from masturbating. Even when she pulls her hand from between her thighs, she finds it back there a moment later. Never has she felt this space, this abscess in her body that cries out to be filled. Her fingers massage the mound of soft, curly hairs just above her pussy. She uses two fingers to spread herself all over again, and soon she's touching her chest too. Images of an erect penis fill her thoughts. She thinks first of her own, the way she used to look at in the mirror, admiring it. Donald, she thinks. That used to be me. She thinks of his penis and she yearns for that hard member to be inside of her. She wants it there, pressing itself into her. She wants to feel it rooting around, forcing her tight folds to expand as it goes deeper. Even two fingers aren't enough to simulate the sensations. She wants it harder, deeper, and faster all at once. She fingers her engorged clit now, amazed at how swollen it's gotten. She touches it gingerly, groaning involuntarily every time she does. The feminine grunts arise from somewhere inside of her body and she has no control. She massages herself, letting her fingers go deeper inside. But the orgasm is harder to achieve this time, and the excitement fades after a few moments. So different from the way that a man jerks off, she thinks. I’m a lot more complicated down there.

But though she's not managed to achieve multiple orgasms, Margie is satisfied. She lies there in the dark and wonders if this is still a dream. If it is, then why does it feel like she could drift off to sleep. You can't dream within a dream. That transformation on the streets of London. That was no dream. She wonders what the next day will bring if there even is one. Will it all be over when she wakes up? And if it is, then what does that mean?

Margie manages to drift off even with all of these answerless thoughts swirling in her mind.


8.

Sunlight seeping from the grimey window rouses Margie from sleep. She puts a hand to her chest, feeling the soft pillows of flesh resting there. It's all real. She wasn't dreaming last night. She really has been sent back in time, and she really is a woman now. Margie expects fear or apprehension to grip her, knowing now that it's all true. But instead, she feels waves of relief. She stands, admiring her new body with its gentle curves and the tuft of pubic hair between her legs. She stretches in the small space. There's a sink in the corner of the room, and she washes as best she can with a washcloth. But the water is bitter cold, and she has no other clothes to change into, so she dresses as quickly as possible.

Downstairs she’s greeted by the smell of tea and the sounds of the other boarders chatting as they eat their breakfast. In the dining room, she sees Fry buttering his bread in the corner. Their eyes meet and he smiles. She wants to sit beside him, but both seats are occupied by other lodgers. So she takes a seat at the opposite corner of the table. The food is simple, pastries and toast with jam, but Margie eats voraciously. She looks up and notices that Fry has gone. Disappointed, she rises from the table and gives a quick thanks to the landlady.

As she makes her way towards the front door, she realizes that she has absolutely no idea what Margie does on her day off. It’s Sunday and the tailor shop on Damien Street will be closed. Too bad. It would be a good place to pilfer a new set of clothes. She’s got no money and she wonders how she’s supposed to make it in Whitechapel on her own.

“Miss McCloud?” says a husky male voice. She turns, startled. But it’s just Fry. He’s been waiting for her on the stairs. Hoping, perhaps, for a chance encounter.

“Mr. Fry,” Margie says, “I’m very pleased to see you again on this fine morning.”

She’s surprised at how easily she manages to slip into the polite conversational style of an English lady. Lots of British movies, she assumes.

“You had quite a scare last night,” Fry says.

“Indeed I did. I am most grateful for your generosity and your care.”

“Not at all, Ma’am. Have you any plans for the day?”

Margie considers the question for a moment. She knows that the historical Margie, the one whose body she now inhabits, has an apartment somewhere in Whitechapel, though she doesn’t know quite where.

“I don’t quite know what I’ll do. I can’t stay here again on your dime.”

“Dime?”

“Coppers, or whatever,” Margie mutters. Maybe being a lady in the 19th century will be harder than she thought.

“Have you any relatives in London?” Fry asks.

“Sadly, no,” she says. “But I do have an employer I can call upon.”

“Well, that’s very well,” Fry says. He looks like he’s about to end the conversation, but Margie stops him.

“Tell me, Mr. Fry. Would you care for a walk through the park this morning?”

“I would be delighted.”

The walk is pleasant and the day is fine. Unlike the London which Donald left, the city which Margie finds herself strolling through is turning into spring. They walk arm and arm, delighting in the sights and sounds of the city. Margie is dismayed at the presence of so much manure on the cobblestoned streets. She enjoys the way that she feels dainty when she steps around it. She’s surprised at how fun it is being a lady. Donald Reed had never felt the urge to be feminine. But now that he’s switched genders, the change is a welcome one. So much so that when Fry offers to buy her a new set of clothes, she happily accepts. The shop isn’t a posh one, and the fabric is simple. But Margie is so relieved to have a change of clothes, and she very much enjoys the feeling of being doted on. When the shop girl compliments Margie on her smart-looking husband, she blushes crimson.

The sun begins to set and Margie thinks that the day is the most enjoyable she’s had.

“What are you thinking about?” she asks Fry.

“I’m thinking about what it would be like to spend a day like this every week,” Fry answers.

“We could, you know,” Margie says.

“Margaret, I want you to know about the purity of my intentions,” Fry says. “And I would be remiss if I did not tell you that my thoughts now turn to marriage.”

Margie almost croaks.

“Marriage! We hardly know each other!”

“That’s not true at all. I’ve known you for the entire day.”

“That’s not enough time to get to know someone.”

“You’re a rather queer sort, you know,” Fry says.

“Oh, you’re too right, Mr. Fry. You have no idea.”

Margie giggles, then something stops her in her tracks. It’s the alleyway from the night before. Without thinking about it, the two of them have come to the same spot again.

“The Butcher!” Margie exclaims.

“Which butcher?” Fry says.

“The Whitechapel Butcher,” Margie says.

“Who?”

"Oh, no. Of course, you wouldn't know him by that name. He was only given the moniker after he killed–"

Margie nearly said ‘me’ but stopped herself.

“He’s a killer, Daniel. He’s the man who was stalking me last night.”

“That blighter from the alley?”

“Yes. I got away, but he’s still out there somewhere. He’ll kill again unless he’s stopped.”

“My dear, how can you know that?”

“Trust me, darling. I know what I’m talking about. The Butcher will strike again.”

“Can’t we call on the constable?”

“No, no. They’ll never respond quickly enough. They aren’t much for efficiency, I’m afraid.”

“So, what shall we do then?”

“We’ll lie in wait for him.”

“Are you barking mad? This man’s a killer. If he’s as bad as you say, how can we possibly risk our own lives to stop him?”

“Daniel, don’t you see? I can’t go strolling around London knowing that some other girl might be his victim tonight. Besides, he chose me. It wasn’t random. There’s no telling whether I might still be in danger.”

“So, what shall we do then?”


9.  

Wrapped in a shawl, Margie walks the streets of London alone. She misses the warmth of her companion and the bright, sunny day they enjoyed together. But there’s no other way to draw out the Butcher than to leave herself vulnerable to his attack. She looks for him everywhere, but he’s nowhere in sight. She reminds herself that the old pattern won’t necessarily hold true. Maybe the killer won’t be out tonight. Even the busiest serial killer can’t hunt every night. But then, he was foiled the night before. That means that he’ll surely require some kind of satisfaction. He’s got to be out, she tells herself. He’ll come.

She looks over her shoulder to confirm that Fry is still behind her, following at a safe distance. She doesn't want the two of them to drift too far apart from each other. It's a comfort to catch a glimpse of him, even if it's several hundred yards away. She chooses her route at random, heading one way and then the next without any particular sense of direction. Her only concern is not to venture too far from Whitechapel. There were some slayings in the neighboring hamlets, but he never ventured far. He must live in the area. Ahead of her, a conservatively-dressed and dour couple walk arm in arm towards her. The woman looks Margie up and down and scowls. No surprise why. The shawl she wears scarcely conceals her voluptuous breasts. She made sure to wear an outfit that would show off her body to entice her would-be murderer.

Margie feels a little proud of looking like a harlot, and she lets her backside wiggle a little as she walks. A carriage passing in front of her at the intersection makes her decide to turn onto another smaller street. Where would he go if he weren't stalking around? And wouldn't he be noticed if he spent his whole night wandering the streets? As the clip-clop of the carriage recedes, Margie hears the metal soles of a man's shoe behind her. She turns behind her, content that Fry is keeping up with her.

Then she hears Fry calling her–

“Margie! Look out, Margie!’    

When she turns again, she realizes that the cloaked figure behind her isn't Fry at all. A man has placed himself between them, a man whose quickening pace tells her that she has to run. The Whitechapel Butcher!

Margie screams, kicking hard against the cobblestones with each frantic lunge in her heels. Again, she's managed to get herself chased by him. Again! She can hear Fry's footsteps as he chases after the Butcher, but he's too far behind. Where can she run to where he can't pursue her? There's nowhere she can get to where he can't follow. He must have known she'd be out again. There's no this is another chance encounter. Worst of all is the wetness she feels once again between her legs, the rawness of her sensitive nipples as the fabric chafes them. She's horny, turned on by the prospect of being sliced open.

Then, like a flash, Margie realizes what she has to do. Less than ten yards away from him, Margie turns stock still.

“What are you doing, Margie?” Fry calls, evidently close enough to see her under the glow of the gaslight though she cannot see him in the gloom. All she can see is the man between them: The Whitechapel Butcher.

He draws nearer, slowly and carefully. She opens her arms to him.

“Come to me, my love,” she coos.

“Margie! Don’t do it, Margie!” Fry yells.

She can see the glint of the meat cleaver reflected on the street light as he draws nearer.

She can see his face. It’s not the ugly face she’d seen in her dreams. Instead, he’s actually a rather handsome man. Very handsome. He draws closer, smiling with crooked teeth.

"Ello, Love," he says. Margie moves closer, drawing near him for a kiss. As she does, Fry approaches from the rear, beaming the Butcher in the back of his head with his fist. Seeing her chance, Margie grabs for the meat cleaver. The killer smacks her hard with his free hand and swings wildly at Fry with the blade. But he misses by a mile, and Fry returns with a Haymaker. The stunned killer drops the knife and Margie dives for it, covering it with her body. She looks up to find the two duking it out in the street. Seizing the moment, Margie wraps her fingers around the hilt of the blade and stumbles to her feet. The knife is in her hand.

The Butcher breaks Fry’s nose with his fist. But with his back turned, he doesn’t see it coming when Margie plunges the cleaver deep into his back. He howls, then falls to the street stone dead.

Margie and Fry stare at each other, panting from the exertion of what they’ve just done.

“Are you alright, Daniel?” Margie asks.

Fry nods, clutching his bloody nose. They step away from the corpse with the bloody knife still sunk in its back.

They embrace and Margie leans up for a kiss. Fry tries to stop her, the blood still gushing from his nose. But she licks the tip of his nose, tasting the blood triggering her arousal. As she wraps herself around him, Fry takes his cue and carries her into an alley away from prying eyes.

There, in the filth of the narrow alley, Fry penetrates Margie McCloud. Each thrust is ecstasy for her. It’s quick and rough, but the thrill of what they’ve just done is such a turn-on that Margie never wants it to end. Fry cums hard, filling her with his seed. When he’s finished, they redress and steal off in the night.
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Margie Fry lived to a ripe old age, even older than her husband Daniel. They had three children together. She loved them all, but she never told them her secret. And as for The Butcher, that was a secret that she and Daniel kept only to themselves. The constables were baffled by the appearance of the body in the streets, but they had stopped finding the bodies of dead women. Margie was satisfied.

She and Daniel recreated the scene in their sex play together, using the experience to turn each other on. Occasionally, Margie thought about the man that she’d been, and the future that she could anticipate. Sometimes she wished that she could walk around as Donald again, to be a man again for a night. But mostly she was satisfied to be a wife and mother, and later a grandmother. She’d done things that most of the women in her adopted time would never have dreamed of doing, and she was proud. She’d faced her fears and defeated a monster. It still wasn’t clear exactly what had happened that had delivered her into this place and time, but she certainly wouldn’t have slipped back through that rip in time even if she could have.


The Casting Couch

1.

“Marta?”

“Yes?” was the shy reply from Marta Aguilar. She’d been staring at her own hands folded in her lap. It was the best way to avoid having to make chit-chat with these cool confident women who obviously knew what they were doing. All of them seemed so confident and beautiful.  told herself that she had youth on her side, but sometimes that’s not what they’re looking for. Being nineteen was a blessing, her mother had told her, but the part was that of a registered nurse. Didn’t nurses have to go to school before they could be certified? She was over the moon when her agent told her that she was up for a recurring role on Miami General, but now she had a pit in her stomach she couldn’t get rid of.

But the assistant was calling her name, so what else could she do?

“Arvie is ready to see you now,” the assistant said. “Would you like a water?”

“Oh, um, no, thanks,” Marta said. The assistant just nodded curtly. Was she supposed to take the water? Was that a thing? Did people usually get so thirsty in front of Arvie that she might need quick hydration to keep her from collapsing? Now she was even more nervous. Why hadn’t she accepted the stupid water? No way to fix it now. Marta rose, smoothed her dress, and entered Arvie’s office.

The first thing she noticed was the three of them. One man was African-American, shaved head, and probably in his fifties. He shook Marta's hand and introduced himself as the director. Then she shook hands with a young white guy with quaffed hair. He was Arvie's assistant. And there at the end was the man himself. The biggest mogul in Hollywood: Arvie Weissenstein.

Arvie's handshake was firm, almost pincer-like, and he held Marta's hand in his for just a beat too long. She was surprised. For such a powerful man with such an important position, Arvie was far uglier and fatter than she'd expected, and he made no attempt to disguise the fact that he was staring at her breasts.

“Marta, wonderful to see you,” said Arvie. “Please have a seat.”

“Thank you,” Marta managed to choke out. The male assistant, whose name Marta had already forgotten, came around and handed her a couple of pages, ‘sides’ in Hollywood talk. She stared at the page, but it was like the script was written in Greek. She was so nervous that the words were suddenly rendered incomprehensible. She was blowing it!

“Whenever you’re ready,” Arvie said. Marta took a deep breath. She shut her eyes, and as soon as she opened them she was Lola Amaral: the sassy take-no-prisoners nurse who was having an affair with her boss.

“What do you plan to do about the baby?” Marta said.

"Place him under observation and wait for the attending physician to come back with the MRI," said the assistant, his tone as bored as a person could be. 

“No, not that baby. Our baby.” 

“Oh, that. You know I can’t talk about it here.”

“Our baby is not an ‘it,’ Paul. She’s a ‘her’.”

“I just mean that I can’t talk about it, the situation, while I’m at work, okay?”

“Well, when are we supposed to talk about it? It’s not easy for me, you know.” At this, Marta began to tear up, no easy feat when the writing was this bad.

“Don’t cry,” said the bored assistant. “We’ll figure this out.”

“Did you ever love me?” Marta asked, hysterical now. “Or was it all just some big joke to you?”

“You think I’m laughing?”

“I think you’re heartless! This child is the product of our love. But since I told you about her, you’ve barely come near me. You haven’t even looked at the ultrasound.”

“Oh, like I need to look at another ultrasound? What do you think I do around here all day? Lola, I’m sorry. I know I haven’t been good to you. But I never made you any promises. You knew what you were getting into when you slept with your boss.”

“And did you know what you were getting into when you slept with your boss?!”

“Aaand, scene,” said the director. “Thank you. That was very good.”

Marta felt like she was about to fall out of her chair. She’d had to summon up the memory of her grandmother’s painful cancer diagnosis to be able to cry on command at that schlock. It took her a moment to recover and bring her emotions back to neutral. She batted a tear from her eye with her manicured nail. Arvie hadn’t taken his eyes off her since she began reading. He was still staring now, hardly blinking. She knew immediately what was on his mind and she felt the urge to cross her legs and cover herself completely. So intense was the wattage of his gaze that it seemed to pass through her like x-rays.

Arvie cleared his throat. The director turned to the assistant.

“I need a Fanta,” he announced and rose from his chair. The assistant did the same thing. Arvie stayed planted where he was. “Don’t get up, Marta,” the director said. “We’ll just be a moment.”

With the two of them gone, Marta felt even more exposed, a sensation she would not have thought possible a moment ago.

“You’re drooping,” Arvie said. It took her a moment to understand what he meant. When she did, she saw that he was right. She had unconsciously slipped into terrible posture. She had slid forward to make herself smaller, retracting her sternum to keep her chest from sticking out. Her body was her instrument, and it was trying to tell her something. 

But she ignored its warning and forced herself to sit up.

“I want to be honest because I think you deserve it as a professional,” Arvie said.

“Thank you,” Marta said. Arvie continued on, stepping on her line. He wasn’t expecting her to speak.

“You’re not right for Lola.”

Marta felt like she’d been hit with a hammer.

“But, I like you for something else I’m doing. I can introduce you to some people I know who will be very interested in you. These people become interested in what I’m interested in. Do you understand?”

“I’m not sure,” Marta answered.

“You’re not sure if you understand, or you’re not sure if you’re interested in what I’m offering?”

“I don’t recall you having presented me with an offer,” Marta said evasively.

Arvie screwed up his face in a grin, his snout flaring.

“I’d like you to come to a party tonight,” Arvie stood, drawing a stack of business cards held in place by a rubber band from his pocket. He drew one of the cards from the stack, picked up a pen from the table, and then scribbled something on it. “This card is your invitation. You’ll hand it to the concierge, and he’ll know to let you in the door.”

Arvie walked around the table. But instead of handing Marta the card, he instead walked behind her chair. Marta tensed involuntarily at his nearness. He lay his hand on her bare shoulder.

“You’ll be treated as a VIP and make connections with people who will offer you work.”

“What kind of work?” Marta asked, although she already had a pretty good idea in her mind.

“Well, you know that you’ll have to start at the bottom. That’s just how it goes in this town. But it doesn’t have to be all bad. There’s a side of Hollywood that’s none too glamorous, but it can still be fun.”

She became aware of his hot breath on the back of her head. The Cretan brought his other hand around and Marta could see the card perched between his fingers. He slowly, far too slowly, stuck that card between the cleavage of her breasts. Then, with the card stuck in her bra, he clutched her breast. 

“You did great work today,” he said, squeezing her breast. “I look forward to the chance for us to work together.”

He let go. Marta felt like she was about to cry again, though this time the thought of Abuelita's cancer was far from her mind. She told herself that she couldn't allow him to see her tears. She was an actress, and she would choke back what she had to. She was stone-faced by the time Arvie came around and took his seat at the table across from her.

“Thanks for coming in,” he said. 
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Arvie Weissenstein was an animal, a disgusting pig. She cringed at the memory of his hands on her body. It was all she could do not to throw his stupid business card on the floor and stomp on it. She was a professional, so why did she have to suffer abuse from him? Did he actually think that she’d be flattered by his invitation, that she’d show up to his party like some kind of loyal dog come to sniff his crotch? Que cabron!

The director and the assistant refused to look at her. How much did they know? Obviously, their exit from the room was staged, so how many women were subjected to this treatment? The other women in the lobby shot her glances of disdain. Did they think she'd done something with that swine? Or did they have no idea what they were in for in there?

Marta wanted to be sick, to throw up and let out these noxious feelings building in her stomach. But she wouldn’t give these people the satisfaction. She’d get home and then she would let these feelings out. She would sob and curse and eat whatever she wanted– screw the diet!– and then she would forget the whole thing. She wasn’t going to let little boys like him bully her. He was just a pudgy, pig-faced child who got too much power.

As she stepped onto the street, she remembered how far away she'd had to park just to get close enough to Weissentein's office in Century City. $2.00 every fifteen minutes to walk 10-blocks? She hated this city. Marta wanted more than anything to move back to Ensenada. Maybe there was no work, and maybe her friends were all married to drunks and assholes. But at least there she didn't have to prostitute herself. She'd met good men, reliable men. Martin, he was kind to her, always showed her a lot of attention. But she'd pushed him away, worried of the complication of getting involved. Her dream came first, she'd told herself. What a fool she'd been.

Maybe she should return to Mexico. She was still young and had her looks. She could find another man to be her husband. But she couldn’t stand the idea of letting her mother down. Ever since she’d learned that her cancer was in remission, Marisol talked constantly about how the lord wouldn’t take her before she got to see her daughter on television. The thought made Marta tear up all over again. This time, without any of those Americans around to judge her, she did cry. She sobbed, smearing her makeup. Marta was so distraught that she failed to notice as she stepped off the curb that there was a monstrously huge boxy American car barrelling towards her.

The driver was texting, that oh-too-common of sins among Los Angelinos. She was so absorbed by her friend's retelling of a hair appointment disaster that she failed to look up from the iPhone perched on the steering wheel until it was too late. The car hit Marta head-on, throwing her to the pavement and killing her instantly.
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All around her was white. Marta struggled to remember what she’d just been doing. She was so full of anger a moment ago, so full of rage and hurt. Now it was as if that swirling pool of emotions had been drained and in its place was an empty feeling. It was serene, but Marta wasn’t totally sure that she liked it.

She looked around, but she saw no one. Then, she heard a voice behind her.

“Marta,” the voice said.

“Abuelita?” Marta asked, astonished. The last time she’d laid eyes on her grandmother was five years before. It had been at her funeral.

Abuelita extended her arms to Marta, and the women hugged.

“How are you here?” Marta asked.

“You’ve come to join me, Niña.” 

Marta broke from her grandmother’s embrace.

“Wait, am I dead?”

"If you have to ask, is it such a big deal?" her grandmother asked, smiling warmly. Marta was surprised but somehow unafraid. 

“I guess, I don’t know, I was just–”

“Niña, you’re here because you’re one of the good ones. You’ve made it. You’re in heaven now.”

“This is heaven?” Marta asked, looking around. “Seems kinda empty.”

“Just this part,” her grandmother explained. “But don’t worry, I’ll show you some more.”

“But what about everyone back on Earth?”

“They’ll be fine. All except El Gordo.”

“El Gordo?”

“Weissenstein,” Abuelita said, spitting on the ground as she said his name. “He’s about to have the heart attack that finally finishes him off. His bacon is going to fry in hell.”

“Hell? Really?”

It’s not as if she had any love for Weissenstein, but eternal hellfire seemed a little harsh to Marta. God knew what He was doing, she supposed. But still, it didn’t feel quite right.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. He’s a bastard.”

“But you don’t want to see him suffer so much, eh? What did I tell you, my child? You’re one of the good ones.”

“Isn’t there some way we can teach him a lesson?” Marta asked. “Make him see the error of his ways?”

Abuelita considered this.

“I think I’ve got an idea. I know just what to do with that pig of a man.”

Abuelita waved a hand and from out of the clouds appeared a flat-screen. On it appeared the face of Arvie Weissenstein, sitting at the conference table ogling another aspiring actress.

“This is him, right?”

Marta nodded.

“Well, let’s see if we can give him a little respect for women, eh?”

“What are you going to do, Abuelita?”

“I’m going to show this animal what it is like for the ladies.”

3.  

“I think you’re hawt-less! This baby proves our love. So, why don’t you even come near me no more? You haven’t even looked at the altersound.”

Arvie stuffed more of his lobster roll into his gullet, the chewing saving him from having to grimace. This one may be the worst yet. At least the last one could read the lines and actually looked Hispanic, could at least tell the difference between an actual Puerto Rican accent and a fake Brooklyn one. Those tits, he could work with. She wasn't shy with those come-hither stares either. She knew who he was and what he could do for her. Those were the ones he liked best. Eager to please without scruples or talent. No way for her to climb out from under him. He could keep her exactly where he wanted her. The director wouldn't like him giving her a callback, but he wasn't the one in charge, was he?

Arvie set the sandwich down, reached for his cup. When he gripped it, the cup felt like it weighed a hundred pounds. The effort of trying to lift it sent shots of pain through his left arm. Oh, shit. Arvie set the cup down and tried to stabilize himself as the pain migrated from his arm into his chest.

“Thank you, Jennifer,” the oblivious assistant droned. “That was very good.”

He should fire that little pantywaist. Couldn't he see Arvie was dying?

“Les,” he managed to croak out, finding his speech slurring. Was it Les, or was Les the other one? Everyone was looking at him now. He had to stand. He had to get out of this room and get help. He needed water, not Diet Mr. Pibb. Arvie thrashed like a porpoise in a net, his limbs refusing to obey him.

“Arvie? Jesus. Arvie, are you okay?”

But Arvie wasn't able to respond, he rested his hand on the desk and managed to stand, but as soon as he did he toppled backward, smacking his head against the wall on the way down. Slumped on the floor, the last thing he saw was Jennifer's legs under the table, a moment before she sprung from her seat, flashing him a peek at her white panties. Arvie smiled despite himself, then he closed his eyes and drifted off for good.
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“Miss? Can you hear me?”

Arvie’s head buzzed. He was aware of the pain, but only vaguely. It was somewhere at the edge of his consciousness, hovering just outside. His head was pulsing, beating like a heart of its own. He opened his eyes. There was a man in a robin's egg blue shirt leaning over and looking down at him. An EMT, he realized. The man was handsome and his complexion was dark. He smiled.

“Are you able to hear me okay?” he asked, his eyes looking into Arvie’s with compassion. He realized that the man was propping up the back of his head with his own hand. He was lying against the asphalt. How did he get outside?

“Don’t try to sit up,” the EMT cautioned. He took a small thin flashlight from his pocket and flashed piercing white light into each eye in turn. “You’re very lucky. I’ve seen more minor accidents kill women your size.”

Women my size? The sentence didn’t make sense to Arvie. Two more EMTs appeared at his side with a stretcher.

“I’m fine,” Arvie managed to say in a voice that was not his own. What happened to my voice? he thought. As they lifted him onto the stretcher, Arvie looked down on his body for the first time. He had tits! Golden brown like two coconuts nestled inside a slightly bloody-stained.

"Who am I?" he managed to ask.

"I was hoping that would be something you could tell me," the cute one said with a smile. Wait, cute one? What the hell was he thinking? Arvie struggled to sit up, but all attempts to rise were immediately subdued. "Just lie back and relax. You're going to be just fine. We're going to get you out of her, okay? Is there anyone you want us to call for you?"

Arvie shook his head, letting a curtain of black, vine-like curls fall across his eye line. The ride to the hospital was a blur. He'd had a heart attack, right? He struggled to remember the details. He tried to get information from the nurses, but he couldn't get anything. Nurses! Something about nurses.  He'd been in the office casting girls for the role of a nurse on that stupid TV show that had made him filthy rich. Then, the next thing he knew he woke up in the middle of the road in a woman's body. Who was this woman? What had happened? His head hurt like hell, but otherwise, he felt alright. A little banged up, but otherwise okay.

They showed him the driver’s license that had been in the nurse that the EMTs found near his body. The girl in the ID photo, he knew her. She was there at the office, right before all this happened. The license gave the name Marta Aguilar. He remembered her. She’d been there. He had to get back to the office. There was a television on in his hospital room. When he was first wheeled in, Arvie had paid it little notice. But something that they said caught his attention. He asked the nurse who was putting an IV in his arm to turn the sound up.

“Hollywood producer Arvin Weissenstein has just been rushed to General Memorial Hospital,” the anchor lady droned. How the hell did they know where he was? He didn’t even know where he was. The anchor lady turned it over to some correspondent in the field. Arvie saw the hospital he’d just been delivered to in the background. The correspondent had his finger to his earpiece.

"We've just gotten word that Arvin Weissenstein, the famed Hollywood power player, has died of a coronary embolism."

“Oh, my god!” Arvie shouted, in Marta’s voice. The nurses were alarmed. They tried to reassure her.

"It's okay, dear. He was just some big-shot producer."

Arvie wanted to object, but he worried that if he said anything more that they might try to keep him for observation. He couldn’t stop himself, though. He cried. He sobbed for the loss of his life, for joy at being alive, and also because he was afraid. What happened to his life? What happened to his body? What happened to his cock?  

After a few hours of observation, and plenty of routine inspections, Arvie was deemed fit enough to exit the hospital. He was given some women’s clothes from the donation bin and told to put them on. The nurse closed the door and left. Slowly, since he was still a little achy, Arvie struggled to his feet and began to examine his new body. His hands probed the orbs of flesh hanging from his chest, fingers gently exploring the curves and valleys that seemed too perfect and supple to be real. He felt an unfamiliar sensation as his nipples stood erect; a warm clammy feeling appeared between his legs. The softness of his skin, and a desire to have those soft folds parted suddenly entered his awareness. But Arvie banished the thought. He had to get out of the hospital. Then he could figure everything else out.

Slipping on the simple dress and flip-flops, Arvie was told he was free to go. Did he have someone who could come pick him up? Arvie struggled with the question. He couldn't call his office, and he certainly couldn't call his ex-wife who was probably sobbing and wailing right now, trying to elicit sympathy for his tragedy. Deftly, Arvie decided to call an Uber. He found an iPhone in the purse. The screen was cracked but it still opened with his thumbprint. He summoned a ride and sent a text to the driver, telling him to come inside and sign him out as next of kin. Having been promised a fifty for the trouble, the driver raised no objections.

He was collected from the hospital and whisked into the back of the car, and there he discovered a problem. His thumbprint opened the banking app on Marta's phone. The balance was $382.80! Total! That was it, all the money this woman had in the world, and it was less than Arvie spent on lunch some days. Christ, no wonder she became an actress. No money, no other skills. What the hell was he supposed to do? How was he supposed to survive?

The driver deposited Arvie outside an apartment building in East Los Angeles. What a dump! Arvie was already not liking the way this day was turning out. But he couldn’t know where the day was going.
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Having no idea which apartment was Marta’s, Arvie wandered the halls. He’d found a key in the purse that opened the exterior gate to the complex, but the other keys on the ring offered no clues. The place had a hanging odor of burnt chorizo and other smells that Arvie couldn’t identify. He felt scared and wanted to cry, a sensation he couldn’t remember himself having since he was a child. Some of the doors were open and Arvie could hear children playing, adults arguing, and TVs tuned to Spanish-language soap operas and futbol matches.

"Yo!" someone said from inside one of the apartments. A man's voice. Arvie hurried past the door, cursing the flip flops and their clip-clop sound that announced his presence in the hall. "Marta, que tal?” 

Arvie turned aroused by the sound of his assumed name.

The man that leaned on the doorway leered at him hungrily. He was dark, tattooed, and gave the instant impression of a criminal. In another context, Arvie would be trying to cast him as a henchman in some action flick. He looked hardened like he'd done time and was unfazed by the prospect of more. Like a frightened fawn, Arvie stood there, legs stopped in mid-stride.

"What's up?" Marta finally said. The man scowled, moved into the hallway, and silently closed the door to his apartment behind him.

“You avoiding me?”

“Why would I do that?” Arvie asked, genuinely not sure.

"That's your place, right?" the man said, thrusting his head in the direction of the door catty-corner from his own.  

“I was getting some air,” Arvie said defensively.

“So, the rent, that’s what? Just optional for you, huh?”

“No–”

“So, you got it?” the man shouted, suddenly turning aggressive. Arvie’s heart started to pound.

“I… I can get it,” Arvie said, his throat tightening helplessly. The guy turned his head, waiting to hear more. “Or we could… work something out.”

Arvie often imagined what it must be like for women, always able to reach for a form of currency unavailable to men. Well, most men. Every woman had one thing that every man wanted, something that no matter how much he had was always worth something to him. Now Arvie had what this man wanted. Something Arvie could trade and then trade again. It wasn’t his body, so why not use what he had at his disposal?

The man understood his offer instantly and grinned hungrily, wiping the smile away from his face.

“Work something out, huh? When?”

In answer, Arvie walked over to the door that the man had pointed out, retrieved the ring of keys, and began trying them each in turn. The man watched curiously, then, impatient, snatched the key ring. Such a brute; impatient and ravenous. He stuck the correct key in the hole, turned the knob, and pushed the door fully open, and then strode inside. Arvie obediently followed, aware that the dampness between his legs that he'd felt at the hospital was returning again. He was afraid, but that fear was tinged with something else: excitement, and lust.

Once inside, Arvie flipped on the light switch and locked the door. 

“Where do you want to do it?” he asked, turning to him. The landlord reached out and grabbed Arvie hard by the back of the neck. 

“Here’s good,” he said, grinning evilly. Arvie’s eyes went wide.

His mouth lunged at Arvie, not so much kissing his neck as devouring it. The smell of his neck once that tongue had oozed down to his breast bone told Arvie that the landlord had not brushed his teeth. He felt repulsion, a queasy feeling rising up from his chest. But there was excitement too. Even as he wanted badly to slap this man across the face, some part of him didn’t want it to stop.

The brute released Arvie’s neck, and Arvie groaned as he felt his small, lissome body folding into the man’s wiry body. Arvie’s back arched as the man pressed his unshaven face into his cleavage. Arvie groaned, both from pleasure and from surprise. The man’s chin was like sandpaper against his smooth skin, but even as it was scratchy it was also somehow scintillating.

The man pulled down Arvie's dress at the bust, sliding the scanty slip of fabric to the floor. Exposed, Arvie stood stark naked in front of the stranger. He'd declined the offer of underwear at the hospital, and now Arvie stood with a thin wisp of pubic hair peeking out from between his legs. Arvie's vagina gave off a fragrance that wafted across the tiny apartment, turning the man wild with desire. At that moment, Arvie knew that he had to satisfy this man. There were only two ways. Well, three, but he didn't even want to contemplate that yet. So, as the man began to undo his belt, Arvie took his slender hand and placed it on the landlord's crotch.

"Let me," Arvie whispered, undoing the man's fly for him. His boxers were tattered and bleach-stained, but the smell of his cock gave Arvie Weissenstein a sensation that he'd never had before. He'd been on the receiving end of this kind of transaction many times, but he'd never asked himself what it must be like for the girl on the giving end. Now he knew exactly what she was feeling: repulsion and eagerness at once.

Arvie slid to his bare knees and took the landlord in his mouth. The man’s cock was like the rest of him. It tasted of unwashed flesh and something wilder, something that made Arvie lick eagerly. It wasn’t clear how long Arvie spent servicing this man. It might have been three minutes or maybe ten. There was something hypnotic about the rhythm of giving head that Arvie wasn’t prepared for. Something that felt and tasted so good about this stranger’s dick in his mouth. It wasn’t just the danger of the interaction, though that was part of the appeal. It was also, very simply, the attraction of being wanted, being attractive enough to arouse this feeling in a man. As he blew the man, Arvie began exploring his tits. He rubbed the areolas and the erect nipples and felt his pussy sopping wet between his thighs.

"Oh, shit," the man gasped, spewing ropey strings of hot cum into Arvie Weisenstein's waiting mouth. Arvie licked his tip clean and then folded his legs on the floor, enjoying the feeling of hardwood against his bare ass. The landlord appeased, slipped his penis back into his pants, and did them up again.

“Thanks,” he said. “We’re all good. If you want to, ya know…”

Arvie smiled at his sudden sheepishness, surprised to see another side of this aggressive man.

“You know where I live,” Arvie said, by way of an answer. The man nodded and, almost bashfully, took his leave of Arvie. He said something in Spanish on his way out, but Arvie didn’t catch exactly what it was.

Alone, Arvie tried to come down but the buzzing in his brain persisted. What the hell was that? Dangerous, and technically illegal. But why did he enjoy it so much? And what else could this body do?


6.

Arvie Weissenstein, one of the most famous and feared men in all of Hollywood, spent the rest of the afternoon playing with his pussy. After the initial shock of what he’d done with the landlord wore off, Arvie became curious to know more. So, finding that Marta’s small apartment contained a bed and that bed, though small, had satin sheets, Arvie decided to do some experimentation.

Completely naked, Arvie let his hands drift where they wanted to go. One hand cupped his breasts, pinching his nipples. The other he pressed between his legs, feeling the tight opening between his legs. The folds of skin yielded carefully to his delicate touch. Sparks of electricity seemed to crackle off his body spontaneously as he pressed his fingers deeper. Arvie's pussy yielded to his touch, growing wetter and warmed as Arvie sent fingers plunging deeper inside himself. He'd known, in a general way, that women had these things called g-spots. The clitoris he had an academic understanding of. He'd learned about human anatomy in high school, but like everything else in high school, it was information that he'd hardly taken the time to think about. But as Arvie massaged the little button at the top of his hood, Arvie felt for the first time like a real woman. He stopped being the legendary producer who chewed people up and spat them out for a living. Alone in bed, he was a woman.

She felt vulnerable, but also desirable. She felt thrills that she’d never experienced as a man. As she probed with her fingers, Arvie was amazed to find that his legs couldn’t keep from stirring. She was so excited from stroking herself that she wanted to know what a man would feel like between her legs. If only she hadn’t used her mouth on that man she’d had earlier, although that had been fun too. But now she wanted to know what it would be like to have a man’s cock inside of her, to have him enter her and have her want it.

Arvie’s mouth curled into an ‘o’ as she touched herself, the warm glow between her legs was now like a fire, if fires could ever be wet. Arvie tried to orgasm but found that the climax was not as inevitable as it had been when she was a ‘he’. So, curious about what she tasted like, she stuck a finger in her mouth and decided that the taste was not at all bad. A little fishy, but that was not a turnoff. She felt good, relaxed but not completely satisfied. She would have to find another way to satisfy her body’s desires, and she would need money too. This poor girl was so broke. It wouldn’t do to contemplate anything other than getting her hands on more money.

Then she remembered the card. The card that 'Arvie' had given Marta. Arvie knew exactly what the party would entail. A bevy of sexy, slutty women all vying for male attention and the money and success these men could provide. Each one of them would be dressed to the nines, and each would be doing their best to outdo the others. One girl gets the idea to have a dip in the pool, and soon everyone is stripping and frolicking in the water. Another girl has had a few cocktails and decides to kiss her new friend. Soon, girls are pleasuring each other in full view of the powerful men who have invited them there. They would all be there, sexually adventurous and competing to see who the wildest among them really was. And Arvie would be one of them. She smiled. This was going to be fun.


7. 

Arvie arrived at the house perched above Mulholland drive wearing a dress that compensated for being so cheap by being especially slutty. The strip of fabric hardly covered her thighs so that even when she was standing it would be easy enough for a man to pick out the neon pink panties she wore underneath. Arvie wasn’t sorry. She wanted the men to stare and lust after her short hemline, the curve of her tits. She wanted the other girls green with jealousy. She wanted the attention and the whispers about her when she entered. And she would have it. As she handed the concierge the business card, she knew that she’d arrived.

Just as she knew there would be, there were girls everywhere. Some were chatting, some were sipping elaborate cocktails and sizing each other up. Arvie was relieved by the poisonous look he got from a pretty blond at the end of the bar. It meant that she belonged, she was just as hot as any of them.

Walking in heels was an unwelcome nuisance, so Arvie exited the grand room and beelined for the pool out back. She ditched the shoes on the grass beside a water fixture. They were cheap anyway. She would get some man to promise her new ones before the night was out. She’d make sure they were expensive ones, too. She was worth it.

She scanned the patio bar for her target and her gaze alighted on a fat bastard with a ruddy, piggish face just like the one that Arvie had worn until this afternoon. He was a producer and Arvie knew him a little. Perfect.

Arvie sauntered up to him, flashing him a smile and sticking out her chest to signal him. The producer saw her coming and began dribbling on himself as he took a sip from his mojito.

“Hi!” Arvie gushed. “I saw you from across the room, and I’m such a fan of your work.”

“Oh, you’re too kind,” said the cretin.

“Do you think we could find somewhere private to talk?” Arvie said, winking.

He took her by the arm and led her upstairs to a bedroom that had been set aside for the guests to use.

“I’ve always wanted to be an actress ever since I was a little girl,” Arvie said. Laying it on a little thick, sure. But Arvie knew it would work like a charm, and it did. The producer took a seat on the edge of the bed. Arvie climbed into his lap and started unbuttoning his shirt.

“So, is this a date?” the man asked. Arvie nodded.

“Fifteen hundred for the hour,” she said.

“Money’s in my wallet,” he said, pulling the slab of leather out of his back pocket and handing it to Arvie. He handed her his wallet, just like that! Arvie saw he was going to have no trouble enjoying his life as a woman. What if this was just the beginning? Hollywood was full of fat men with tiny dicks who slept with hookers, or girls who were willing to engage in some extracurricular activities with married men on the side. She could see that she had her work cut out for her.

Setting the wallet on the bed, Arvie stood and treated the fat man to a sensual striptease, slowly tugging her dress down until it slid off her luscious curves and fell to the floor. Arvie loved the feel of panties hugging his crotch and the curves of his ass. She felt womanly and powerful. She commanded this man's attention and she didn't want to let it go.

Watching her, the man undid his fly and started tugging at his cock. Arvie was fascinated by what she saw. Only hours ago she would have felt nothing but disgust at this man pleasuring himself. But now, in a woman’s body, his disgust was replaced with a feeling of pride. He was doing all this for her because she was sexy. She turned him on. And she wanted to feel that little member between her legs. Arvie reached around and undid the clasp of her bra, showing the man her perfect tits. She knew from experience that a man sometimes liked to look at a woman’s breasts before fucking her, a little appetizer before the main course.

“You like what you see, big boy?” Arvie teased. The man nodded vigorously, panting like a dog. Satisfied, she pulled down her panties and then went over to the bed to mount him.

She rode him like a cowgirl. What he lacked in length he made up for in girth and a hardness which he owed to Viagra. He may not have been much to look at, but something about the man's money turned Arvie on too. She was becoming quite the little slut.

She felt waves of gratitude for what she was feeling. She’d been given a second chance. She thought about the man she’d been, more disgusting even than this oaf, and it was enough to make her cackle with delight. Who knew that he could have been enjoying this pleasure the whole time?

As soon as the man came, she climbed off of him and put her clothes back on. She took the money, plus a generous tip, leaving the man with $400 in cash.

“Thanks, sweetheart,” she said.

“You know, I can put you in my next film. Just give me your number and I’ll make something happen. By the way, do you do house calls?”

“Sure, handsome. We can work something out, don’t you worry. But it’s a party and I’ve got other people to see, know what I mean?”

"Of course," he said. "What did you say your name was?"

"Marta," Arvie said. "Call me Marta."


8.

“You call that punishment!?” Marta whined. “That’s not punishment. He’s using my body and becoming a total slut with it!”

Abuelita shrugged.

“That was unexpected,” Abuelita admitted. “But Niña, he’s still on Earth and you’re here in heaven. That has to count for something, right?”

Marta sighed, pulling her grandmother close to her.

“You’re right,” she said. “Now that I’m here, how about we sit under a chocolate fountain or something? Let Arvie Weissenstein whore it up in my body. She deserves to feel good too, I guess.”

Abuelita kissed her on the cheek.

“I told you you were one of the good ones.”

As they walked arm in arm towards the chocolate fountain, they waved at Jesus on the path, who waved back. It was the start of another beautiful day in paradise.


Rescued

1.

"It's all going to come crashing down," I say, and I have to suppress a queasy belch before I can continue with my rant, "everybody thinks that just because nobody wants it that it'll never happen. But I'm telling you. I'm reading the signs and I can say definitively that we're headed for a global recession of epic proportions. Nobody's going to be spared. We're headed for a nosedive."

I catch an uncomfortable glance from the woman in the row opposite me. Probably a poor choice of words on an airplane 30,000 feet above the water, but three whiskey sours has the effect of loosening my tongue.

“I dunno, mate,” says the Aussie lunkhead beside me. “I don’t go in for that game. I just try livin’ each day and take the rest the way it comes, eh?”

"So, you've got no stocks, no assets? Well, then what the hell do you have to worry about then?" I sneer. The poor bastard. He's got the misfortune of getting stuck next to a fat man with an opinion who's more than half in the bag. I know I'm nobody's idea of a fun travel companion. Lydia could attest to that more than me if she were here, which thankfully for all she is not.

The drink brings out all this bitterness, but it's not the reason for it. The anger is my passenger. It's with me in blue skies and storms. I've tried to get rid of it, this passenger of mine. I've tried furloughing it in Hong Kong and San Francisco, tried to reroute it to some far-off destination, and finally leave it behind. But, much like myself, my passenger is an obstinate bastard. He won't be put off from following me wherever I go, and he's got a seemingly inexhaustible number of frequent flyer miles.

I mutter my apologies to the fool sitting beside me. What reason do I have for abusing this schmuck anyway? So what if he's a gym rat who spent the past hour reading Muhammad Ali's biography, which I suspect is the first book he's read this year. Is it his fault that he's built like a prizefighter and I'm built like a boiler? No, it isn't something he's done. He's just a sucker like the rest of them, but at least he's quiet enough.

“So, what’s awaiting you in Bangkok?" I ask, letting out a belch that smells boozy on my own tongue and probably smells more so to him.

“Just a chance to get my head kicked in.” He grins with those teeth made whiter by the tan of his skin. 

“You’re flying to Thailand to get in a fight?” I ask.

“It’s the only reason I go anywhere,” he says. “I run the biggest Muay Thai gym in Darwin. You do that, you have to stay sharp. No one will study under a guy without wins on his record”

“Any concussions?” I ask.

“Oh, loads. You can’t take up the sport if you shy away from that sort of thing.” 

And at that moment, I remember why I've been so nasty. This prick who looks like he spends four hours a day at the gym is actually traveling around trying to find someone who will punch and kick him. Any sane man avoids a fight. The fact that this one doesn't is all the reason I need to dislike him.

“9,000 miles just for that? There’s no other way you’d rather be spending your time?”

He takes a moment to consider the question, something that he's obviously never done before. He looks like a cross between a Cro-Magnon and Rodin's Thinker. After a moment he says–

“Some men have to have waves, some have to have money. Me, all I need’s a good woman and some bogan who wants to put me straight on my arse.”

“How’s your luck securing the first one?” I ask, draining the rest of the whiskey in my plastic cup and jiggling the ice to draw the attention of the stewardess two rows over. She pretends not to hear me. 

“Well, no luck on this flight, yet,” he says affably. Then he leans forward and whispers conspiratorially, “though I had noticed that little Sheela in the front.”

I don't need him to clarify who he's talking about, because I've already got a better view of her than he has. I noticed the platinum blonde the second she stepped on. People assume that it's because of my girth that I prefer the aisle seat. Easier to get in and out. I choose the aisle because I like the view. Every flight is guaranteed at least one beautiful woman, one uniquely exquisite creature for an old pervert like me to leer at. On this flight, she’s four rows ahead of me. Even if I never get the chance to talk to her, and it's probably better that I don't, nobody can stop me from looking. Not my ex-wife, not the airline. Nobody. And whenever she turns her head back this way, the sight of her is mine to enjoy while this Aussie yokel is stuck craning his neck.

"She's got to be married, a woman like that," I say.

“Did you see a ring? Because I didn’t see a bloody thing.”

“Fat lot of good it does us both,” I say. The stewardess finally comes back. “Whiskey sour,” I say. She snatches the empty out of my hand without so much as a glance my way.

“Bitch,” I mutter under my breath. We’re still three hours from Bangkok, so what’s the problem? The plane pitches to the left, and I get the idea that I should take the chance to make a break for the bathroom before the pilot gets it in his head to put on the fasten-seatbelt sign.

Ding!

The light red flashes. The pilot comes on over the intercom, saying something in Thai. Fuck it. I’m going anyway. I paw at the seat belt buckle. Why the hell do they design these things to be so difficult?

“You makin’ a move?” My companion asks. I grunt in assent. “Good, so am I. She’s sittin’ alone up there.”

“Godspeed,” I say, finally releasing the belt and freeing my stomach for the first time in two hours. I can already see the stewardess has spotted me. Now or never. I pull up the hand rest and slip my wide girth into the aisle.

“Sir,” she protests. “The fasten seatbelt sign is on.” 

But two can play the ‘I don’t hear you’ game, and I turn my back to her and start marching toward the front. The plane lurches suddenly to the right, and I instantly regret my decision. I stumble into the shoulder of some miserably bastard, grabbing hard on his headrest to steady myself. The whiskeys and the chicken tikka masala are now at war in my stomach as I fight to keep moving forward. I wait for the next overcorrected swing in the opposite direction, but it doesn’t come. I have to walk at an angle, but I can remain upright so long as I keep moving.

"Sirs!" the stewardess says. I can feel the Aussie behind me put a hand on my back to steady himself. Have to keep moving if I'm going to reach the bathroom, which is becoming ever more important. Before all I needed was a piss, now I'm just trying to get there so I can throw up. I'm two rows away now, and I can see that the little green light on the door is on. Unoccupied.

“Sir! It’s not safe to occupy the lavatory now!” The flight attendant barks. I look over my shoulder and see the Aussie slipping into the open seat next to the girl with a wink and a smile. Bastard. Oh, well, I’ve got what I need. I wave to the flight attendant, open the sliding lavatory door, and I stuff myself inside.

It's built for dwarves, of course. The lavatory is a closet so tiny that my ass takes up three-fifths of the available space. I need to brace myself against the sink just to lower myself to my knees. Not a moment too soon, I'm blowing chunks into the toilet bowl. It comes out hot, the alcohol burning my throat on the way up. But it is satisfying. Maybe that stewardess was right. One more wouldn't have done me any good, anyway. Not with this jerkoff at the helm. It'll be a miracle if we can make it there in one piece, forget about making it on time. I’m gonna be too jetlagged to do anything when I arrive. And here I was hoping to make it over to Nana Plaza before I turned in for the night. No matter. I can always find a girl on the street and ask her back to the hotel. Bangkok. Beautiful, Bangkok. 

The pilot's saying something on the speaker again. I can tell his squawk by now, but I can't make out a word of it. I try to wipe the little trail of vomit off the seat when, bang!

The plane lurches back and I smack my head against the edge of the sink. It’s slightly rounded and made of plastic, but it’s still going to leave a welt. The tumble knocks me on my back. I’m like a turtle that can’t stand up. Then, the free-fall really begins. You know the feeling if you've ever flown. But this is harder than anything I've ever experienced. My lungs are in my throat and I can tell that we're losing altitude fast. The passengers are screaming now. We're going into a dive. Holy shit. We're going down!

I'm lifted two feet off the ground, then dumped flat on my ass again. Oh my god. Oh, god! Jesus Christ! Fuck! This isn’t happening.

I can’t be going down like this. We’re picking up speed. I can’t hear the engines anymore. All I can hear are the yells, muddled through the door; cries of anguish. My whole life doesn’t flash before my eyes, just a few moments.

I’m in school, raising my hand but the teacher calls on Suzie Jennings instead of me.

Lydia smiles at me for the first time when we’re sitting on the grass at Boston Commons.

Lydia is yelling at me, and I toss my cup of coffee at the wall to scare her.

The last thing I see in my mind before the plane hits the ground is her face. Lydia in tears, Lydia laughing, the two of us watching the snowfall from the ski lodge in Switzerland.

“Lydia! I’m sorry!” I yell. The room throws up and I’m tossed in the air. I come down hard on the edge of the sink and my neck snaps.


2.

The first thing I notice is that it’s bright. Even with my eyes still closed, I can feel the warmth of the sun, the intensity of it. My head hurts, and I’m thirsty. I want to sleep, but I have to have something to drink.

I open my eyes, but what I see is blurry and unfocused. For a moment, I can’t make sense of what I’m seeing. The vague outline of the seat in front of me coalesces. How did I get back to my seat? I was somewhere else just now. Or was that a dream?

I groan a little. My headache is killing me. I try to rub my eyes and find something hot and sticky on my hand. I look again and my hand is covered in blood. Where’d that come from? Am I bleeding? Whose hand is that? It’s too small to be mine. 

“Oy!” comes a voice from behind me. 

It’s the Aussie. I turn my head, but it hurts my neck to move it. What the hell happened to me? 

From behind, the Aussie appears. His clothes are torn and dirty, but he seems unconcerned. He gets down on one knee and puts his hand on my shoulder. Why is my skin so smooth?

“You a’right, Love?” he asks. Love? Why is my skin so smooth?

“What happened?” a woman’s voice asks. That’s not what I sound like. Is it?

“We were in a crash,” the Aussie says. “Try not to move too much.”

He pulls something out of his pocket. It’s one of those miniature water bottles. He twists open the cap and hands it to me. My thirst compels me to gulp it down as fast I can.

“Just take it easy,” he says. “No need to rush. I’m just going to check your neck, alright?”

“My neck?” I say.

“Just real quick and easy. Don’t want you standing if there’s any spinal damage.”

I feel the hair on my shoulder. It’s not my hair. He brushes it aside to touch the back of my neck. His probing fingers move lower.

“Any pain?” he asks as he applies pressure to different parts of my neck.

“No,” I say.

“I think you can stand,” he says, undoing my seat belt buckle for me. That’s when I look down and see them.

I have breasts! My hands go involuntarily for my chest, touching the cups of a bra. I look down at my lap. Oh, god. I’m a woman!

"Just relax, Love. You've got a pretty big gash there."

“Where?” I ask. He touches my head gingerly.

“About a centimeter and a half just above your left eye,” he says. “Here, follow my finger.”

He holds his finger in front of my left eye and then moves it back and forth in front of my field of vision. He moves the finger towards me, then away.

“A’right no neurological damage I can see.”

“Are you sure?” I ask, feeling my wider hips surreptitiously with my fingers.

"Well, we'll need to get you up and out of here to be sure. I'm going to get you out, okay?" I nod. He wraps one arm around my shoulder, and I think he's going to help me to my feet. But instead, he slips another hand under both of my knees and lifts me straight out of my seat. God, he's strong. The aisle is narrow, but he lifts me over the seatbacks and carries me into the brightness outside.

We're on a beach. The nose of the plane is gone and this part of the fuselage has been torn open. There are scattered debris, some bodies on the sand too. But otherwise, I don't see any people. Nothing but the remains of the plane and the people in it. The Australian sets me down gently on the sand.

“Wait here,” he says. “I’m going to check and see if there’s anyone else alive inside.”

I nod, trying to collect myself and figure out what the hell is going on. Okay, we were on our way to Bangkok, that much I remember. The Australian was sitting next to me. We both stood up to go to the bathroom. No, that makes no sense. He was doing something else, and then I was trapped in there. So how did I get back in that seat? I was going to die, but then–

Did I die?

Whose body am I in? I can’t just lie here, I’ve got to get this figured out. First, try to stand. Then, go from there. I test my knees and find that I’m not hurt. I’m weak, but after trying and failing to stand, I manage it. My balance is strange. I haven’t been able to stand up without holding onto something in years. But now my hips seem capable of doing the job. I take a look around.

Out in front of me is a wide expanse of light blue ocean as clear as the sky, then a layer of deeper blue further out. To my side are the fuselage and the detritus from the crash. I turn my head and see a mound of green.

We’re on an island. But who’s we? Just me and the Australian? And who am I?

I need to see my reflection. I walk to the water, carefully stepping over the scattered pieces of the crash lying in the sand. It’s no use trying to look at myself in the surf, so I step out a little deeper, trying to see my reflection in the tide before it’s lost in the froth again.

I shield my eyes with my hand and look down. Vaguely, I can see this woman staring up at me, looking confused and terrified as the tide recedes. Her face is shaded by a curtain of blond hair. My hair. Oh my god. I’m the woman from the plane! The platinum blonde I was obsessing over. The one that the Australian was going on about before we crashed.

“Oy!” I turn to see the Australian emerge from the fuselage, dragging two pieces of luggage behind him. “We’ve got to salvage what we can. Do you feel well enough to carry these?” he asks, setting the bags in a pile at his feet.

“Sure, okay,” a girlish voice answers. The voice comes from inside my own throat.

“Just to the treeline there,” he says. “High tide comes, all this will get waterlogged. We’ve got to move fast to save what we can.”

Then, he turns and climbs back into the broken half of the plane. I move towards the luggage.

“Is there anyone else in there?” I call. I wait, but there’s no answer. I pick up one bag, a Louis Vuitton knockoff that must be a woman’s. I turn it over in my hands, but then I remember what I need to do. I won’t open Naomi’s bag. I’ll just move it away from the surf for her. I carry the bag to a shady spot beneath some palm trees. The jungle is dense and I wonder what island we’ve landed on. What islands are between Darwin and Bangkok? 

I go back for the other two bags, but they prove to be much harder to carry than the first. I’m walking strangely without the weight. I’m used to waddling around, but my body seems programmed for lithe, graceful movements. My arms are thin and spindly. I examine them both with interest, feeling my small, underdeveloped biceps with my fingers.

“You a’right?” says the Australian.

“Christ! You scared me,” I say, annoyed at the way he snuck up on me.

“Just thought you might be struggling is all. What’s wrong with your arm?”

“Nothing, it’s just sore. I can’t imagine why,” I say, deadpan.

“Alright, alright, well you just take a seat and leave the rest to Bash.”

“Who?”

“Sebastian Keil,” he says, offering me a hand. His hand is tilted slightly so that it sits on top of my smaller one. “We didn’t get the chance to get introduced before.”

“Oh, Bash. I get it,” I say. A moment of silence passes, and I realize that he’s waiting for my name. But I can’t exactly tell him my name is Phil Flanagon, so I let the awkwardness hang there. “Hey, Bash? Who else made it?”

His face darkens, but then he musters a smile.

“We made it, at least.”

“No one else?” I say. “Did you check everywhere?”

“I’ll keep looking,” he says, noncommittally. Then, he returns to the plane. The shade of the palm trees is retreating with the sun, and I decide that I’m going to need some kind of protection if I’m going to be out here until a rescue party arrives.

I hope they arrive before nightfall. But what happens if they don’t? For that matter, what happens if they do? Who should I tell them I am, when I don’t even know? 

I’ve got to get into that plane for myself. So, I look around at the small collection of bags on the sand, scanning for the one with the green and red plaid. Oh, wait. I checked my bag. The seats are always so small that they must expect you to sit with your bag in your knees. Well, I guess I can’t worry about that now. I choose the Louis Vuitton bag to open. 

Predictably, it's nothing but women's clothes, and rather slutty ones at that. Skirts, underwear, some kinky little outfits with shortcut hemlines and thin straps.

Okay, next. Here's one that might work. Professional men's clothes, dress shirts. I think a few are from Brooks Brothers. As I check the label, I notice there's a dark stain on the collar. A bloodstain. My bloodstain. Damn it! The gash in my head is bleeding all over everything.

I grab the shirt and then go looking for something else I can wrap around myself to staunch the blood. White t-shirt. Perfect. The schmuck who owns this won’t care that I ruined one of his plain white tees, will he?

Oh. I guess he won’t.

I take the t-shirt and wrap it around my head like a tourniquet, then I put on the dress shirt to protect my shoulders and arms. As I do, I can't help but notice the way that my breasts move a little inside the bra I'm wearing. No time to think about that. I've got to help the others, whoever they are.

I approach the fuselage, trying to avoid stepping on anything sharp in my bare feet.

“Bash!” I yell, “what do you see in there?”

I wait a moment, but maybe he can't hear me. I crawl over the aisles of seats sunk into the sand at the mouth of the opening.

“Hello!” I yell to no one in particular. The flight was far from fully-booked, but it’s not as we had the plane to ourselves. There were others. Twenty, maybe?

It’s impossible to see inside here after being outside. I’m amazed at how easily I’m able to move around. I’m clumsy, but I’m probably a hundred pounds lighter. More, maybe.

“Is there anybody in here?”

“Hello?” a voice responds, but it’s the same one I already recognize.

“It’s me, Bash!” I call.

“Who?” he says, having trouble hearing me.

“That little Sheela from the plane,” I call back, voice dripping with sarcasm.

“Who?”

“The other survivor!”

“I told you I’ve got this sorted,” he calls.

I can hear his voice coming from the back of the plane, but I can’t make him out in the dark.

“I’m not waiting on the beach!” I climb over a displaced duffle bag. It’s huge and long, and as I try to steady myself I end up kicking it.

My bare foot finds purchase, and at that moment I know. It's not a bag. It's a human head. And I shriek. High-pitched and loud, just like, well, a girl.

"What is it?" Bash calls, worried. I can't even answer. I pull my limbs towards me, and huddle in a ball on one of the empty seats, sobbing like crazy. I don't know what's come over me. I never cry like this. But for some reason, I feel small and weak and helpless. Which makes what happens next all the more humiliating.

“You’re a’right, Love,” Bash says when he finds me. I look up from my terror and I see his outline holding out a hand.

“Just leave me,” I say. “I’m okay. I just need to catch my breath.”

“You sure?” he asks, and his tone is kind and not condescending, which helps a little.

“Yeah, I’ll meet you on the beach,” I say, slowly recovering myself again.

“A’right,” he says simply, and makes his way out of the fuselage and into the sun.

I take a few moments to become collected. Don’t let him see you cry. Just because you’ve got a pair of boobs, it doesn’t make you a sissy. You’ve got to get a hold of yourself, Phil. You’re getting hysterical like some kind of woman, so get it together!

Satisfied that the tears have stopped, I map out what I'm going to do next. I'm going to get back in my own body, I'm going to get off this island, and I'm going to get back to the civilized world. First, though, I need to pee.


3.

Well, that was quite the adventure. I never realized peeing could be so complicated. I walked away from the beach about two hundred feet from the treeline and found a spot where I could be reasonably sure that Bash wouldn't see me. I need for him not to see me.

Once I was satisfied that he couldn't sneak a peek no matter how determined he was, I dropped trou. Well, how about that? I'm wearing a simple pair of purple cloth panties. But I don't have time to process that, because I'm pretty near bursting here. I step out of the pants, take a few steps, and then slide down the panties and squat. It takes a second for me to do it. The muscles I usually use for bladder control are in a different place, deeper inside me. But, it only takes a few seconds before I feel a steady stream tinkling from between my legs.

Ah, relief at last. That feels amazing. After what feels like a minute and a half, my bladder is empty. Little droplets are running down my leg. How do women do this? How do I do this? I look around for some leaves, but I wonder whether they're poisonous and decide to let myself drip dry instead. It allows me to examine what I have down there.

I haven’t been slim enough to see my dick in years, but now, even with these boobs blocking my view I can still make out the fact that I have a vagina.

I shave clean down there, apparently. I'd have to sit down and look at my lap to examine it properly, but it doesn't take a genius to get the basic impression of what I'm working with down there. The breeze feels good, strangely delightful. I want to examine further, but I'm afraid that Bash might come through the trees at any moment and find me playing with myself. God, just the thought of it makes me beet red.

Satisfied that I've dried off down there, I pull up my panties and then retrieve my pants. I shake off the sand and pull them back on. They're tight-fitting, though not nearly so tight as a man who wears a size 48 husky, when I’m dieting.

As I walk back to the beach, I can't help but ask myself how the hell any of this happened. I died in that crash. It's the only explanation. So if I'm reincarnated, how come I’m in the body of the woman who was on the same plane? Shouldn't I be a baby or something? What kind of cruel joke is this that I crash land on an island with no one around except that stupid Australian (who gets to keep his body) and I’m stuck as a woman? It doesn’t make sense. It’s unfair, unethical. But I guess there are more pressing problems.

When I reach the treeline, I find Bash sitting cross-legged with an open suitcase in front of him.

“You shouldn’t do that,” I say. “Those things still belong to people, even if they are dead. It’s not respectful.”

“Oh, yeah?” he says and a thin smile comes to his lips. It’s then that I remember I riffled through a suitcase myself moments ago.

“I have a head wound, what’s your excuse?”

“My excuse is that dead people don’t need things, and we do.”

“So...everyone?”

He nods solemnly, without looking up.

“Well, we’re probably violating international law. TSA guidelines, something.”  

“International law?” he repeats, dumbfounded. “Where do you suppose we are, Love?”

“Quit calling me that,” I snap. “I don’t like it.”

“Would you prefer Sheela?” he asks. So I guess he did hear me inside the fuselage after all. 

“Why not? It’s my name.”

“Really?”

“It’s as good a name as any, isn’t it?” I say, haughtily.

“It suits you,” he says.

He continues rifling through the bag, discarding most of the contents on the sand before turning to another.

“Did you find any flares?” I ask.

“They were in the nose.”

“Where’s the nose?” I ask.

Without looking up, he points at something behind him. I walk a few paces until I can see a glint of metal in the water several hundred yards out. I don’t know how I missed it before. Out in the water, about 400 yards, is the nose of the plane. The cockpit, the bathroom. So, there’s where it is. My final resting place.

I turn to walk back to where Bash is sitting.

“We need to make a fire,” I say. “So, they’ll see us more easily when they fly overhead.”

“We will make a fire,” he says, “but nobody’s going to see it.”

“What do you mean? There’s going to be a rescue party. They’ll be here any time.”

“Maybe,” he says. “But I doubt it.”  

“You think they aren’t going to investigate a downed airplane?”

“They’ll investigate, but what are they going to find? Before we crashed, the pilot took us hours off-course to try and navigate around that storm.”

I must betray that I don't know what he's talking about because he stops fiddling with the suitcase and starts drawing lines in the sand with his finger.

“This is Darwin,” he says, making a circle and drawing a line moving away from it. “We were headed to Bangkok, but we went off course somewhere around here,” he makes an ‘x’ and then draws another line sharply diverging from the first. “So, we were over Indonesia when it happened, and that’s where we are now.”

“If we’re in Indonesia, then they’ll send ships, right?”

“Indonesia is a nation of more than 17,000 little islands, just like this one. Nobody can say for sure how many there are. Most of them are uninhabited. Even if they claim the island as their own, the Indonesians don’t have the resources to patrol them all.”

“But– the crash,” I say. “They’ll have to do something. Send a search party, at least.”

“Yeah, but who's to say when that will be? In the meantime, we’ve got to find water, shelter, and food.”

“Which one of those are you looking for in that bag?” I ask. In answer, he holds up something he was concealing in his palm. A sewing kit. “What’s that for?”

He taps his forehead with his knuckle in answer.

“Oh, no. You’re not putting that needle anywhere near me.”

“You’ve got a head wound,” he says, patting the sand at his side for something else. His fingers find it, and he shows me a miniature bottle of vodka from the drink cart. “And we’ve got this.”

I contemplate the offer.

“You know what you’re doing with that? The needle and thread, I mean.”

“‘Course I do,” he says, running his fingers down his own face to show off his own fine, faded scars. “I’ve got a Muay Thai gym in Darwin.”

“Yeah, you said that,” I say.

“Did I?” he asks.

Shit. That was the other me he said that to.

“Just give me the vodka,” I say.

“It’s to sterilize the wound,” he says.

“No,” I point to the other bottle in the sand. “The tequila is to sterilize the wound. This one’s for me.”


4.

I can’t stay on this island with Bash. It’s been less than a day and I’m already wishing I’d been the only survivor of that crash.

Okay, that’s not true. He’s knowledgeable, I have to admit that much. He knew how to stitch up my head wound with nothing but a needle and thread. And vodka. That was useful in a pinch, I’ll give him that. But that’s the reason that he’s so infuriating. He knows how to do everything, and he makes me feel like a fool for having to follow his lead all the time. It’s always ‘Try this, Sheela,’ ‘Sheela, are you okay?’ ‘You’ll like this, Sheela’ ‘Oh, did you know...?’

He’s so nice all the time. It’s an act, I can tell. He’s just flirting with me. I want to scream in his face, “I’M A MAN, YOU TWIT!”

But, then, how would I explain that? What am I supposed to say? I was the one sitting next to you on the plane. No, not when we crashed. Before that. I was that fat bastard you were stuck beside. Remember? He’d think I was crazy, which would at least put us on the same page.

Anyway, he found fresh water, of course. He’s such a boy scout. I should be grateful; I know that. But he’s so effortlessly good at everything that I can’t even stand it. We were only walking for less than two miles before he perked up, turned his head like a dog, and announced that he could smell water. Believe that? Smelled the waterfall before he even saw it. He learned all this survival shit when he was wandering the Outback with his father. Apparently, the dingo that should have eaten him as a baby never got the chance.

We filled up all the water bottles we could find from the plane; seven in all. Though most of those are pretty small. We saved the little vodka bottles and filled those up too. I can at least say for myself that I'm not totally useless. I found some breadfruit trees. Walk a few hundred yards from the waterfall and there's a little grove of them growing wild. Bash estimates that the island is about 4 kilometers long and 3 across, but there's a big mountain in the center which makes it impossible to cross directly. It's pretty easy to walk all the way around if you walk along the beach. Except for a few rocky patches, it's mostly one gorgeous whole. That's how we spent most of the second day. The first night we walked back to the crash site with our water and Bash started a fire with some twigs. I collected the twigs, and the breadfruit. After it had been dark for a few hours, I announced that I would find a place of my own to sleep. Bash looked dejected. I guess he figured I would just cuddle up next to him, or something. Not that that would ever happen. I demanded to use the knife (it's a piece of wreckage that's sharp on one side, actually) and used it to cut the cushions off one of the seats and carried them away from the beach. Far enough out that I could be sure that Bash couldn't try anything skeevy. It's weird having these feelings. I never gave a damn if anyone saw me sleeping before. A fat man like me was bound to attract some attention, what with the snoring and all. I don't care who you are: when you're fat, you snore. Well, not last night. One of the benefits of being lighter.

There was one thing I hadn’t counted on, though. I didn’t anticipate the sand fleas. I woke up itchy and raw all over. The little buggers were eating me alive. I’ve spent most of the morning picking them off me. Which involved stripping naked and investigating myself all over. Luckily, it was predawn, so Bash wasn’t awake. At least, I don’t think he was. Who knows what he does every morning?

So, as soon as I was satisfied that I was reasonably pest-free, I met him on the beach and had a breakfast of breadfruit. He slept great, he told me. Fashioned a hammock for himself, of course. But he couldn't avoid getting bit, either. Turns out there's some kind of salve that grows on the island. I don't know what it's called, but when you rub it all over yourself it stops the worst of the itching. So, of course, Bash comes through again. He announced he was going to look for wood for a spear. He's going to start spearfishing the shallows on the wayward side of the island, of course. I can just picture him, sitting on a rock all day with his dirty tousled hair like a prehistoric pygmy. Well, a giant pygmy. He's going to get sunburned out there. I suppose the least I could do is bring him some lunch while he's sitting out there wasting his time. He may be an insufferable know-it-all and a goofy, flirty fool, but I guess for my survival I should see that he doesn't starve.

But that’s after I take care of my own needs first. And need #1 is a shower. The waterfall that nature boy discovered is just large enough for me to bathe in if I duck down. The water isn't cool, or anything. But at least it’s clear, and that’s enough. I'm picking out some clothes from the suitcases. I don't want to let on that I'm a man with male clothing preferences, but if I keep wearing oversized men's shirts and pants I'm bound to arouse Bash's suspicions. I'm not wearing something girly either. Everything I pick seems too feminine. So, after discarding option after option, I finally find a pair of green shorts and a breezy cotton t-shirt. No sense in denying that I'm wearing women's underwear. All I can say in my defense; at least they breathe. I couldn't find any towels in the piles of luggage. If you think about it, who brings them in their luggage when they’re headed for home or a hotel? Luckily, in this heat, you drip dry fast. So, at least there's that. I realize as I take my stuff and make my way to the waterfall how much this is like summer camp. Well, except that instead of being a boy, I'm now a woman. But either way, my knees aren't killing me the way they would ordinarily be. I never could have walked this far in my old body. The whole experience of the island isn't that different from being at camp. I've got lots of activities to fill my time and nothing I have to do. I catch myself swinging my hips as I walk to the watering hole. Gotta be careful about that. All alone, it's no big deal. But if Bash ever saw me, it might give him ideas. I wonder what else I might unconsciously start doing that might accidentally turn him on.


5. 

He saw me. Oh, gawwwd! He saw me! NAKED! I was at the waterfall. Alone, or so I thought. It was the first shower I’ve had since I got here, and, well, I was a little curious. Can you honestly tell me that if you found yourself in a woman’s body you wouldn’t investigate yourself a little? Well, I’m man enough (or whatever) to admit that I did.

First, let me make it clear that it was hot outside. Really hot. And sticky. So, when I arrived at the waterfall, I stripped my clothes off. I was sweaty and bug-bitten, but it felt good to just let the water lap against my bare skin. And, well, when you're touching bare skin there are only so many places you can touch. So, as soon as I wet myself down, I began exploring a little. I cupped my breasts and rubbed my nipples. The feeling was kinda amazing. Not just kinda, really amazing. My nipples are so round and cute, and all they need is a little attention and they stand right up. So, I started rubbing them, and pretty soon I find out that it feels amazing to press on them just a little (not too hard) and then massage them in circles, bringing them together and then letting them fall again. It's just fun. And since that was fun, I started to feel a tingling that I didn't before. Turns out my self-massage was starting to get me excited. I could feel myself getting wet down there, and not from the waterfall.

And so, I started touching myself. Nothing too intense. Just one little finger rubbing myself between my legs. If I thought the boobs were fun, this was heaven. I was enjoying myself. Who wouldn't? Sue me. You give it a try sometime and see if you don't like it. I dare you. So, anyway, I guess I was making noises. To hear Bash tell it, you'd think I was howling so loud you could hear it from the next island over. But actually, they were just little moans. Soft, gentle little moans. But this was his pretense for spying on me.

He rushes in like an imbecile, and I start screaming. He's all 'What's wrong? What's wrong?' The idiot thought I'd been bitten by a snake or something. So, I tried to cover myself with my hands, but it's not like I could keep him from seeing everything. I'm pretty sure he got the whole show before he even burst through the trees. I literally thought I was going to die of embarrassment. I wanted to kick his ass, but instead, I just slapped him in the face and stormed off towards the camp, yelling and cursing the whole way.

He’s a pervert. I don’t buy his story for one second. I know what he was up to. He may have experience fooling poor bimbos who don’t know his tricks, but he can't fool me. I know his game.

Why did he have to see me like that? He tried to apologize, but that just made it even more humiliating. I told him to go to hell. That from now on, we're sticking to our respective sides of the island. I don't care if it takes ten years; I can't stay on the same side as that man. I'm going off to mark my territory. The waterfall we can share. There's no other source of fresh water on the island, so far as I know, so we'll have to work out a schedule. I reserve the mornings for bathing and washing, and in the afternoon it's all his. We'll maintain communication channels in case of rescue, but otherwise, I don't want to see him, and I don't want him seeing me. Ever again.

I keep picturing myself encountering him, years from now. He’s got a long, grey beard like those castaways in cartoons. He looks hungry and he’s crawling on his hands and knees, with just rags clinging to his spindly little body. And me, I prance by in my sunhat with my nose in the air like I don’t even see him. That’s how much he matters to me. Stupid Bash. I hate him.

I do have to thank him for the fish though. That was thoughtful. He skinned and grilled it all by himself. Even with no seasoning, it wasn’t half bad. He had a few extra, he said. Anyway, the next time that we’re forced to interact, I can tell him that I liked it. But that’s it. Just a brief exchange and nothing more. Gotta keep my distance.

I'm on my side now. Why did I agree to give him the good half of the island? He's got the crash site and one of the nicer beaches, and what have I got? There's not even a rocky spot where I could wade in and go fishing over here. There are a few coconut trees, but even the coconuts are hard to get into without a knife.

Maybe I should call a truce? No. No, I can’t do that. I’d be playing right into his hand. I don’t need stupid Bash or his stupid survival skills. I’ll fare just fine on my own. And when I see him tomorrow, I’m going to tell him that.


6.

Well, I finally broke down. To be honest, it feels great. I'm wearing a skirt for the first time, and I love it. The climate is well suited to it, and I dunno know. It just makes me feel–  lighter. Breezier. I don't know why I was so nervous about it. So what if Bash notices? I'm not defined by what he thinks. We're getting along better, anyway. I shouldn't have been so hard on him. He's actually a sweetheart, after all.

We've been spending more time together. Not that I have much choice about it. It's either Bash or I start talking to a volleyball with a bloody handprint on it, and Bash is at least a little better for company. He's funny. I was lying on the beach and he walked up to me wearing a coconut bra. He fashioned it himself and everything. I started cracking up, and he just goes along collecting firewood, giving me this goofy grin like he has no idea what I'm laughing about.

Later that afternoon, I walked out to where he was fishing to watch him do it. It's amazing how long he can stand still. He can stand there, in the water, for half an hour completely motionless, waiting for the brightly-colored cuttlefish and stingrays. He draws them in, gives them a false sense of security, then when they think he's completely harmless, he pounces on them. I tried to do it, and I completely messed it up. I stood out there up to my knees for two hours and I couldn't catch so much as a guppy. I never had much hand-eye coordination, I admit. But part of the problem is that I can't seem to stick the spear with enough force. I try to throw it in, but it always seems to go off-course from where I mean to stick it. I'm basically useless with it. He was sweet about the whole thing, didn't push me or pressure me. He didn't make me feel like an idiot, which I needed. Although he still doesn't get a pass for that thing with the shark.

I was standing there, waiting for something to happen, when out of nowhere he says–

"Don't move," real quiet, as if my life depends on it. My whole body stiffens.

“What?” I say, fully alert and ready for danger.

"There's a shark swimming around your ankle," he whispers. So, of course, I start flipping out and thrashing everywhere, and he grabs me by the waist and picks me up out of the water like a baby. There was no shark, of course. Asshole was just trying to get fresh. I let him have it, but I couldn't stay mad. He got me; I can admit it. Of course, I still haven't ventured into the water since.

Luckily, the coconuts and breadfruit aren't much of a challenge. In less than an hour, I can gather up enough of them for both of us to make a meal. I'm even getting pretty decent at cooking island-style. In the first week, we only cooked the fish and ate the breadfruit raw so that we’d absorb their moisture. But I've started experimenting. Breadfruit fried in coconut oil, fish fried in coconut oil with a side of breadfruit. Okay, so it's not exactly luxury dining, but I thought I would miss junk food way more than I do. My old body ran on McDonald's and two-liter gallons of coke. I don't know what this girl ate before I took over, but this new body seems to prefer whatever I put inside it. And recently, that's been nothing but clean, healthy fuel. And it shows. I've lost weight since I got here. I don't just mean the tub of lard that got lost in the plane crash, I mean the body I'm in now has gotten thinner, lighter. I'm slimming around my hips and tummy, but my boobs are still as perky and round as ever. It helps that I'm taking care of myself. I've taken to running up and down the beach.  I found a sports bra in the same bag as the skirts, and to be honest it's been a lifesaver. If I didn't have that, I couldn't exercise at all. It feels not just good but liberating.

To be honest, though, I hardly ever wear a bra the rest of the time. My boobs are just the right size so that it's not necessary. I don't see why it really matters. It's not like we stand on propriety around here. There's no one around to see me, except Bash, of course. And I know he doesn't mind. I gave up on my stupid protest and moved camp back to the beach. I didn't even have to make an announcement or anything. I just decided one day that I was going to carry my stuff back, and when I arrived there was another hammock there waiting for me. Bash made it using nothing but materials from the plane. I can't believe how resourceful he is, and thoughtful too.

It's nice having a companion to talk to. At night, when the world is dark and the only light is the one from our fire, he'll tell me about his adventures. He's half Maori on his mother's side. He's been all over the world, and he's got some funny stories. I can tell that he's too shy to tell stories about the women he's had, but I try to nudge him in that direction by telling him stories about my past lovers. All lies, of course. 'Sheela' has had more than her share of boyfriends. But mostly just jerks who have broken her heart. It's amazing what you can come up with when you have the time on your hands. And what else is there here? I'm coming up with the most detailed life history. The really strange part is that I start thinking about what my life would have been like if I actually had been born in this body. How might my life have turned out differently?

One thing's for sure, I'm more carefree than I used to be. How could I not be? Besides gathering food, there's nothing to worry about here. Beautiful beaches, white sand, abundant food. The weather's always hot, sure, but we've managed to make due. Bash has started work on a little hut. He says we'll need it when the rains come. Until then, if this isn't paradise it's not too far off. Bash thinks that we'll have a better chance of being rescued during the rainy season because that's when the traffic in this part of the ocean picks up. Fewer tropical storms to worry about, too. I hope he's right. I could start getting a little too used to this lifestyle.


7.

Well, I guess there are few problems with being stuck on an island paradise. I’m having one of them right now. Yep, I got my period today. It was so embarrassing and weird that I demanded Bash keep his distance from me at least until I stop bleeding. There are no tampons in the recovered luggage. None. Can you believe that? I mean, I don’t know where women usually keep things like that, purses I guess, but if there were any in the plane they’re long gone now. Everything that was in the fuselage got waterlogged after high tide on the first day, and it’s not like I can pop into a convenience store. Even if I did have a tampon, it’s not like I would know how to use it. I mean, I could manage. It can’t be that hard, can it? Just stick it in where you’re bleeding, right? Seems simple enough.

But one of the wonders of island living is that we find a way to make do when we need something that we don't have. I remember reading once that in the old days before sanitary pads and tampons were invented it was custom in many societies for the women to go off into the forest or wilderness or whatever and stay in a special hut where they wouldn't contaminate the rest of the community. I've never been accused of being a feminist, but I remember thinking the whole practice was completely unfair, not to mention barbaric. But I've got a new perspective on the whole thing now. Now that I'm the one bleeding, I can understand why women would want to sequester themselves in the 'woman's hut'. That's what I need right now. A woman's hut where I can stand bleeding over the fire chanting voodoo until the indignity of my cycle concludes.

I guess this means I can get pregnant now. It's weird, but the thought hadn't occurred to me until today. It's all still so surreal. One minute, I'm feeling perfectly comfortable in my skin and everything's fine. Then, all of a sudden I'll have something that reminds me of how strange all of this is. I mean, I spent the first fifty-eight years of my life as a man. Now I could be somebody's mother? Not that it happens spontaneously, of course. But still, the whole thing is just so gross.

I have a new appreciation for all I put Lydia through. We never had kids, of course, but we did talk about it. I think she always regretted that we never tried harder. It’s too late for her now, I suppose. But not for me? Where’s the fairness?

Anyway, that was another lifetime ago, and I've got a new life full of problems. One nice thing about bleeding from my vagina, I have the whole lookout to myself. We found a rock outcropping that looks out over the whole Western half of the ocean. It's a pain to hike up here, but Bash says that our best chance of spotting a passing ship is at mid-afternoon on this side of the island. I have no idea how he knows all this stuff, but I trust his judgment.

And since I have to be stuck up here, I'm tanning naked. It started as a way for me to keep the few decent skirts I have from getting ruined. I already have bloodstains in one pair of panties that I have no idea how I'm ever going to get out. No detergent on a desert island, naturally. But now that I'm up here, the wind feels amazing on my skin. I'm so smooth and tan at this point that I could hardly burn if I tried. So, who says we gals have it so bad? If it weren't for my monthly visitor, I'd be down there gathering coconuts and breadfruit like always. Instead, Bash is taking care of my chores too. I'm grateful for him, but I'm grateful to get a break from him too.

Things got a little weird this morning. About an hour before I started my period, I was sitting reading a book. Our lending library consists of just three books here. Pride and Prejudice, Debt of Honor, one of those Tom Clancy novels, and the in-flight magazine. I read the Clancy four times before I started on Pride. It's not bad, honestly. The only thing I couldn't believe was the way that this girl Elizabeth spends all this time around Darcy and doesn't even realize that she's falling in love with him. Duh. It's so obvious to the reader but she's still somehow in the dark about it.

Anyway, I’m reading and Bash looks up from the fire and says–

“Sheela? It’s time for those stitches to come out today.”

“Mmhm, okay,” I grunted, annoyed at being pulled out of my story. “Alright, where’s the vodka?”

“We’re out,” he says.

“So you’re saying I can’t have anything for the pain?”

“‘Fraid so,” he says.

“Wonderful,” I grumble. “Alright, well I’m going to keep reading to distract myself while you do it then.” 

“Are you sure?” he says.

"You said yourself that they have to come out," I say, and with my book in hand, I crawl over to his side of the campfire and rest my head in his lap so he'll have easy access to my forehead.

“Go ahead, do your worst,” I say, and go back to my reading. He doesn’t move. And it’s only after I get to the next page that I realize what I’ve done.

I practically just rested my head on his dick! I wasn't thinking, but I should have been. What did I expect was going to happen? Well, I'll tell you what did happen. He started getting a hard-on.

It was kind of adorable. He was all–

"Uh, uh, I need to go check the traps," even though he'd already done that, and then he got up so fast that my head dropped to the sand. At first, I was pissed, but now I get it. Poor guy. I should have been more careful around him. Sometimes I forget what it’s like to be a man who thinks about sex all the time. We've been on this island all alone for weeks now, so obviously it was going to come up eventually. He probably has been sneaking off into the jungle to jerk off without me even noticing. I wonder if he thinks about me when he does it. Not every time, of course, but it has to be some of the time, right? Mine is the only woman's body he ever gets to see. So, of course, I have to show up somewhere when he's thinking about sex.

The weird thing is that it never even entered my mind until later that there was anything weird about what I was doing. I guess I’m becoming comfortable around him. I just have to make sure I don’t start getting too comfortable. I’m gonna climb down now. The sun’s hanging over the horizon and I don’t want to tan too much. I just hope the bleeding finishes soon. I’m starting to miss camp. I wonder what Bash is doing right now. What’s he using the opportunity to do while I’m away? Probably the same thing I’d be doing if it wouldn’t get my fingers all bloody. Oh well, let him have his fun. Everybody’s entitled to take care of their own needs, right?


8.

Bash is sick. It started when he cut his foot. The stupid oaf was going after a ray when he slipped in the tide and cut a big gash across the sole of his foot. He tried to clean it, but it’s not like we have any liquor left at this point. No liquor means no disinfectant. None. So now his wound is septic. The fool. I could kill him for being so reckless. He says he was trying to catch that ray for me. As if that's an excuse. I told him that he is never to do anything that reckless again.

Naturally, I have to do everything around the camp now. Hauling water? That's me. Collecting fruit? Also me. Making the fire? Me. Washing our clothes? Me. The worst part is watching over him. He's not much trouble, no whining or crying. He takes the whole thing stoically. But that's the worst part. I spend all my time fussing over him and all he does is lay there. Yesterday, I tried to give him his dinner. It was nothing but coconut. Like I said, I'm useless when it comes to hunting. He wouldn't even eat the coconut. I wanted to slap him. I practically had to force it down his throat. Afterward, I had to take a walk to the Westward beach because I didn't want him to see me crying. I sobbed for almost two hours. That's all I want to do right now; crawl into a ball and weep. I'm so scared. I'd do anything for him just to get better. What am I supposed to do if I lose him? He's stupid, but he's all I have. I just have to pull myself together. He needs me. And if I'm going to play Florence Nightingale, then I've got to be strong. Florence Nightingale was a nurse, right? I can't remember if there was something else that story is famous for.

"Bash?" I say as I approach the camp. I set down the water that I've collected and walk over to his hammock.

"G'day," he says weakly, his eyes half-open.

“How are you feeling?” I ask, stroking his hair.

“Lovely, now,” he says, giving me that goofy grin of his.

"Don't give me that good soldier crap," I say, surprisingly stern. "I want to know how you're doing. How did you sleep?"

“I dunno,” he answers, “Am I sleeping now? It’s hard to tell.”

“Take some water,” I say, holding a bottle to his lips. I pour just a little into his mouth and he manages to swallow it down.

“Sheela,” he says when he’s finished, “thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” I say, “I’m not finished with you yet. Let me see your foot.”

He bends his knee to show me the foot. He stitched it up himself, and the wound has an ugly, Frankenstein look to it. The puss is disappearing, and I can’t tell whether it’s starting to heal or not, but at least it isn’t worse than it looked yesterday.

“I think it might be mending,” I say, “hold right there. I’m going to wash it off.”

I go over to the fire and pick up the metal tray salvaged from the crash and carefully test the boiled rag with my finger. It’s not too hot, so I take it and the tray and walk back over to Bash’s hammock.

“I think your days of sitting on your ass are almost over,” I say. “You’ve been shirking for too long.”

“Oh, is that right?” he says, “Well as I remember it, everything that I do you seem annoyed with.”

“Not everything. It’s just the way you walk and talk and the way you carry yourself.”

“I’ll try to work on that,” he says, flinching as I clean around the wound.

“Easy, easy,” I coo gently, rubbing my fingers up and down the hairs of his legs to keep him calm. “There, all done with that. Now for the rest of you.”

“You don’t have to,” he says.

“I don’t? You haven’t bathed in three days. Trust me, I’m doing myself a favor here.”

I dunk the rag in the water and start rubbing the inside of his thighs and up and down his legs.

“Sheela,” he protests.

“Shhhh,” I whisper. As my rag gets closer to his crotch, I can see the outline of his dick pressing against his shorts.

"Sheela!" he says again, clearly embarrassed. But I don't answer. I can't stop looking at it. It's something I can't explain. I'm mesmerized by his erection and the fact that I'm the one causing it. I look up at him and give a shy little grin.

“Dirty boy,” I say. He just stares at me with wild, hungry eyes. I said I would do anything to make him feel better. Well, here’s my chance.

I set the tray and the rag down, and very carefully and gently unzip his shorts. I slide my hand inside his boxers and slide out his swollen cock that is eager for my touch.

If you’ve ever had a dick, you know that they aren’t hard to operate. There’s no big secret about how they work. And so I know by instinct what feels good to him. He’s fully hard now, and I start rubbing and massaging his head with just my fingertips.

“Sheela,” he moans. “Oh, thank God!”

“Feeling better?” I ask.

“Yes,” he says, eyelids starting to get heavy. “Yes, please. Don’t stop.”

So, I don't. I surprise myself with how good it feels. I mean, I know it feels good for him. I've done it myself enough times to know just how much he's enjoying this. But what's strange is how much I'm liking it. The feel of him in my hand, the knowledge that I'm getting him off and he's loving it. He finishes fast, of course. He cums all over my hand after about three minutes. I turn away from him as if nothing happened and wash the splotches of semen off my forearm using the water in the tray. Then, like a cruel little vixen, I turn and give him a cheeky smile–

“I think you can zip yourself up,” I say. He doesn’t even have time to answer before I sashay away, giving him a peek at my ass as a parting gift.

I shouldn’t tease him, but I have to admit it felt good. If he can get hard, that means that he has to be feeling better, right? What more clear sign of life is there? Anyway, I’m going to give him a chance to cool off. After that little encounter, I think we both need it.


9.

I need off of this island. NOW! What happened with Bash yesterday can never be allowed to happen again. It's my fault, I know. I started it. But I took it way too far. It's like I'm not the one in control of these feelings. I'm a man, I know that. And the only reason that I did what I did to Bash was that I'm in this woman's body. It felt so good. But no more. This is crazy.

I mean, if I'm willing to give him a hand job without any prompting, then where does it stop? I can't stop crying. I know how I feel, but I hate it. Love it and hate it. If that makes any sense. My body loves it, but then after it happens I feel all guilty and strange. It's like waking up to discover you've been sleepwalking. It made perfect sense in the dream, but then you wake up and you realize that you just jerked a guy off!

This is not me. I need to get back to civilization. I need my old life back, or something like it. I never would have done what I did if it weren't for the isolation. We've both been under a lot of pressure, and so of course something was bound to happen. I was worried for Bash, and so I wanted to do something that would make him feel better. I wasn't thinking. I got ahead of myself. Now, everything is so awkward and weird, and it's all my fault.

I've been avoiding Bash all day. I'm too embarrassed to even look at him. Why did I have to do that? Now everything is so complicated. How can we go back to being friends after what happened? You don't casually share a coconut with a buddy whose cock you've had in your hand. And what about him? He probably thinks we're like a couple or something.

What’s going to happen if I’m gathering coconuts and he sneaks up behind me and starts whispering in my ear? Putting his hands all over my body? Daring me to resist?

Oh, god! What the hell am I thinking? This is Bash. Simple, sweet, been-kicked-in-the-head-too-many-times, perfectly nice guy Bash. I can't lead him on like this. It's wrong. I'm not ready for the kind of relationship that he wants. But how do I know what he wants? Maybe he sees me and thinks he's got an opportunity for casual sex whenever he wants it. Like I'm just breadfruit or a coconut he can pick off the tree whenever he has the urge. Damn him. No way that’s happening. I'm not that kind of girl–

Guy! I'm a man. A man old enough to be his father, practically. Not quite, I guess. But what if I'm wrong? What if it's even worse than I think? What if he wants, ugh, I can't even say it. Intimacy! Worse than fucking. Fucking with feelings involved. It’s too gross to even contemplate.

But I don’t see any way out except to be rescued. We’re all alone together, and we’ve got these urges. Me as well as him; I have to admit that now. He’s been flirty up ‘till now, but after what happened he would have to have a head made of coral not to believe I was interested. Nobody could misread what I just did as some kind of rejection. He didn’t do anything, and I threw myself at him.

This is so weird. I've never felt such a strong pull towards someone and known I had to resist it. After it happened, actually before if I'm being honest, I started having these flashes of what our kids would look like! I pictured me and Bash making babies and living like the Swiss Family Robinson. But that's not even the worst part. Thinking about those little caramel-colored ankle-bitters running around made me feel all warm inside. It gave me this strange kind of inner glow. And that glow was localized around my pussy. God, just thinking about it now I want to touch myself. 

Is this normal? Is my mind getting influenced by all these female hormones coursing through my body? It's like I'm at war with my biology. My identity is still male, but it's a slave to these girlish desires I've got no control over. I want it all to stop. I want my old mind back. Sure, this body is a lot trimmer and healthier than my last one, but it comes with all these strings attached. It's all so complicated, I wish I could go back to when things were simple. Me and Bash on this island, but just as friends. No touching, no flirting; just two people who happen to be alone together with no one else around for thousands of miles.

Ugh, why did it have to be this way? I almost wish I hadn’t survived that crash. I mean, you know I mean. The worst part is that I know I have to tell him how I feel, and I know it’s going to crush him. I know how he feels. I was in the same position myself many times. Well, not exactly the same. But close. I’ve had my share of flakey, irrational women who suddenly go cold for no reason. I always blamed myself. If only I had known. Now that I’m the one in the driver’s seat, I realize that crazy is just part of the deal. 

“Hey, Bash?” I call as I cross the treeline toward camp.

“Hey, Sheela,” he says, in his stupid impression of an American accent.

“How are you feeling?” I ask. Don’t touch his arm. It would send the wrong message.

“Loads better,” he says with an impish grin.

“Good,” I say, very businesslike. “I’m happy to hear it.”

“What’s new with you?” he asks. I think he can see something has changed in my demeanor. Maybe he’s more perceptive than I give him credit for.

“Just the same thing I do every day,” I say, a little haughtily, “it’s not like anything ever changes around here, right?”

He smiles. But it’s not a happy smile. It’s a shit-eating smile. It’s a smile that says, ‘oh, that’s cold. I was stupid not to see that you were about to plunge a knife into me. Silly me. I’ll just tear my heart out and feed it to the sharks now.’ He probably thinks I’m a total stuck-up bitch. And I hate that. But for some reason given a choice between being a cold, hard bitch and a slut, I’ll take the former.

“I’ll be back,” he says, gathering up the spear and the fishing net that he wove himself out of reclaimed materials. 

“Are you sure you’re ready to go out so soon?” I say, “what about your foot?”

"What else am I supposed to do all day?" he mutters, and over the wind, I almost can't hear him. But his body language is unmistakable. Betrayal isn't a hard emotion to understand.

“Bye,” is all I can muster. I feel like scum as I watch him walk away to go risk his life so that I can have some protein with my dinner. I feel guilty, but I know I deserve to. I did what I had to do. I wish there was another way, but there were probably no words to make it easier. Or at least that’s what I tell myself as I start to cry.
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Things have gotten pretty frosty around here. Metaphorically speaking, of course. It's been hot as hell. Last night was probably the warmest night I can remember since we dropped onto this rock. It's been tense between Bash and me. Ever since I gave him a handjob in the hammock and then went cold on him, he's been communicating with me as little as possible. Can I blame him? No, but then that doesn't stop me from being pissed. I can't help it. I hate it that we're fighting. I mean, we're the only two people on this island, so when we're not getting along all of our conversations go pretty much like this one–

“You’re not getting all the meat out of the coconut,” he mutters as I toss a split coconut shell on the pile.

“What are you talking about? I scraped them out completely like I always do.”

“There’s still some meat in that. You’re just leaving it for the ants,” he says.

“Maybe I’m desperate for some company,” I snap back. “At least they’ve got personality.”

“If you’d just clean them out like I showed you, we wouldn’t have this problem,” he growls. So, I snatch the coconut out of his hands, run my finger along the rim, and then touch the finger to my tongue, slowly and sensually just to punish him.

“Satisfied?” I ask in my best mock-sultry voice. Then, to really be obnoxious about it, I stick my tongue into the coconut and wag it seductively.

"Do you have to do that?" he barks, recrossing his legs in an attempt to readjust his pants, which fools no one.

“Do what?” I say, still in full sex-goddess seduction mode. “Ooh, I know what I can do with this,” I say in a childish bimbo voice. I take the half coconut and hold it to my breast.

"Ooh, oh yeah!" I moan softly, pretending to be turning myself on. Well, pretending at first. But as I grab another from the pile and push up my boobs with the hard shells it starts to arouse me. Bash is getting annoyed, of course. Annoyed because he's horny too and there's nothing he can do about it.

“You exist to torture me, don’t you?” he spits. There’s real anger behind his words. Frustration, resignation. And for a minute, I wonder whether I’ve pushed him too far. But then I remember that he was the one who started this petty little game.

“What’s wrong, daddy?” I say with a wicked grin, tossing the coconuts over my shoulder into the sand. “If I’m so mean to you, then why don’t you punish me?”

“Stop it, Sheela,” he huffs.

“Is this torture for you? So don’t watch me, then. If I’m soooo bad, just try and look away." And just to get him good, I stick two fingers right into my shorts and start touching my pussy.

“Arrggaah!” he growls as he kicks the fire with his foot. Sparks fly everywhere, and for a second I wonder whether he’s going to pounce on me and start ripping my clothes off. He’s going to ravage me right here. Right on the sand.

But, no.

"Enough!" he shouts. "Where the hell do you get off? What happened in the hammock, what the hell was that to you?"

I’m so floored by his sudden anger, righteous as it is, that I can’t even muster an answer.

"You are the worst part of being here for me, do you know that? You don't like me, fine. You want me to leave you alone, just tell me. Enough with all the games. If you find me so repulsive, just say so instead of making me feel like an arsehole every time I think your feelings are for real."

“Bash,” I stutter, tears choking my throat. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry nothing. You’re just a whore. You play these little games and tease me like it’s nothing.”

“Look, I’m sorry, alright,” I plead. I can feel tears start to roll down my cheeks.

"You said that already," he says as he starts to snatch up everything from around the camp that's his: the net, the spear, his clothes, a few cooking utensils. "I'm tired of this shite day after day. From now on, you can catch your own fish. Make your own fires. Carry your own water. I liked the system we had before. You stay on your side of the island, and I stay on mine."

“Fine! Great! That’s exactly what I want too,” I say, shouting to keep myself from letting on that my heart is breaking. “But don’t you dare try making up after this. You want a girlfriend? Try your hand!”

He stomps away, and I'm left to pick up what's left of the camp. How am I supposed to do everything by myself? That asshole. I mean, sure, I was egging him on. But is that any excuse for leaving a defenseless woman by herself, alone in the wilderness? And for all he knows, that's exactly what I am. He's a bastard. Well, fine. That's it. I don't need Bash. I'm a strong, independent woman who can find her own coconuts and get her own rocks off. That's right. Now that he's history, I'm going to finally do that whittling project I've been having fantasies about while I was up there on rock duty. A big, fat mushroom-headed dildo. That's what I'm going to make for myself. As big and dark as those clouds overhead. All I need is patience, a big knife, a long, slender piece of driftwood, and a lot of time on my hands. In no time, my pussy is going to be so full of wood that I may forget all about him. And, because he's gone, I let my fingers wander where they want to go, right into my panties. Yeah, that feels good. Screw you, Bash! SCREW YOU!

Of course, the big oaf comes out of the trees just as I get started on myself.

“By the way, if you bothered to stop fucking yourself for more than five minutes, you might have noticed those Cumulus clouds overhead.”

“So…?” I say, trying nonchalantly to extricate my fingers from between my legs.

“There’s a storm coming. Twelve hours from now, the whole beach is getting washed away. And something tells me it won’t be as much fun as you’re having right now. So, enjoy.”
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Stupid Bash and his stupid weather forecasts. Why the hell does he always have to be right about everything? It's pouring buckets, just like he said it would. I'm soaking wet, and not in a good way. I'm dragging what few possessions I could carry from the beach up to this cave just above the treeline on the leeward side of the island. Sometimes it's a real pain being a woman. My arms are too scrawny to be able to haul more than two big bags of clothes and supplies. Of course, if I was trying to make this climb with my old body I would have had three heart attacks by now. This stupid hill is like Everest, the rain is lashing me from every direction. My hair looks terrible, and Bash thinks I'm the worst person alive. I almost wish that lightning would strike me now. Then, he'd be sorry. He'd cry himself to sleep tonight. Oh, why was I so cruel to Sheela? She was the one bright spot in my otherwise dark existence. I’ll never know another woman better than her.

THRRRAAWK!

That was close! Way too close. I heard somewhere that the time it takes between when you see the lightning and when you hear the thunder indicates how far away it is. One mile per second. So that last one was like two miles away.

“Bash!” I cry, “Bash, you wanker where are you?”

I’m stumbling in these stupid sandals. They’re great for the beach (and cute!) but when you’re stumbling across a carpet of vines and twigs, they’re a really stupid choice. What did I do to deserve this? I mean, I wasn’t exactly the nicest guy. I know that. I was a jerk, actually worse than that. But haven’t I already paid for it? When you lose a life, doesn’t your karma counter tick down, at least a little? Why was I given this new body after a plane crash only to get killed in a lightning storm?

Oww, Christ that hurt! I just stumbled and scraped my knee. I give up. I can't go on like this. If a flood washes me away, so be it. My life is over. I'm alone on an island with a man who hates me and would probably love to see just how far I've fallen. I can't even tell the difference between the rain and my tears. I'm just going to lie here and wait to die, soaking wet, miserable, and unloved.

“SHEELA!” a voice cuts through the pounding rain.

“Bash?!” I call back. “Bash, I’m here!”

A lumbering hulk of a silhouette appears above me, his outline dark against the grey. He presses his face close to my ear.

“Sheela,” he says tenderly, struggling to be heard over the raging storm. “You’re barking mad!”

“I fell and hurt my leg,” I yell back, sounding like a plaintive child who just fell off her bike.

“Hold on,” he says, and I feel his strong hands pressing into my leg. “Does that hurt?” he asks, putting pressure on different parts of the leg in turn. I shake my head.

“You’ve got to sit up and I’ll carry you on my back,” he says. I do as I’m told, and he hunches down so that I can climb on his back. My leg still stings, but I wrap my hips around his waist.

“Wait, the bags!” I protest. “Everything I own is in there!”

"I'll come back for them," he assures me as he rises to his feet. He's incredibly sure-footed for a man carrying an injured woman on his back. I rest my head against his strong back, folding my arms around his chest as he heaves my body to and fro up the hill.

I don’t dare try it, but having my legs spread apart like this makes me desperate to rub myself against him. Of course, if I did, he would probably get distracted from climbing and we’d both go tumbling down the hill like Jack and Jill.

After about a quarter-mile, the hill begins to plateau. He lets me down.

“I’ll go back for the stuff!” he yells over the howl of the wind.

“Forget it, it’s too dangerous!” I yell back.

"I'll be fine," he growls, his beard nearly touching my nose. He's so close to me.

"There's a cave dead ahead. Follow this trail, and you'll come to a limestone cliff. The mouth of the cave is hidden by some foliage. Look for three breadfruit trees. That's the entrance. Got it?"

"Yes, I've got it," I say. I want to say something more, but before I get the chance, he's already sliding down the rocky cliff carpeted with vines and foliage. The thunder cracks overhead and I limp as fast as I can for cover. My foot isn't badly hurt, just a small sprain. I can get through this. For Bash.

The mouth of the cave is just as he described it. A thick branch hangs heavy in front of the mouth, but I lift the branch and find a hole just large enough for me to crawl in if I crouch down.

It's dark inside. I've got no matches, no way to make a fire. I have to inch my way along by feel, tentatively extending my hands out in a sweeping pattern until my eyes begin to adjust to the darkness. Maybe I'm just imagining things, but I start to think that there's light up ahead of me. As I turn my head, I see that the light doesn't follow my field of vision. It's real. I press on, and I come to a canyon room with a big hole in the roof. There's rainwater pouring, but it only pools in the center of the floor. I find a rock that's cool and clammy but not completely wet and climb upon it. Sitting from here, I can see the mouth of the cave a few hundred feet away and the beam of light coming through the ceiling of the cave.

Bash is taking too long. Why did I have to be so weak? He's going to get himself killed, the idiot. He's always doing this. Every time I need something he puts his own body at risk, even when I tell him not to. It's embarrassing because it makes me feel like I can't do things for myself. But I'm glad he does it. If I'm being honest, it makes me feel wanted in a way that I never have before.

“Sheeeelaaaa?” calls a voice from far away, “Sheeeeelaaaaaaa!”

“Here!” I shout as loudly as my lungs can manage. A figure appears from behind the brush and then disappears in the dark as Bash’s silhouette covers what little light the cave mouth provides.

“Keep talking,” he yells.

“Bash, listen. I’m here. I’m right ahead of you,” I call to him in the dark. “Keep coming forward. I’m here. I’m right here. Keep coming.”

Finally, he appears, slouching slightly to negotiate his large frame under the low ceiling that leads into the canyon room.

“Oh, thank God!” I exclaim. He brushes his tassels of wet hair with one hand, revealing a face that’s smiling.

“I found the stuff,” he says, holding triumphantly a wet sack full of women’s clothes. “I had to leave some of it behind. We can look around for it after the storm passes.”

“It doesn’t matter,” I say, “this is enough. What matters is you’re safe.”

My feet touch rocks made smooth by water as I hop off the big stone and throw myself at him. He catches me in his arms and we embrace like we never have before. My braless breasts are heaving against his strong chest.

“You’re okay?” he asks. I nod, staring up at him. He’s so tall. He smiles, and his eyes are the most beautiful sight I’ve ever seen. “You’re all wet.”

“Yeah,” I say, too overwhelmed to think of anything else to say. But it doesn’t matter. He can read my thoughts, knows that I want him to lean in closer until our brows are touching.

“Let’s get these clothes off you.”
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His strong hands pull off the wet straps of cloth hanging across my back. The dress falls to my knees and I step out of it, legs trembling. I'm now in nothing but my soaking wet panties, hips pressed together in a girlish pose. He puts one hand on my thigh and with the other, he starts rubbing and playing with my breasts. I moan, feeling my heart speeding up.

"Let's get you warm," he whispers, brushing my wet hair over my ear with one finger. I start passionately kissing his neck as he grabs me and pulls me toward him. I start necking him harders and he grips my ass tighter. His other hand is traveling all up and down my body, from my breast to my rib cage, down to my hip and back again. I start panting hard, letting him know how much I'm loving this; telling him with my touch that I'm his and he can do whatever he wants with me. I've never known love making like this. As a guy, I would always be too focused on how I was performing, what I needed to do. But now, standing before this big hulk of a man, all I want is to be folded into him. As he holds me, I start to mount him, rubbing my pussy against his crotch, excitement growing as I can feel his cock throbbing, fighting to escape his shorts.

I want it. More even than that time at the hammock, I have to see what he’s got in his pants. To touch it, to feel it in my hands. To feel it inside me.

“Bash,” I yelp, his lips pressing my wet flesh. “Fuck me now. Fuck me hard, baby. I need it!”

I wrap my legs around him again, like an eager little girl would wrap herself around her daddy. I feel safe and warm in his strong arms and he carries me over to a smooth rock bed where he can give me the pounding I crave. He’s got me up against the rock now. My back arches, ready to receive him. Maybe it’s just the frenzy, the prospect of fucking him, but to my eyes his cock looks bigger when I tug down his pants and reveal his massive hard-on.

He moves his hands from the small of my back down to slowly to gently pull my panties off. It’s a smooth move, very suave. But I’m way too horny for something so subtle, and I pull them off myself. My pussy is so frothy and creamy that I can smell for myself how ready I am. I grab his firm ass cheeks with my fingers and press him into me.

This is it. This is what my body has been aching for ever since I got it. I’m finally getting penetrated, and I love it! My hips spread wide, letting his full girth into me. The stone feels cold against my bare ass, but this discomfort hovers at the edges of my conscious awareness as the heat from my pussy radiates throughout my whole body. 

“Fuck me, yeah, that’s it!” I say, trying to turn him on. But then, it’s also what I can’t stop myself from saying. It feels so good that a part of me is afraid it will end. We go on like this for I don’t know how long. I whimper a little to let him know that the rock is digging into my back and he lets up just enough to let me reposition myself against it. He’s such a caring lover. I’m so lucky. God, he’s huge! The grooves in the stone give me another kind of pleasure as it cuts into me. It’s rough in places, so rough that it hurts. But that only makes it better. I push my soft tits against the hardness of his body. It’s like discovering what they were for all along. I’m groaning and crowing as he pounds me again and again.

“Bash me,” I plea, “Bash me hard!”

So he thrusts even harder, the dear. He’s giving me the pounding of a lifetime. I never realized how badly I wanted this. To be taken over and pushed where he wants me to go. I’m between a rock and a very hard place, and I couldn’t be happier. Of course, even pleasure takes its toll, and soon my soft, bare thighs are starting to get sore. I can tell that his back needs a break, so I reach up and kiss his mouth. I want it to go on, but we’ve got to switch positions. So, I take his face and look him in the eye.

"My turn on top," I say, reaching down to slide him out of me. It's torture to let his cock out of my body, but I tell myself it's only for a moment. He's sweating from every pore now, and I think that he likes a woman who knows what she wants because he's grinning and has this giant grin on his face. He turns and lays flat on his back against the stone. He looks so helpless there, not used to being the one on his back, I can tell. For all his size and sex appeal, I guess that he mostly does it missionary style. What fun he's going to have with me!

I climb on top of him and start riding him hard. I'm so wet that I could slide two of him into my hot snatch. I'm creaming all over my inner thighs as I move up and down on him. As much fun as it was to be under someone else's control, being a cowgirl in the saddle gives me a different kind of thrill. His cock is mine to ride, that throbbing piece of hot man between my legs makes me dizzy with pleasure. He grabs my ass, holding my cheeks as I bounce up and down on him.

"Lick my tits," I say. He's too slow to comply, caught up with playing with my ass. So, I deliver a little discipline and slap him hard across the mouth. "I said, lick my tits!" I shout.

His eyes go wide, and for a second I think that I’ve taken the game too far. Then, I feel a surge of hot love erupt inside of me, shooting up into me, the pleasure of it cascading through my body. I’ve been seeded, had my inner depths plunged and flooded with this hot guy’s cum. I’m sweating and grinning from ear to ear. I know he’s finished, but I can’t help contracting my muscles together in a bucking motion, moving up and down to draw that last little bit of cum into my body. We’re both heaving as I pull myself off him and come to rest my face against his sweaty chest.

“Did you cum?” he asks as I twist his chest hair around my finger.

“It was good,” I tell him. “You were great. It was great.”

He sits up slightly, so we’re eye to eye.

“You need a little more, don’t you?” he asks. My cheeks turn red, delighted at the prospect that the pleasure I just had could continue. He sees how eager I am and grins.

“Get on your back,” he whispers.

“Really?!” I squeal.

“It’s my favorite part,” he says. “I never met a girl I didn’t want to eat.”

I can’t roll over fast enough. I spread my legs apart and pull them to my head so that my pussy is perfectly positioned for him. He leans down, giving me a nice long whiff before he sticks his face in. I swoon, caught up with this new feeling that feels so natural and so right.

He's good. Really good. I thought getting head as a man was great, but I had no idea how much more there was to feel. His tongue, teasing my clit, the feel of his hot breath on my hood, the slurping sounds he makes. But it's the knowledge that it's my juices and his own that he's getting off on, that he's tasting some mixture of both of us that makes it hot for me. He doesn't get it over with, either. I can tell he wasn't lying before. He likes having my hot, sticky pussy in his face. My soft, curly little hairs in his teeth and on his tongue. Then he starts in on my clit, and that's when I just lose it. I scream at the top of my lungs as he makes a little ring around the head of my clitoris. I start pressing my hips together involuntarily, crushing his face in the process. His beard hair feels rough on my thighs, but I don't care. I'm begging him not to stop now. 

“I’m so close,” I assure him. “Please keep it going, baby! Please!”

That's when he finishes me off right. With my clit so huge and slippery, he changes up the strokes, gets himself into position, and then slides one little pinky into my asshole.

I cum like a fountain; like a faucet; I'm a geyser erupting in his face. He's sweet about it, but I do feel a flood of embarrassment after the initial endorphin rush subsides. He crawls up on the rock with me and the two of us spoon as the storm rages outside.
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So, that’s the story of how Bash and I finally got together. I think it was something that I wanted for as long as I’ve been on this island. I was just afraid to admit it to myself. This new body isn’t just a new skin to wear around. When that plane crashed, I got a second chance at life, and now I’m taking it.

The storm's passed, and we're better off than ever. The remains of our plane are sunk into the sand. Since the water swallowed up most of our old beach, we've made a new home on the one nearest to the watering hole. Things between us are nothing short of domestic bliss. Now instead of snarky arguments, we settle disputes with sex. I just wish that I'd come around sooner. We could have been sharing a hammock this whole time. Want to know the difference between being trapped on an island, and being ensconced in a paradise? One thing: it's all about who you have to spend it with.

Bash is a better man than I ever was. Becoming a woman is one way that I never expected to improve myself, but I have to admit that everything has fallen into place since I have. He's such a kind, a compassionate lover that no girl could ever ask for better. I'm just grateful that we can finally be alone together without awkwardness. Every day I wake up in his arms, and every day I end up the same way. We've got all we need here. Tropical storms aside, it's a pretty amazing place. Oh, sure I wish that we had a supply of antibiotics and maybe a few more books. But what are those things, really, when you've got someone to care about you? I think of all those people trapped in lousy jobs and restrictive relationships that make them miserable, and I almost crack up that it took all that happened for me to realize what I'd been missing out on all along. I wouldn't trade the life I have now for anything.

I'm up on the lookout rock again; naked, of course. The waters are calm and clear. The air is fresh and clean, warm and spiced with the smell of the sea. Nothing ahead but clear skies and a wide-open horizon. And a glint in the water.

Wait. What is that?

I shield my eyes to look out on what appears to be a boat. Well, a yacht. People! And I'm naked! Oh, my god! After three months with no sightings, I honestly didn't think I'd ever see anything. I jump up, grab my sundress and my panties and pull them on as quick as I can.

I have to get down to the beach. I need to tell Bash. I can't wait to see the look on his face when he learns I've found the boat to rescue us. Civilization! Greasy fast food! The internet! Wow, are we ever going to have a story to tell? 'Man and Woman Find Love on Remote Island.' How Buzzfeed-worthy is that? 

I stumble down the cliff, holding the hem of my skirt in my hands as I scurry down the trail that leads to the water. But then a thought forces me to slow, then stop.

What happens when we get back to civilization and I have to explain who I am? My name's not really 'Sheela'. The woman whose body I'm in has a life, maybe family waiting for her to return. And who are they to me? Just strangers that I have no memory of. What's my social security number? Where am I from? The story I made up for Bash won't fit any of the details of the real-life that the woman with my body led before I ended up in it.

And what about Bash? We're so in love. But how long is that love going to last when we're free to move around again? I'm supposed to follow him every time there's some MMA tournament in Malaysia? Not to mention other women. Bash is so hot there's no way that other girls won't be making passes at him constantly. Especially when he tells them he's the famous survivor who kept a helpless, trembling woman alive on a desert island and eventually won her heart. That story is a panty-wetter. No doubt about it. He's mine on this island, but how hard is it to stay loyal to one woman when she's the only choice you have?

No, I can’t let him know. If I run over and show myself to the people on that ship, everything I care about, my life here, our life here, it’s all gone. Poof! Vanished.

So, I approach slowly, making sure that I remain behind trees and thick brush that won’t reveal me to the boaters. They’re about 800 yards out from the shoreline. From my spot crouching behind a bush, I can see them anchored out there. They must have come for some snorkeling. Okay, this is no big deal. They’re on the wrong beach to discover the crash site, so as long as they splash around a little and take off, all I have to do is wait and make sure they don’t discover any signs from the crash site. They look around, they see some fish, they take off. This doesn’t have to be a crisis. I can manage this.

Wait. Bash! He’ll be home from fishing in less than an hour. If he sees them, he’s going to try and signal them. Hell, he’d probably dive in and swim out to meet them himself.

I can’t let that happen. Either I keep Bash here, or I lose him forever.

Now I'm running again, but this time toward the reef shallows on the far side of the island. All I have to do is keep him on the windward side of the island until that boat leaves. But how? He's going to be hungry. How do I convince him that he needs to stay put? Come on, Sheela. You can do this. Think. Of course, the obvious answer comes to me on the path to the fishing spot. It should work. But I'm going to need a coconut.
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I catch him halfway between the reefs and our home beach. He’s got the catch of the day in a net slung over his shoulder. He drops it as I practically throw myself at him.

“What’s got into you?” he asks playfully as I start attacking him all over.

“Horny,” I moan in response.

“Oh, really?” he chuckles, “well, then let’s get you home then.”

“No, no,” I beg, pecking his cheeks and chin with kisses as he holds me in his arms. “Let’s do it right here.”

“Here? We could put down a blanket at least.”

“No blanket, we don’t need it,” I say, then I decide to deploy the one weapon that I know he can’t resist. Sex.

“I want you to put it where you want,” I say. “Put it in my ass.”

And, well, it takes a whole lot of coconut milk to use as lube, but I do what I have to do to keep my man. I bend over, right there on the beach, and let him pound my ass until he’s had his fill. By the end, I’m so sore I almost can’t stand it. It hurts like crazy, but when he finishes I’m whining for more.

Naturally, after all that excitement, we're sweaty and gross, so I led him by the hand to the watering hole where we can both wash up. I try to convince him to sleep on some other beach, just to make sure that we don't accidentally make it back before the ship leaves. But he's insistent on getting back and is starting to suspect that I'm up to something.

By the time that we make it back to camp, the sun is setting. No sign the yacht was ever there, and he’s none the wiser. I can breathe a sigh of relief. I think I’ll have to convince Bash to let me take over the lookout rock full-time. It’s the only way to make sure we don’t have another close call. A woman’s work is never done, especially when she’s a castaway trying to make sure she never gets rescued. I guess that’s the wrong word for it. I was rescued the day that plane fell out of the sky. Bash saved me, and I don’t just mean pulling me from that crash. He’s my rescuer. It just took me a while to realize it. If I never leave this island, it’ll be too soon.
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Wild Fruit
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“My back is killing me, man,” Tom whined. “Can we stop?”

“We’ve been out here five minutes,” Ian said. “How far did you think we were going to go when I told you we were going camping?”

Tom groaned, shifting his weight so that the strap fell on another part of his shoulder. Of course, it started cutting into him again and Tom squirmed to adjust it. Ian couldn’t help but smile. Tom wasn’t exactly the outdoor type. Actually, he was never really one for exercise at all. He was skinny and slim, with little muscle. Tom was the kind of guy who would gripe at you when you parked three car lengths away from the entrance to Walmart but would then spend hours walking around trying to find what he was looking for. Ian knew his friend better than to get mad at him. Tom was who he was. They’d been friends since elementary school, so they’d had plenty of time to adjust to each other’s foibles. Still, it was clear the day was going to be a long one.

They set out early in the morning, hoping to head off the summer storm that was brewing on the other side of the mountains to their east. Alpine forests like these didn’t need much rain, but when they got it they were sure to provide a drenching. Ian watched Tom struggle with the pack some more. He’d overdone it, obviously. Ian knew how to pack just the essentials, leaving Tom to pack all of the nonessentials.

“Do you want to switch packs?” Ian offered.

“No, thanks,” Tom huffed

“No, really. I want to switch.”

“You’re not helping,” Tom grunted.

“Come on,” Ian urged. “There’s nobody out here but us? Who’d ever know? Who’s pride is going to get wounded?”

Tom turned on his heel, face red with embarrassment, and possibly exertion.

“Fine, if it’s the one thing that will shut you up.”

The straps of the purple and green pack slid off Tom’s slender shoulders and landed with a thud on the dirt. Ian took off his pack and held it out for Tom. This was the way it was between them. They were like an old married couple sometimes. Anytime Tom got out of his comfort zone, he’d get fussy and defensive and Ian would have to calm him down and take his mind off his embarrassment.

“Thanks,” Tom muttered after they’d been walking another half-mile up the hill. Ian didn’t say anything. He knew that even acknowledging the favor would make Tom even more embarrassed. Except for a few water breaks, they were able to make good time after that. The sky was clear with just a few clouds etched into its surface. Ian admired the way that his pale skin started to turn a tawny brown by the time it was time to stop for lunch.

As they ate their peanut butter and banana sandwiches, which represented most of their provisions, Tom began to pontificate about everything that those silly city dwellers were missing out on back in town.

“Can you believe that we’re the only ones out here to have the stones to make a hike like this? I mean, you’d think that people would be eager to tear themselves away from their screens for a couple days. But, no.”

“Not everyone has the pioneer spirit,” Ian said dryly.

"Exactly!" Tom said, picking up on the irony of Ian's statement but choosing to ignore it. "They just don't know what they're missing out on, is the thing. They could be out here enjoying all this sunshine, but instead, they're sitting at home, slumped over in front of the computer jerking off, thinking that life is best lived eating chips and watching porn."

“Not us, though,” Ian said.

“Not us,” Tom intoned.

Naturally, Ian didn't point out that this was precisely what constituted Tom's daily routine. His friend's sexual appetite, and his complete lack of success with women, were two subjects that never passed between them.

“It’s just as well they don’t know what they’re missing out on,” Tom said. “More wood nymphs for us.”

“Wood nymphs?”

“Ian,” Tom grinned, “don’t tell me that you’re unfamiliar with the tales of the luscious ladies who roam these forests? Creatures so beautiful that their stare is said to stop a human male dead in his tracks. They enchant men with their feminine wiles, and then–”

“They eat them?”

“No! What kinds of stories have you been listening to? This isn’t a cautionary tale, it’s a fantasy. Wish fulfillment. And these girls know how to deliver.”

Ian listened with amusement as his friend described the women, the huge breasts, supple thighs, narrow waists, round faces, luscious asses, and their rapacious sexual appetites. The wood nymphs, Tom enthused, were so desperate for male attention that often when they encountered a hiker they would tear off his clothes before he managed to speak a single word to them. 

“I’m telling ya, man. We picked a good spot here. No way we’re going home without getting laid.”

“Good to hear it,” Ian said. “And here I thought I would be sharing a tent with you getting absolutely no pussy at all.”

“Well, I don’t blame you for thinking that. A city slicker like yourself isn’t aware of such tales. It’s only us old hands who know the forest like ourselves who know the tale.”

They both laughed. It was one of the things they liked best, spinning some ridiculous web of lies to make them feel just a little more secure and not quite so dweeby. The wood nymphs were a welcome antidote to their total lack of real-world action.

After they were finished eating, they started on the path again. Ian looked with apprehension at the sky, which was starting to darken. Tom, oblivious, pointed out a twig or a stump and announced that wood nymphs were near and took this as evidence they would be ravaged at any moment. As the climb grew steeper, both young men grew quiet. The trail was becoming more indistinct and their breathing became labored as the way became arduous. Tom was soon sweating through his shirt, his cheeky attitude evaporating, and with it came dehydration.

“You remember when I said we should before?” Tom said.

“Yeah?” Ian said.

“Well, I was wrong then. We should stop now.”

“As soon as we get over this ridge,” Ian promised, hoping that whatever lay on the other side was level enough for them to find a clearing where they could make camp. The tree cover was too thick here to safely build a fire, or even find a place to fit their pop-up tent.

Tom guzzled the last of the water in his hydro flask and soon he was complaining again. They climbed higher, tree branches smacking against their legs and outer thighs as they went. Ian couldn’t blame Tom for complaining now. This was a challenge for even an experienced hiker, which they certainly were not.

But as they rose up the side of the hill, Ian could see that up ahead of them the trail started to level off again. Ian turned to help his friend, but Tom was too proud to accept the help and waved his hand away, pulling himself up and over a large boulder only after extensive effort.

"Well, we made it," Tom huffed, though, of course, they were still in the middle of the forest. "What do you say we stop for a snack?"

"We could if we had brought any," Ian replied.

“What’s wrong with peaches?”

“Peaches?” 

“Over there,” Tom said, pointing. Ian followed his finger. Sure enough, standing just apart from the other trees in the forest stood a tree bearing succulent, golden fruit: a peach tree.
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Ian scratched his head, confused. “What’s a peach tree doing out here?”

“Sitting,” Tom answered.

“But how did it get here? There shouldn’t be fruit trees at this elevation. This is an alpine forest.”

“Well, they’ve got to grow somewhere, right?”

“Right. In a totally different climate.”

“Maybe someone planted it out here.”

“That still doesn’t explain how it’s managed to survive.”

“Who cares how it happened?” Tom said. “Let’s eat!”

Dropping his pack to the ground again, Tom scurried over to scoop up mounds of ripe fruit. He made a basket with the front of his t-shirt, collecting six or seven of the golden orbs. He snatched one off the ground and tossed it to Ian, who caught it.

“Thanks, but peaches give me hives,” Ian said, dropping the peach and wiping his palm on his shirt. “It’s the fuzz.”

“Suit yourself,” Tom said, taking a juicy bite. The juice ran his chin as he gobbled the peach down to the pit within moments. Ian turned his head to the sky, watching the clouds that were creeping in from the east.

“We’d better get a move on,” Ian remarked. “Those clouds don’t look–”

Ian froze, unable to finish. His eyes locked on Tom, gobbling down a second peach. Ian watched as the juice of the peach rolled down his chin, landing on one of the two smooth mounds of flesh that now hung from Tom’s chest.

“Tom!” Ian exclaimed.

“What?” Tom asked, his voice suddenly higher in register than it had been a moment earlier. Tom peered down, past the piece of fruit in his hand to the pair of breasts. His breasts!

The peaches fell to Earth as Tom let out a shrill howl. Tom grabbed the breasts, kneading them with his fingers.

“I have tits!”

"Wha– how?" was what Ian would like to know. It was like someone had come along and exchanged Tom with a female version of himself. It was the same Tom alright. But his face was changed, rounder and smoother without even a hint of stubble. His legs were bowed in a feminine pose and his breasts, those succulent mammaries, stuck out in opposite directions. Ian stared at them with fascination. His friend's nipples were visible from underneath the fabric of his shirt.

“What happened to me?” Tom squealed.

“Was it the peaches?”

“Was it the peaches?” Tom repeated with a mocking whine. “Of course it was the fucking peaches! But how did it happen?”

“I don’t know,” Ian muttered, aware that the question was a rhetorical one.

“I think I’m gonna be sick,” Tom said, staggering a few feet and then doubling over. Whether it was out of sheer shock or disgust, or the result of whatever spell Tom was now under Ian didn’t know. But he watched with sympathy as Tom vomited down the side of his shirt, soiling it in the process. He turned and looked so pathetic and afraid that Ian wanted to wrap his arms around Tom.

“Ian,” Ian groaned, eyes glistening with tears. “Help.”
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Ian had wanted to go back, but Tom wouldn’t hear of it. He insisted that he couldn’t be seen in town in the state he was now in.

“How am I supposed to explain how I grew a pair of tits?” Tom asked, exasperated. Ian silently wondered whether the breasts were the only change that Tom had experienced. No doubt there were others that he didn’t want to volunteer information about.

“Well, if we press on then we’ll need to go fast,” Ian said. “That storm is going to be on top of us in less than an hour. That means we’re gonna have to find a spot to set up camp and get the tent up fast.”

“Fine, okay,” Tom said, still too much in his own head to really register what Ian was saying.

“Do you want me to carry your pack?” Ian asked. Tom nodded, his skinny arms extending the backpack out to him. Ian was silently annoyed at now being saddled with both packs, but he figured that he had the least latitude to complain today. Tom obviously had other things on his mind. The peach-colored vomit had soaked into Tom’s green pinstriped t-shirt and the smell was making Ian a little nauseous.

They walked on but found it nearly impossible to keep a steady pace. Ian because of the weight on his shoulders and Tom because of the awkward way that his hips swung when he walked. He kept his arms wrapped around his chest as if he were afraid that his breasts were about to fall off if he didn't hold onto them. The first droplets of rain came like a mist, warning them that they were in for a lot worse and that they had better take shelter.

“There!” Ian pointed to a small thicket of trees that offered just enough clearance for them to erect the popup tent. They set to work unrolling the tent and fitting the poles together.

Tom struggled with the task of trying to thread the poles through the appropriate holes. Ian, who was hammering the stakes into the ground with a rock, told him to forget it. 

“Just leave them, I’ll take care of those too,” Ian said, trying to disguise his frustration. Tom went red and stomped off. “Where are you going?!” Ian called after him, worried that his friend was about to be caught in the rain. But there was no time to pursue Tom until the tent was up.

The rain beat down on Ian's face, pressing him to work faster. After struggling with the poles himself, Ian could better appreciate just how confused Tom had been and felt guilty again for what he said to his friend. After twenty minutes, Ian was able to get the tent upright. His clothes were now soaked through and there was nothing to do but put the packs inside the tent where they wouldn't get any more waterlogged. Then he set out in search of Tom.

This is not smart, Ian thought to himself as he wandered in the direction that he thought Tom had headed in. Of course, it wasn’t as if he could exactly blame Tom for over-reacting. If Ian had been the one to take a bite from one of those peaches, he might be feeling the same thing.

Ian saw no sign of Tom anywhere. He checked his iPhone, but they were out of range of reception. He decided that Tom had to have sought some kind of shelter from the rain. Even as the light sprinkling turned to buckets, the rain wasn’t cold at least, though that would change with nightfall.

“Tom!” Ian called. “Tom!”

Ian cupped his hands over his eyes, trying to see in front of him. There was an outcropping of rocks that seemed to provide a natural canopy that someone might hide under.

“Tom?”

As Ian drew closer, he could see a small figure crouched under the canopy, sitting on a rock.

“Tom,” Ian said. “Come on. Let’s go back to camp.”

Tom turned up his face to look at Ian. His red puffy eyes told Ian that he had been crying, although the tears were lost in the rain. Tom looked so vulnerable and small that Ian felt the sudden urge to wrap his friend up in his arms and carry him back to camp. Instead, Tom rose and followed Ian without comment or complaint, determined to appear brave.

As they walked back in the direction of the camp, Ian felt a small hand on his shoulder. He turned to Tom.

“Thanks for coming to find me,” Tom said sheepishly. “I don’t know what came over me. I’m feeling so emotional all of a sudden.”

“It’s alright,” Ian said, aware that Tom’s hand still hadn’t left his shoulder. “I shouldn’t have been so harsh with you.”

Ian tried hard to ignore the fact that Tom's t-shirt was soaked through and his breasts were now perfectly visible. He glanced at them obliquely, careful not to stare. They bounced slightly whenever Tom shifted his weight. Ian wondered what bra size they were and decided that they had to be D-cups, at least. 

“Come on,” Ian said. “Camp’s not far. We’ve gotta get out of this downpour.” 
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Ian let Tom enter the tent first to change. As the rain beat down on him, Ian waited patiently. A moment later, a slender arm drew down the zipper on the side of the tent and handed out the vomit-covered t-shirt. Ian found a tree branch to hang it on, hoping the rain would cleanse it of the smell.

"Hurry up and get in here!" Tom called, suddenly playful. His mood had certainly improved fast. Ian unzipped the tent, turned around and sat on the sleeping back in the lip of the entrance, and got out of his muddy boots as fast as he could. He zipped up the tent and Tom handed him the plastic shopping bag he'd brought the sandwiches in, to keep the mud from contaminating the inside of the tent. With the boots off, Ian slid the zipper up and around to seal the tent.

The rain pelted the tent and both friends were happy for the chance to get out of the bad weather and into someplace relatively dry. But now Ian was aware of how close he and Tom were to each other. The clothes that Tom had changed into, a peach-colored t-shirt and a pair of navy blue shorts, looked somehow much more feminine than his previous outfit. Maybe Ian wouldn't have thought so if Tom was, well, Tom. But with his smooth, hairless legs the shortness of the shorts seemed to accent his newfound femininity.

Maybe Tom felt Ian's stare because he crossed his legs, at the knees first and then, realizing how feminine it looked, crossed them again Indian-style.

“So, pretty weird day, huh?” Tom said, chuckling awkwardly.

“What do you mean?” Ian said, grinning.

“I want to thank you for carrying my pack,” Tom said. “I never said that before. Not properly.”

“It’s fine,” Ian said. “So… how do you feel?”

“Okay, I guess,” Tom replied. “A little different. But I guess that’s to be expected, right?”

“Sure,” Ian said. “Different doesn’t always have to mean bad.”

Ian was having trouble keeping it together. His breathing was coming faster and he could feel his pulse quicken. He’d been with Tom alone a million times, but never like this. There was so little room in the tent that they were practically on top of each other, and even a glance in Tom’s direction revealed something newly arousing for him. Ian admired the girlish curve of his friend’s hips. His hair was the same length, but the way that it framed his face had changed. Since his features had softened, the short hair gave him a nymphetic quality. Maybe Tom’s story about wood nymphs wasn’t so far off after all. Tom the tomboy, Ian thought. The thought excited him.

“What’s wrong?” Tom asked. Ian shrugged. “Why won’t you look at me?”

“I am looking at you,” Ian insisted, still not able to meet Tom’s eye.

"No, you're not. You keep looking past me like you can't even look at me."

“I...uh, I just don’t want you to think…”

Ian’s voice trailed off.

“What?”

“We’re friends, Tom. We’ve always been friends. So, you don’t need to worry that I’m suddenly going to start…”

“Start what?”

“Looking at you differently.”

“What do you mean? You won’t look at me at all.”

Ian furrowed his brow. Was Tom doing this on purpose? Obviously, he was struggling with this, or didn't Tom see that?

“I’m just saying that I don’t care what happened to you.”

"Gee, thanks. But actually, it matters a lot to me that I've suddenly got a pair of tits, and… other stuff."

Other stuff? Ian had a flash of what was now in his friend’s shorts that wasn’t there this morning. Could Tom have changed... all the way?

“That’s not what I meant,” Ian said, exasperated.

“Well, what did you mean?” Tom demanded, his voice rising girlishly.

“Can we just play cards or something?” Ian said, trying to beg off the whole conversation.

“Fine,” Tom said. “Hold on, let me grab the deck.”

Ian stood stock still as Tom climbed over him to reach the pack. He didn’t allow himself a glance at Tom’s breasts as they giggled in front of him, but he couldn’t very well ignore the small, slender hand that rested on his arm for support. He prayed he wouldn’t pitch a tent then and there. Tom was oblivious, or at least pretended to be. He slid the pack of cards out of its packaging and began to shuffle.
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“What have you got?” Tom asked. Ian laid his cards in front of him. “Damn, man! You bet me again. How do you always have such great hands?”

Ian had a flash of his hands caressing Tom’s body, feeling every inch of those soft curves, that supple flesh: everywhere. Such great hands.

“I dunno,” Ian said. “Just lucky, I guess.”

Lucky to be in this tent with you right now. Ian grit his teeth hard, trying to fight back his urges.

“What’s wrong?” Tom asked.

“Why do you keep asking me that?” Ian snapped.

“Geez, sorry,” Tom muttered. “Don’t have a conniption fit about it.”

Ian let his hands relax, realizing that they were curled into fists.

“Sorry,” Ian said, cooling down a little. “It’s just from being stuck in here, ya know?”

“Yeah, I get it,” Tom said. “It’s weird for me too, if you hadn’t noticed.”

“Really?”

“Ian, if it’s weird for you, do you honestly think that I’m faring any better?”

Ian looked deep into his friend’s eyes, wanting so badly to run his hand across those round cheeks, those pouty lips. He wanted to feel Tom’s skin against his own. He wanted that more than anything.

“Of course,” Ian said. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. That’s another thing that makes this whole thing so much weirder. Just be normal, okay?”

“Sure.”

“That means you can kick my ass at poker,” Tom said. “You have my permission.”

Ian tried hard not to think about his friend’s ass. They played a few more hands. Ian got the best of two out of three.

“So, how long do you think it will last?” Ian asked.

“What?”

“You know. The peaches.”

“I have no idea. No experience in this area, ya know what I mean?”

“Right, of course.”

Tom dealt another hand. Ian had a pair of sixes, but Tom had him beat with three of a kind.

“So, what does it feel like?” Ian ventured, afraid of where this line of questioning might lead but so curious to learn more about his friend’s situation that he couldn’t help but ask.

“It’s… how do I explain it? There are these feelings that I’ve never had before.”

“Like, what feelings?”

“Well, like, before when you snapped at me. I felt so hurt by it that I thought I was going to cry my eyes out. I couldn’t believe how strong that feeling was.”

“Sorry,” Ian said.

“No, it’s okay. It wasn’t a big deal. I just felt so weak and helpless over a stupid little comment. It wouldn’t have bothered me at all, except now I’m hyper-sensitive all of a sudden.”

“Yeah, I’ve been feeling weird too.”

“What do you mean?” Tom asked.

"Well, like I could tell that I hurt your feelings. Usually, I wouldn't care, I mean not really care, but when I looked at you I had this sudden feeling like I was the biggest asshole who ever lived.”

Tom smiled.

“I guess we both overreacted. It’s hard not to get emotional when something like this happens, right?”

“Right.”

“But it’s not just emotional stuff. It’s other feelings too. All my senses are different. I smell things more and my skin…”

“What?” Ian asked.

“It’s so soft to the touch, it feels so smooth and I have this urge for someone to touch it.”

“Touch your skin?” Ian repeated.

“Yeah, I’m so horny it’s not even funny.”

Ian could feel his pulse race. He watched as Tom’s pupils dilated. Ian reached out and rubbed Tom’s soft face with the tip of his thumb. His rough hands made Tom’s smooth features feel even softer. He ran his thumb across Tom’s lip and, like a fish taking the bait, Tom wrapped his lips around Ian’s thumb. Tom took Ian’s thumb and began to suck on it. Tom cooed softly, moaning with pleasure.

Ian took his wet thumb and ran it down Tom’s chin. Then he slipped his hand under Tom’s shirt to massage his pert breasts underneath. Tom squealed as Ian’s rough hands felt him up. Taking Ian’s large hand in his small ones, Tom guided his friend into his shorts. The smell of Tom’s pussy filled the tent as Ian stroked his friend’s wet opening.

“Oh, god,” Tom sighed, eyes flitting as Ian entered him– her at this point. It was senseless to persist with male pronouns when Tom was, in every way, completely female now. Ian felt his erection raging. He rushed to pull off Tom’s shorts and unzip his own to penetrate her soft, inviting sex.

Tom rubbed her hands across Ian’s muscular chest as he mounted her, slipping himself inside her so quickly that they both struggled to keep up with what was happening. Something primeval and passionate took hold of both of them, making each frantic thrust feel inevitable and right.

“Harder,” Tom begged, willing her friend to penetrate deeper into her soft folds.

Ian thrust harder, the tightness between Tom’s legs yielding a little more with each thrust. God, she’s so tight! he thought. His rod was as thick and full as it had ever been. Somehow knowing that it was his friend Tom made the sex that much hotter. It was like the two of them had always wanted to do something like this but neither one of them had realized it until this moment.

Tom moaned, ecstatic with the sensation of being penetrated. There was a rock digging into Tom from underneath the tarp of the tent. Each thrust from Ian’s cock sent a jolt of pain through Tom’s back, but she didn’t care. She wanted it harder and faster. Ian! Her thoughts raced, imagining herself pleasuring him in every way possible. Ian wasn't just a great lover. He was a force of nature. She imagined him bending her over and taking on a beach beside the roaring waves. She was flooded with feminine fantasies which seemed to radiate from some hidden part of her mind she'd never known she had. Hell, she'd never had thoughts like these in her life. But it felt so right, so inevitable. She was being carried away like a boat on a raging sea. She was so wet, so, ripe. Her tangy musk was as sweet an invitation as a juicy peach. She imagined her own peach-shaped ass getting pounded by Ian. She imagined him eating out her peachy little pussy, warm and tender. She wanted to melt into him, the two of them merging into a single entity. She wanted to spread herself further, to let him even deeper inside of her. She was afraid of the power of her urge to be filled up, to be seeded. Some distant part of her mind protested. I’m a guy! But that voice was coming from too far away and remained barely audible, like a man standing on a beach shouting at a tumultuous sea. Tom played with her sensitive nipples as Ian rode her, heightening her pleasure even more.

As Ian neared completion, he watched his friend grinning up at him and wanted more than anything to prolong this moment for as long as possible. The two of them fucking in a tent, rain pouring down outside, together and connected in a way that he'd never imagined possible before. As his cock shot gooey strings inside of his friend's tight, deep pussy the orgasm made his hips twitch. The force of the explosion caught him off guard. He gave Tom a few last thrusts, releasing the last of his cum, and then, satisfied more deeply than he'd ever been in his life, he slid out.


6.

Cuddling together in a single sleeping bag, Ian thought of how cozy it was to lie naked with his friend resting on his chest. It seemed crazy now that they would do anything else.

"That was amazing," Ian said, and not for the first time. He found himself repeating over and over how great his friend had been, perhaps looking for some acknowledgment from Tom.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” Tom said. There was delight in her voice, but Ian could sense apprehension hidden under the surface.

“How do you feel?” Ian asked.

“Warm,” Tom replied, kissing Ian’s chest gingerly.

“Did it hurt?” 

“A little,” Tom said. “But I hardly had time to notice.”

“This is the best camping trip I’ve ever taken. Anywhere.”

Tom murmured her assent.

“So, what should we do now?” Ian asked. It was still raining, and there was little chance of them making a fire that night. Even if they could get a break from the downpour, all of the twigs and kindling they would need to get a fire roaring were far too wet now for it to work anyway.

“We can eat the nature bars at least,” Tom suggested, pointing at the bag. Ian grunted but neither of them made a move to grab the packs which were out of arm’s reach. 

“I meant after.”

“After?”

“When we leave here. We can’t stay in this forest for the rest of our lives.”

“I don’t want to think about it,” Tom said. Ian understood. The prospect of returning to town as a woman was sure to be frightening. How would they explain it? It was totally unexplainable, even if they brought a few peaches as proof. It was still too unbelievable.

“I’ll support you,” Ian assured Tom. “I mean, if you want me to do anything, I will.”

“Okay.”

“I mean it. I love you.”

Tom didn’t say anything right away, and for a moment Ian wondered whether he’d heard him.

“Can we not talk about this?” Tom asked. Ian was silently devastated but didn’t think that it was best to show it. He’d have to pretend it didn’t bother him.

“Yeah, sure,” Ian said. “Whatever.”

It’s not as if he hadn’t had hookups like this one. But none of those girls had been his best friend of seven years. He couldn’t treat what happened like it was nothing. Especially not with the two of them lying there naked, listening to each other breathing.

Tom climbed out of the sleeping bag and grabbed her clothes, awkwardly pulling them on with what little space there was in the tent. She kicked Ian accidentally getting the shorts on. Dressed again, Tom retrieved the nature bars from the pack as well as their water bottles. They ate in silence. When they’d finished, Ian unzipped his sleeping bag to let Tom back in. Tom seemed to hesitate but the glimpse of Ian’s naked body drew her nearer and she climbed back in. The sun was beginning to set and the low light from the overcast day was fading fast.

“We’ll figure things out tomorrow,” Ian promised. He listened to Tom’s breath, but Tom made no response.

7.

"Ian, wake up," Tom said. Ian opened his eyes to find that Tom was standing– not quite standing but more than kneeling– under the arch of the tent. The fog from Ian's brain was clearing and his bleary eyes forced Ian's mind to accept the truth he did not want them to show him. Tom was Tom again. The small breasts, the girlish waist, the cherubic cheeks, and that soft wet space between his legs: all gone. Tom was a guy again.

Ian said nothing. Tom leaned in closer, showing his friend the light stubble from his face.

“I’m back,” Tom said with satisfaction.

“Yeah,” Ian assented.

“I guess it was one of those things that just had to pass out of my system, ya know? I woke up with the first light through the tent because I had to take a MASSIVE shit and, guess what? My dick was back!”

Ian silently wondered how Tom had managed to slide out of the sleeping bag they shared without his noticing, but that was probably not the most important part of the story.

“Congrats,” Ian said.

“Well, don’t look so down about it,” Tom said.

“I’m not.”

But he was. Ian felt not just down but somehow, in some way that he couldn't describe, that he had been betrayed. Finally, a girl had come into his life. The perfect girl. The body of a lover but the soul of a best friend. And Ian had given her everything. Now she was gone. All that was left in her place was Tom.

Tom whooped, throwing out his arms. Apparently, he'd forgotten about the limitations of the tent's fabric, because his fists connected with the top of the tent and nearly brought the thing down on top of them both.

“I’ve got a dick again!” he called to the creatures of the forest.

“Would you mind moving your feet?” Ian said. “I want to make some coffee.”

Tom complied and Ian climbed out of his sleeping bag, rubbing his eyes. He was surprised by how cool the morning air was. He'd felt so warm the night before, with Tom lying on his chest, breathing gently. He grabbed the plastic shopping bag with his boots and pulled them on, not caring about the caked-on mud that he was tracking on the floor of the tent. They wouldn't be sleeping in here a second night, so it made no difference.

He was groggy and a little tired, and he had to take a leak, but mostly he was surprised by how empty he felt. It was like someone had died.

“So what do you want to do today?” Tom asked brightly.

“What do you mean?” Ian asked,

“The rain’s stopped. We could hike a little further. Or, I dunno. Just chill around the campsite. We’ve still got that freeze-dried stroganoff.

Ian stared at his friend, not understanding how Tom couldn't see that the day was already a wash. Why in the hell would he want to sit in the woods listening to Tom's stupid stories about getting laid by horny wood nymphs? His stupid, inane wisecracks about his cock? He could already hear them in his head. I knew it couldn’t stay away forever– we’re practically attached!

"We can't trust the weather," Ian said flatly.

"There isn't a cloud in the sky!" Tom protested.

“That’s what we thought yesterday. I’d just as soon get an early start on hiking back.”

“Really?” Tom said, seeming wounded.

“What have we got to stay here for?”

“Yeah. Okay.”

Ian didn't bother to lace up his boots. He unzipped the tent and climbed out. He walked fifty paces or so, undid his fly, let lose a solid stream. Even after he was finished he couldn't bear to turn back to look at the tent. His eyes were wet with tears.


8.

The two friends didn’t speak much on the hike back. They’d packed up the campsite with the same near-silence, only speaking or grunting at each other as they coordinated the deconstruction. Striking camp is always easier than erecting it, and the job was finished before 9 AM.

Ian led the way with Tom following behind. He deliberately took a curve in the path so that they would avoid the route that would take them past the peach tree. They were nearly within sight of the car when Tom finally spoke up.

“You know, last night?”

“...yeah?”

“That was...well, it was not something I’m going to forget. I want you to know that.”

Ian couldn’t even answer that he felt the same, worried his cracking voice might betray more than he wanted it to.

“I’m not sorry that it happened. But since I’m back to normal, it’s better if we don’t talk about it once we get into town.”

“Right,” Ian said.

“I don’t want things to be weird between us,” Tom said.

“Yeah, okay.”

“Anytime you want to stop acting weird, feel free,” Tom said with a smile. For a moment Ian got a flash of the girl Tom had been. That coy, devilish smile that was so sexy and so uniquely feminine.

“Sorry,” Ian said. “I know that I’ve been pretty quiet.”

“And pissed off.”

“Not pissed off.”

“So pissed off.”

“Well, I’m sorry. I just– miss her.”

“You know she was me, right?” Tom said.

"I know, I do. But I just can't get over the feelings. I just need a little time, okay? I can handle it but first, you've got to give me some space to… grieve or whatever."

“Yeah, okay. I get it,” Tom said sympathetically. “Don’t sweat it, man. We’ve been through weirder stuff than this.”

“When?” Ian said, smiling for the first time.

“Okay, you’re right. We’ve never been through anything this weird. But we’ll get through it. We’re buds.”

Tom extended his fist for Ian to pound. Ian wrapped his knuckles against Tom’s.

“Buds,” Ian repeated.


9. 

Ian lay in bed, staring up at his ceiling fan. He couldn’t sleep, and the thoughts swirling in his head were driving him crazy. He’d already jerked off, twice. Both times his only thought was of Tom as a girl. Flashes of his friend’s sudden transformation and everything that came after. The sex that they’d shared, the intensity of it, flooded his thoughts and he couldn’t hold back the torrent. It was torture. Why did Tom have to change back? And after he did change back, why did he have to like it so much?

Ian had moved past hurt and loss. Now he was mad. Tom was so stubborn, insisting on being a guy. What for? What had it ever done for him? He was better as a girl, and not just for Ian’s purposes. He’d be happier living as a woman, or at least that’s what Ian told himself as he lay there and stewed. Tom the geeky video game player who talked about sex constantly but never got laid; what good was he? Okay, they were friends. But now all Ian could think about was how he’d be better off with the girl that Tom had been. The male Tom suffered from the comparison with his female self. Ian pictured himself shoving a peach down Tom’s throat, of Tom disappearing and in his place the lovelier other side of him finally restored.

She would thank him, he was sure. Tom would be grateful. So grateful once he released the girl inside of Tom. He was going to set her free. Even if it meant the old Tom had to go, it would be worth it. Anything that he had to do would be worth it. He was going to make Tom better. He’d give her a new name. Madeline, maybe. He’d feed her nothing but peaches all day long and she would be his. His forever.

All he needed was to go back to that tree and all his problems would be solved.

10.

Bored. Tom was bored. He thought about texting Ian but decided against it. Everything was still a little too fresh. He’d wait a week, then send Ian a message. Better to let things sit for a while. Ian seemed weird. Tom knew that he deserved a little leeway. It would have made anyone feel weird, what happened. But there was something a little off about the way that Ian had reacted when he woke up to find the girl he’d just slept with had transformed back into a guy overnight.

The truth was that Tom's feelings were a lot more mixed than he'd let on before. He was relieved that the changes weren't permanent, but that didn't mean that Tom still wasn't thinking about the way that the two of them had kissed, the way that Ian had parted the folds of his wet pussy and made him feel like a girl. All of it was still so fresh, but there was something that Tom longed for about that night. It wasn't worth giving up his identity forever, but as a diversion, it had been fun. The worst part was that ever since he'd returned from the woods he'd been feeling crazy horny. He was half-stiff with thoughts of Ian and the lovemaking they'd shared.

Knock, knock!

Tom threw a curious look at the door. He hopped off his bed, which was the only piece of furniture in his efficiency apartment that actually allowed enough room to sit down, and went over to the door.

“Ian?” Tom asked. There was no answer. Tom opened the door.

In strolled a buxom woman he'd never seen before. She was wearing silk stockings and a matching red set of bra and panties.

“Who are…?” Tom mumbled, his voice trailing off. His tongue was practically on the floor. He watched as the girl’s hip swung back and forth. She rested her hands on her slim hips and flicked her head so that her amber hair cascaded in front of her face. She wore a coy, confident smile.

“Still haven’t figured it out?” the insanely hot chick asked.

She held out her hand. In her open palm was a single peach pit.

“Ian?” Tom asked, amazed.

“I think maybe when I’m like this Fiona would be better. Don’t you?”

Tom blushed, speechless.

“You did this for me?”

“Well, I thought that since you’d had your turn that maybe it was time for me to have the same experience, ya know?”

Tom nodded, still unable to believe his good fortune. Fiona pranced over and set the peach pit down on a stack of old takeout wrappers.

“So, what do you want to do with me?” Fiona asked, bringing her hips together in a girlish pose that suggested shyness but was actually the sign of an unquenchable thirst for sex.

“Uh, whatever you want,” Tom answered, at a loss for words. Fiona put a finger to her lips. She’d really done herself up. Hard to believe that just hours before she’d been his best friend Ian.

“Take a seat on the bed,” Fiona commanded. “I want to see what a real man tastes like.”

Tom slipped out of his shorts so fast that he practically tripped over them racing over to the bed. Fiona minced over and made a show of bend splaying herself at his feet with the grace of a dancer. This was the right choice, she decided. If she’d wanted Tom as a lover so badly, the best way was to make herself into the lover that he really wanted. This way they could both experience what they wanted.

As she took Tom's cock in her mouth, Fiona was amazed at how eagerly she enjoyed the taste of his soft dick skin. Hours ago, Ian would have been repelled by the idea of blowing his friend. But as Fiona, the act filled her with a sense of pride. She understood how Tom must have felt the night before, carried away by feminine urges. Fiona sucked and caressed her friend's cock, letting him slide deeper into her throat. When he came, she let the juices drip down her throat. She'd always heard that cum tasted salty, but to her, it was as sweet and luscious as the juice from a ripe peach.


11.

Tom and Ian went back to that tree as often as they wanted to, taking turns changing for each other. In the fall, when the air became chilly, they hiked up to collect as many of the peaches as they could to make preserves with. To the rest of the world, they remained just a pair of friends. And sometimes that’s all they were. The ability to switch genders at will meant that they could enjoy each other’s company and bro out the way that they did before that camping trip. Now instead of resenting Tom’s stupid jokes, Ian remembered how much he liked them. During the day, they carried on playing video games and goofing off the way they always had. But at night, the peaches were always there and one or another of them would take the plunge and change for the other.

As time went on, one of them would meet a girl (usually Ian) and they’d be on break for a while. But there would always be a free night when they’d get the chance to slip away and sample the sweet fruit, and each other, all over again. Even after they both got married, they’d still find time for their annual camping trip and the chance for a fresh harvest that it offered. They never told anyone about the tree, and they never talked about the sex when they were both back in guy mode. But both of the friends knew that the camping trip was the best thing that had ever happened to their friendship. So, who planted the tree and how did it grow that magic fruit? They never got an explanation, and maybe they didn’t need one. It was enough that they had found the tree and had used it to their advantage. In the end, it didn’t matter whether it was Ian or Tom getting girly. The point was that they could always switch off and pleasure each other.

“That tree,” Ian sighed as he pulled out of ‘Thomasina’ one night.

“That fruit,” she sighed back. “There’s nothing sweeter.”


Bride to Be

1.

Drinks are like women. It’s easy to go overboard without realizing it. At first she goes down smooth and you trick yourself. You think it’s all warm and fuzzy and the headaches will never come. But they do.

I’m realizing this fact right now. I’ve got a splitting headache. My fiance, Kendra, love of my life and the woman I want to be married to is the reason. A wedding in Maui. What the hell was I thinking? I just want to lie here and die, slowly bit by bit. Or at least kill this pain in my head.

What happened last night? I remember yelling. I remember tears. Hers, not mine. Although if I did cry, it wouldn’t be the first time. I just don’t know anyone who can make me feel like Kendra does. Pain, pleasure. Good, bad. I guess that’s the reason I asked her to marry me. There has to be some reason, right? It seems like ten months ago we were different people. Those happy moments; holding hands in the park, taking care of her sick cat, screwing on the couch. Where the hell did it all go? Why is it that women suddenly do a 360 when a wedding is involved? Overnight she became a different person and–

Hold on. Someone’s at the door.

Whoa, okay. My head is still swimming. You never realize how drunk you still are with your face planted in a pillow. It’s only when you swing your feet onto the floor and it rushes up at you to realize that last night didn’t end with the appearance of the sun.

I crack open the door and squink, eyes narrow enough to make out the outline of my fiance’s maid of honor. Every terrible thing I just told you about Kendra I take back. And apply all of those things to her.

“Rosalind.”

“What did you do to her?” Rosalind demands.

“What?” I say, because I genuinely have no idea what’s happening right now.

“Kendra is gone.”

“Gone where?” I mumble.

“Gone, like I don’t know, Dalton. If I did, what would I be talking to you for?”

“Did you see that the lobby here has a Starbucks?” I ask.

“Yeah,” she says. “I already checked there.”

“Well, I’ll check again.” I sidestep Rosalind and I’m about to round the corner when I realize that I can’t go anywhere without sunglasses. Taking my phone would also be wise. But now I’ve got to actually turn around and acknowledge Rosalind again.

“I don’t think you realize how serious this is,” she stammers, rage bubbling up inside of her as I step back into the cool shadow of the darkened hotel room.

“Probably not.” I say as I take my Ray Bans, still caked with flecks of sand from the beach, from the end table. 

“She’s not answering her phone.”

“She’s sleeping.”

“We were supposed to go horseback riding. 7 AM. She missed it!”

“A lot of people were supposed to do a lot of things. You think I’ve got a hangover now because I scheduled it four months in advance? Things happen. People adapt.”

“Dalton, in all the time you’ve known her, when has Kendra ever missed anything she said she was going to do?”

My rum-addled brain struggles to process this. Try as I might, I can’t deny the logic of it. But then, I know something Rosalind doesn’t.

“Okay, look. Last night we had a fight.”

“You think she’s off crying somewhere because she didn’t get the table spread she wanted?”

Okay, I guess Rosalind does know we had a fight. Of course she knows. Women tell each other everything.

“That wasn’t all there was to it.”

“What else?” Rosalind asks, processing. “Oh my god. Do you think she’s getting cold feet?”

“Nobody’s getting cold feet. She’s stressed. I’m stressed. We both had too much to drink and then we fought. It’s happened before–”

“–And it will happen again.”

“Not what I was going to say. She’s probably hungover, like me, and she’s sleeping it off.”

“She’s not in her room.”

“Do you have the key?”

“No. That’s what I need you for.” Rosalind holds out her hand as if she’s expecting for Kendra’s room key to appear in her palm.

“If anyone is checking the room, it’s going to be her fiance.”

“Do you really think she wants to see you right now?”

“Well, if she doesn’t then all of us are in for a long day. Better to rip the bandaid off now.”

“Fine. But if you’ve done something to her, I’m going to find out about it. I listen to Serial!”

****

The Royal Hoʻololi Hotel is the most beautiful hotel on Maui. Or, at least Kendra reasoned that it must be since it’s the most expensive. The place is pretty amazing, I have to admit. And if it weren’t for her old-fashioned father, Dale the sunbed king, Kendra and I would at least be staying in the same room. Then, we wouldn’t have this problem. Or maybe we would. I don’t know. It seems like we’ve been doing nothing but fight ever since we got here. Maybe since we got engaged. I mean, I get that women put a lot of pressure on themselves. The ‘big day’ can’t just be big. It’s more like scorched-earth. They’ve got to do it so big that no one else can ever get married again.

Which is why I’m here. The hotel is immaculate. The place is all-open air and the fresh breeze and the sunshine make me want to throw up. I kinda hope that Kendra isn’t in her room. A little distance would be good for us right now.

No, this is good. I’ll stop by Starbucks, get an Americano for me and, for her, a venti nonfat mocha latte with a shot of caramel and peppermint (because what I really need is to revisit that whole debacle right now on top of everything else). That will smooth things over at least.

****

She’s not here. It looks like she hasn’t slept here, either. The bed’s made and the sheets are all tucked in. The yellow lai she got at the airport is hanging on the bedpost. But the sign on the door says ‘do not disturb’ and there are towels all over the bathroom floor, so I know the maids haven’t been here. Her phone is on the nightstand. Looks like 6 missed calls. Two from me. 2:43 AM, then another at 2:48. Drunk dials. Thankfully, I at least had the sense not to leave any messages. The rest of the calls are from Rosalind, along with texts that say things like ‘Where da hell is my main bitch?,” and other equally appalling things that female friends text to each other. Without even thinking, I slip the phone in my pocket. Does Kendra even have my number memorized? I know she’ll remember her own. At least this way if she calls her phone, she’ll have a way to contact me. Like that would be her first thought. But, whatever. It doesn’t matter. I’ve got to think. Maybe Kevin can help.

****

“For me? Ohh, thank you, baby!” Kevin says when he opens the door. He’s wearing a hoodie and sweatpants which are absurd in this weather and his hair is all messy.

“What?”

“The coffees, asshole,” he says with a grin. “What, you’re two-fisting both of those?”

“Shut up and listen. Kendra’s missing. I can’t find her.”

His face suddenly drops. “Since when?”

“Last night. We had a fight. I don’t know. I can’t remember it all.”

“Did you check her room?”

I give him a look like, do you really need to ask?

“Alright,” he says, “she’s probably by the pool or something.” 

“No, she’s not.” I hand him both coffees and enter his room. After being in Kendra’s room, the difference between a hotel room that’s been slept in and one that hasn’t is unmistakable. I start pacing involuntarily.

“I checked the pool. I checked the lobby. I checked her room. I checked the Starbucks.”

“What about her parent’s room? You said you two had a fight, maybe–”

“No, they’re not close like that. If Kendra had a problem, she wouldn’t admit it to her mother. That’s not the kind of thing they do in that family.”

“Okay, so she’s not at the hotel. She could be–”

“Exploring the island? I’ve got the keys to the rental car.”

“She could have gotten a ride with her friends.”

“Her friends don’t know where she is. Rosalind was the one who told me she’s gone.”

“What about the waterfall?” Kevin asks.

“What waterfall?”

He rolls his eyes, because apparently I am really that dense.

“Two days ago. We were in the car. You were driving, and she was in the front seat trying to get you to look at pictures of some waterfall on the other side of the island. Remember? She said that she would make you take her there if she had to drag you.”

“Jesus, you’re right! Kevin, how do you pick up on this stuff?”

“Oh, because she was so subtle? You should do yourself a favor and listen to your girl next time.”

I can’t put my finger on it, exactly. But something about the way he says this feels a little off. For a moment, it’s not like my best friend speaking. He’s being playful, but not in the punch-your-arm way that guys do. It’s more like the way my sister Jenny teases me.

“What?” says Kevin, seeming to read what I’m thinking. His response is just the tiniest bit plaintive, almost as if he’s stung, or something.

“Nothing,” I say. It’s probably me. It’s not like Kevin’s the most macho guy. He’s never liked sports. But, then, neither do I. It’s one of the things that bonds us together. But I’m just imagining things.

He takes a sip. “This coffee’s cold.”

“We’ll get more on the way,” I say.

“Where?”

“The fucking waterfall! Come on. We’ve gotta go.”

“All right, fine. Keep your shorts on. Let me have a shower first, at least.” He sniffs the air. “Ugh, you too. Care to join me?”

“Fuck off. Just grab your shorts and jump in the pool, or something. We don’t have time for this.”

“Look, wherever Kendra is we know she’s pissed at your ass. You really in such a hurry to run straight into that hurricane?”

“I guess you’re right,” I concede. 

“Good. So, get the hell out so I can get naked. I’ll meet you at the car in twenty.”

****

“What’s with the sweats? I say, as Kevin approaches the car. “I thought you had to shower.”

“I did.”

“So why are you wearing the same thing I just saw you in?”

“Do we really need to hash over my sartorial choices right now?”

That’s Kevin. He always uses words like that. Sartorial.

“Let’s get a move on,” he says, “Your bridezilla awaits!”  

“Fine. But don’t start crying to me when you’re sweating your balls off.”

Strangely, this remark is met with a tiny smirk. Just at the corner of his mouth.

“Am I missing something here?” I ask.

“Possibly your brain,” he answers. In a split second, he reaches down and grabs my dick hard, giving it a twist. He grins as I wince. “Nope. I guess it’s where it’s always been.”

“Asshole,” I say as I punch him in the arm. Kevin retreats to the passenger side of the Subaru. Seems I’m driving. With a massive hangover. Fun.


2.

Things between me have never been easy. Happy, sure. Much of the time. But never easy. She can be, well, kinda headstrong. On our first date, she didn’t like what I was wearing. It’s not like I showed up in a Metallica t-shirt and cutoffs or anything. But she insisted that one year later we recreate the scene with me in a polo and a pair of khakis she picked out. She was like that with everything. Movies, the books I read, the music that we put on while we cooked ‘together,’ with all of the hard stuff relegated to me. At first, I didn’t really mind. I was so into her that I was willing to do anything for her. Her dog ran away? Oh, Dalton will go look for her. Oh, now the dog has cancer? Well, fine I’ll gladly pay the six grand for her chemo treatments, and for the burial two months later. She was a good dog. I’m not saying otherwise. I think it was the death of that dog that made Kendra really come to trust me.

I knew right away that I was attracted to her. We were at this house party in Venice Beach on the Fourth of July. We started talking about penguins. She’d been to the South Pole and seen them up close. I told her about the time I saw a coyote on Pico Boulevard. She had the best laugh. She had this way of making me feel like I was in on some secret, special conversation she was having that no one else could be expected to understand. I got her number, and I might have gotten more that night if Kevin hadn’t decided to get completely shitfaced and forced us both to leave the party early. I’d never been with a girl like Kendra, and I think she could tell. She liked that. I’m making her sound really conceited right now, but the truth is that she was hot and she knew it. But she wasn’t one of those girls who liked to torture you with that fact. Of all our terrible fights, she never stated the obvious. She was so much better than me.

I mean, don’t get me wrong. I work out. My arms aren’t exactly twigs. Kevin’s always telling me that he would kill to have my body. Admittedly, he’s always had more trouble than me bulking up. Of course, he’s always been the better dresser (his weird choice of sweats in Hawaii notwithstanding). I’ve got a few things going for me, but still. In the veritable ocean of male competition that is Los Angeles, I’m nothing special. But Kendra never made me feel that way. Maybe that’s why I fell so hard for her. I never pictured being the ‘down-on-one-knee’ type of guy. But last Fall when we were in a really good place and we’d been hardly fighting at all, it felt like it was time. We’re almost thirty, after all. And women have their clocks ticking. You’ve got to respect that. So, I asked, and she said ‘yes’. Since then, it’s like nothing can go right between us.

“Hey, can I ask you something?” says Kevin from the passenger seat.

“What?” I say.

“Is Kendra a squirter?”

“What the hell? Why would you ask me that!”

“Jesus, relax,” he says, suddenly defensive. “I’m just trying to break the tension here.”

“You realize that I may have lost the woman I’m going to marry, right? Do you honestly think I’m in the mood for jokes right now?”

“Sorry, yeah. You’re right. I was being stupid. Just ignore me. I don’t know what I’m saying.”

We sit in silence for a moment. Then, he asks–

“So what happened between you two last night?”

I take a pause before I answer.

“I’m not really sure. I know that we fought. Again. You know, she was the one who asked for Hawaii. But since we got here it’s like nothing is ever good enough for her. First, it was the flowers. Then, she wanted to interrogate the caterer about where the shrimp came from. I mean, they’re shrimp. They come from the ocean. We’re surrounded by water, so what does she think?”

“Right, I remember that whole debacle,” his voice cracks slightly on the last word. He coughs and clears his throat. “Is there a water bottle around here?”

“Check the console,” I say. “I think Kendra had one in here yesterday.”

He flips the console open and finds the warm, half-consumed bottle.

“Ooh,” he says in a girlish, high-pitched voice, “Fiji water. Yummy!”

“It’s not real Fiji water,” I say. “She saves the bottles and then fills them from the tap at home. She’s always doing that kind of thing. Everything is a performance. It’s all about how she looks, even when we’re on vacation.”

“Yeah, basic bitch alert,” he says, still doing that stupid valley girl impression, which is not what Kendra sounds like at all.

“Will you cut it out?” I say, “she’s not like that.”

Kendra hates all those blonde stereotypes and she’s always getting on to me about them.

“Sorry,” he says, his voice returned to a normal register. “I thought we were bagging on her.”

“I’m bagging on her. I’ve earned it. You already do it all the time.”

“Sorry,” says Kevin, crossing his arms over his chest. We drive on for a while. I have to admit it’s probably some of the most beautiful country I’ve ever seen. Verdant green hills that give way to narrow mountain passes covered in trees. It’s not all coconut and palm trees like the brochures. There are pine trees in Hawaii, which floors me. Everything that can grow here does.

My eyes are starting to glaze over, and I’m becoming aware of how hungry I still am. When you wake up with a hangover, the last thing you want to do is eat. But then there’s this point in the morning where you realize that you’re actually starving. Kevin keeps shifting in his seat, unable to get comfortable.

“Do you want to stop for a minute?” I ask.

“I’m fine,” he says, still fidgeting.

“We could stop at one of these roadside stands. Get some fruit, or something.”

“Whatever you want.”

“Alright, look. I’m sorry I was an asshole,” I say, throwing him a glance. He’s slumped down in the seat with his arms still crossed like a pouting child.

“No big deal,” he says, eyes fixed on the blurr of greenery moving past his window.

“What’s with you?” I ask, crossing my arms in a mock pout of my own before taking back the wheel.

He doesn’t answer, but when I look again I see him surreptitiously wipe away a tear. Oh, shit. Really?

“Hey,” I say, pinching his shoulder. “You okay?”

Suddenly, he’s full-on sobbing. Kevin has always been a little on the sensitive side, but never like this. He’s always been able to take as good as he gives. But I guess something I said really pinched a nerve. And speaking of pinching, there was something a little peculiar about his shoulder. It feels strangely boney and lithe. He must be ignoring all those workout tips I gave him. He’s too self-conscious to go to the gym with me, but I keep telling him it’s the only way to add mass. He should do some squats, maybe. Build up his testosterone a little.

“It’s not like you give a shit anyway,” he says venomously. I’m surprised by the harshness of his tone, dripping with disdain. But behind it there’s real pain.

“Alright, what’s up with you?”

“Do you realize this is like the first time that we’ve even hung out like this in almost a year?” he says, still too ashamed to show me his red puffy eyes.

I know he’s right, but I can’t admit it. Maybe it’s just a product of the shitty morning I’ve had, or my impatience to find Kendra again, but instead of being understanding I snap.

“What the hell do you want from me? Huh?”

“I just told you,” he stammers. 

“Ohh, Dalton, I miss you! We never hang out anymore” I sneer in a sissy voice. “You think I need this right now? I may have permanently screwed things up with my dream girl, who I’m about to marry tomorrow, and all you can do is make stupid wise cracks and whine that I’m not paying enough attention to you? Man up for, chrissake. Stop being such a girl.”

I’m coming off way too harsh, and I know it. What the hell has come over me? I used to hate those jock assholes and all their macho ‘be a man’ shit. We both did. But it’s too late to do anything about it now. And I’m fucking starving. I see the sign for a gas station up ahead, and I turn off Route 340 and pull around to the parking lot. As soon as I pull into a spot, Kevin throws open the door and slams it loudly behind him. He’s making a beeline for the men’s room.

“Kevin!” I call after him, “do you want any snacks for the road?”

He doesn’t even turn around. Not that I was expecting him to. Great. Well done, Healy. First your girlfriend, now your best friend. You’re two for two this morning.

I need a Red Bull and some powdered donuts. And a cure for my big fucking mouth.


3.

Me and Kevin have been best friends since the eighth grade. No, that’s not strictly true. We’ve known each other since eighth grade, but we didn’t actually become best friends until freshman year. My mom, sister and I moved from Colorado to get away from my father. Kevin’s dad was an asshole too, so I guess he could relate. We liked all the same nerdy shit. He could pretty much name every type of anime there was, and not just the cool ones. He used to steal his dad’s Jack Daniel’s and stay up all night watching tapes he’d buy from Cosmic Comics in Denver. That’s right. Tapes. We go that far back. Of course, a lot of it was basically soft-core porn. Giant lizard demons violating girls with heaving breasts, short skirts revealing their panties as they squealed in mock protest. Naturally, those tapes were as close as either of us got to real women in those days. Sleepovers involved the two of us side by side in our respective sleeping bags with the TV on and the lights off, neither one of us acknowledging what we were doing in the dark.  I’ll put it this way; there was a pair of stiff socks stuffed to the bottom of his closet the next morning. 

By sophomore year, things were starting to change for us. Suddenly instead of hopeless freaks we started to be labeled ‘eccentric’ and ‘alternative’. A guy wearing a Sailor Moon backpack (Kevin) or wearing eyeshadow (me) was considered hip and ironic, which made us not all that unusual in our moderately-progressive little bubble. We got made fun of, but never really bullied. We found more guys like us who were into Magic: The Gathering and shit like that. By senior year, our adolescent dweebiness was starting to disappear. Kevin was still getting shot down constantly, but that was because he was always chasing after the most unattainable girls. And me? Well, I didn’t go to college a virgin, which was far more than anyone, myself especially included, could have expected. Thank you, Sarah Limley.

When we graduated, it was clear to both of us that we weren’t going to stay in Colorado. I got into the Arts Institute of California in Hollywood. Kevin didn’t. I’m not exactly sure what happened, but his dad got pissed at Kevin for the final time, or vice versa, and he was pretty much on his own after that. We found an apartment in North Hollywood that we could sort of afford, and for the next four years we were roommates. We had parties, groups of friends we made at Meltdown Comics, but for the most part our lives were pretty insular. I met Lindsay Harper, the bitch, and she drug my heart through the ringer for two years (plus another three months) but eventually I had the good sense to be done with her. The fact that she gave me no choice helped with my decision. Through it all, Kevin was there. He had hookups of his own. Most of them unmentionable. That is, they weren’t exactly worth mentioning after the night of. I had a few of those also.

But I didn’t really connect with anyone new until I met Kendra. And, yeah, things changed between me and Kevin. I can’t deny it. First she moved in, which complicated our carefully-calibrated TV schedule. Then after we’d been dating six months, I told Kevin that I’d found a place on the Westside, which Kendra and I could basically totally afford with our grown-up jobs. Kevin gave me all kinds of shit about how I was turning into the kind of person that we hated in high school and how I was just another greedy tool looking to climb the ladder. All true, of course. But I knew it was more than that. He found a replacement roommate in Dale Willard, but Dale’s hygiene was horrendous and his knowledge of manga was even greater than Kevin’s. Soon, Kevin was calling me every weekend to hang out just for an excuse to get away from Willard. But during that year, things between him and Kendra had gotten a little frosty. And by ‘frosty’ I mean that Kevin refused even to speak to her. I had a choice to make, and I made it. I started to phase out the late-night phone calls, the matinees, the comic release events. Everything, really. 

Now I’m standing outside a convenience store bathroom waiting on a friend I really should have treated better. Waiting and waiting.

Alright, it’s been like twenty goddamn minutes already.

“Hey, Kevin?” I yell. No answer. “Kevin! I’m sorry, okay?”

Still silence. This is getting to be too much. I realize that I was being an ass, but it’s not like I can just leave him here. I don’t know what the big deal is. He’s never acted this way before. Something has to be wrong.

“Kevin are you in there? Just let me know you can hear me.”

Just when I think the bathroom door is so thick that I’ve been talking to myself this whole time, a strained voice calls, “Just give me a minute. I’ll, uh, meet you in the car, okay?”

Now I don’t know what to think. Either my friend is taking a massive shit, he’s still pissed at me but doesn’t want to admit it, or, and this is what I really think, he’s hiding something.

“Fine. Just don’t be too long, okay?”

I don’t hear anything more, so I walk back over to the Subaru. There’s a guy with his kid who has been watching this whole exchange. The boy is crossing his legs, doing a little pee pee dance and the dad is giving me a look like, ‘what the hell? Do you know what the holdup is here?’ I wave, which actually makes the situation even more awkward.

Back in the car, I sit with my head resting against the steering wheel and my eyes shut. Kendra’s face swims into my mind. She’s smiling, those luscious gold locks framing her face as she bites her lip. We’re in bed together, seconds away from making love. On impulse, my cock stirs just a little in my shorts. Everything that I love about her comes flooding back. Not just her smile but her smell, the warmth of her body. She shivers as I bring my hand around to tug at her bra strap. I look down at her crotch, at her those cute pink lace panties, and I can smell that she’s getting wet. God, I miss her. The memory is torment, but so too is everything else that it drudges up. Because it’s not just that memory. It’s all of them. She’s yelling at me and crying and laughing all at once; the images are a cacophony that’s assaulting all of my senses. I feel a gnawing in my stomach, a dull kind of an ache. I whisper her name under my breath.

“Kendra.”

The car opens, blasting me out of my reverie. I look up from the steering wheel and the first thing my eyes can focus on is that face framed by those trestles of long blonde hair. I squint against the glare. The blonde-haired girl slips into the passenger seat.

“Kendra?” I ask, but even before the question leaves my lips I see the face isn’t the one from my memories.

“Dalton?” a timid voice asks, cracking slightly. “It’s not Kendra.”

The blonde girl turns to face me, and that’s when I see it. More androgenous; the nose is more narrow and the eyes are brown, the chin is softer and the face is rounder, more supple, but it’s absolutely unmistakable.

“Kevin?”

“I didn’t know how to tell you before,” says a lilting, feminine voice just a little bit darker and richer than Kendra’s. “I wished for this.”


4.

The next few minutes pass something like this: I open my mouth to speak, then I realize that I’m just sitting with my mouth agape. So, I close it. Then, I try to speak again. But no words come out. Kevin for (his?) part is hiding his eyes behind a curtain of blonde hair, not moving except to fidget again. And now, without the road to distract me, I can see what I should have noticed forty minutes ago.

My friend Kevin has a pair of tits.

Loose bumps peeking out from that formless grey hoodie. Two tiny wet spots are forming where the nipples would be. Where a woman’s nipples would be. The shape of them are unmistakable. They look just like, like– 

Well. And, I hate myself for noticing, but that’s not the only change. His shoulders are narrower too. Not as narrow as a woman’s but definitely getting there. And all the shifting back and forth, the straining to get comfortable. If I could see him standing, I could probably tell you that my best friend now has a round, firm girl’s ass.

“Wha...how?”

“I don’t know,” he says, still not looking directly at me. “Last night I made a wish. And this morning, I could feel that something was different. My nipples felt weird. Too sensitive, you know? And my chest, well…They just started growing and they won’t stop.”

“I, but,” I stammer like a fool. “Why?”

There’s a pause so long that I think he hasn’t heard me. Then, finally–

“I’ve wanted this for, God, I don’t know how long. Since you met Kendra. Before, actually.”

“But...Kendra?”

“I swear I don’t know what happened to her. I didn’t mean for her to...disappear or anything like that.” 
“What did you say?”

“About what?”

“Your wish. What did you wish for? What words did you use, exactly?”

“I...I wished, prayed really, that somehow some power would turn me into Kendra Hammond,” Kevin says, letting the words drop to the floor.

“Why?” I still had trouble processing. The information was clumping in my brain like mud in an engine.

“Ugh!” Kevin exclaims, letting out a girlish little squeal. “Are you seriously not getting this? Wake up, dipshit. I like you, okay?”

“But now...Kendra…”

“I don’t understand what happened. Like I said. I’m figuring this out just like you are.”

“Wait, okay? Hold on. You knew when I came to your room that something was different.”

“Well, yeah,” Kevin admits. “But I didn’t know for sure what it was.”

“Then I told you that Kendra was missing, what about then?”

“I don’t know. What do you want me to say? It’s not like I killed her and I’m wearing her skin. I’m not a freak.”

“But, if you’re here, then that means…”

Kendra could be gone. Forever. The woman I love more than anything. She couldn’t have just evaporated, could she?

“The waterfall, what was that? A distraction?”

“It was an idea. I don’t know what’s happening. Maybe she is there, for all I know.”

“But you said that just to distract me. To get me alone so that we would... what Kevin?”

“I don’t know. I just said the first thing that came into my mind.”

“The first thing that came into your mind?” I say.

“Yeah,” he says. “Why?”

I mull this over for a minute.

“Okay, so maybe Kendra is at the waterfall and you had that idea because this spell, or whatever, told you to look there. You two could have some kind of psychic connection because you’re turning into her, or something.”

“Yeah, maybe,” says Kevin, obviously not convinced.

“Or maybe she’s at the hotel. She could be in her room right now. She’d call–”

Then I remember that I have her phone in my pocket and take it out.

“Is that Kendra’s phone?” Kevin asks with interest. I don’t answer him. I touch the thumbpad. It won’t open for my thumbprint, but the home screen reveals that Kendra has 16 text messages. There’s a bunch from Rosalind. Another from ‘Mom’: Where r u? It’s from ten minutes ago.

“They don’t know where she is,” I tell Kevin. “She’s not at the hotel.”

“So...what do you want to do?” he asks.

I rap the phone against my temple, trying to think. Finally, I say–

“I want you to concentrate. You’re going to undo this, do you understand? Whatever you wished for last night, now you’re going to do the opposite.”

“I’ll try,” he rasps, so soft it’s barely audible.

“Try hard. REALLY try. Do you realize, what you did–you may have, like–killed her? Do you know that?”

“I didn’t do anything like that,” he says indignantly.

“Yeah, well it amounts to the same thing. She’s gone God knows where and you’ve got her–”

Hair, breasts, voice, smile.

“And as long as you’re like this, it’s a problem. Wherever she is, there can’t be two of you at my wedding, understand? Which means it’s you who has to go. This you. The real Kevin can stay.”

Without warning, he throws open the door and I think he’s about to bolt back into the bathroom again. Then, I hear the sound of puking, and I realize he’s throwing up.

“Oh, gawd,” he whines pitifully. And in that moment, I stop being mad. Some kind of protective instinct takes over and all my anger just disappears.

“Are you okay,” I ask, cringing a little at the gagging noises coming from my friend.

“It’s in my fucking hair!” he gives off a high-pitched shriek like the one I’ve heard a million times from Kendra.

“Stay here,” I say. “I’ll get you some paper towels.” 

“Hurry,” he pleads. In a minute, I’m out of the car and halfway to the men’s bathroom. The guy with his boy emerge and the man looks me up and down.

“Girl trouble?” he asks.

“Uh, yeah,” I say, trying to laugh it off. Then, I look at the kid. “You’re lucky it’s a few years away. Don’t grow up too fast, okay?”

Once they’re gone, I duck in and grab a huge wad of paper towels from the dispenser. I decide to leave it.

Back at the car, I find Kevin still bent over, panting slightly. From this angle, his chest looks bigger and he’s standing with his hips together in an unmistakably feminine way.

“Hey,” I say, and he brushes his hair out of his eyes to look at me.

I’m floored when I see not Kevin’s brown eyes but Kendra’s piercing blue ones.

Thanks, he says, taking the wad of towels and wiping his chin. As he starts to strain the flecks of vomit out of his curls of golden hair, I’m struck by how effortlessly he performs the act. It’s as if he’s had hair this length for years instead of just a few minutes. He crinkles his nose at the smell, a pointed, smallish nose.

“I look like shit, huh?” he says. I struggle for how to respond.

“Look like shit? No. Smell like shit? Well...”

He flips me off. Both of us notice in the same moment that his nails are now long and perfectly-manicured. French tips with a pink gloss. Just like Kendra’s.

“Whoa,” Kevin says as he splays his fingers apart to admire each individual nail. “Look!”

The flip flops on his feet reveal the toenails are matching too. I appraise the rest of his body. Aside from the breasts, he still looks like Kevin. If someone put him in drag and gave him sky blue contact lenses. It’s like he’s wearing a Kendra costume. A fairly convincing one, for all of its flaws. He’s like the friend I’ve always known, but there’s something undeniably feminine about the way he’s holding himself. Then, I notice that he’s shifting his weight from one foot to another just like a woman would.

“Done staring?” he says, bringing a manicured hand to rest against his hip, the other hand still clutching the puke-covered paper towels. His tone suggests indignance, but there’s the shadow of a smile on his thin lips.

“Right,” I say. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”


5.

Makahiku Falls. The brochure calls it breathtaking, exhilarating, and a breath of new life. They left out that it’s the perfect place to look for your fiance with your best friend– who is turning into your fiance. Or a copy of her, anyway. It’s utterly bizarre, and yet fascinating at the same time. Kevin’s walking ahead of me on this narrow trail and, thankfully there’s no one else around to spot us. He’s looking a little weird in flip flops, sweat pants, and hoodie on an 89 degree day, curls of blonde hair bouncing with each step.

It’s weird just how quickly he seems to have adapted to walking the way that a woman would. It’s not the kind of awkward lope that I’ve always seen him use. His posture is completely different. It makes me think of my high school drama coach’s advice. Walk like you’ve got a wire holding up your chest. Well, Kevin is certainly doing that. Now that the secret’s out about his budding breasts, he seems to be thrusting them out in front of himself with each stride.

And, I can’t deny it. I’m kinda fascinated to watch the whole display. I know in my brain that it’s Kevin. But we’re walking along a trail, and it’s not like I can avoid looking down as I walk. Then, I’ll peek my head up for just a second and catch myself stealing a peek at his ass.

Even with those baggy sweatpants, I can make out the outline of both cheeks, pert and firm as they rise and fall. Nothing like a guy’s ass. It’s both higher and tighter. I remember the first time I noticed that ass. And it was on my fiance!

“Hey, slow poke!” calls a sporty, lighthearted voice from in front of me. “How you doin’ back there?”

“Fine,” I call.

“Just fine?” Kevin asks. “Maybe you should be in the lead. I think your legs are longer than mine now.”

It’s true. Besides the other changes, Kevin has to be close to three inches shorter than he was this morning. I’ve always been the taller of the two of us, but now even from this distance I can see that he’s close to a head shorter than me.

“You see any sign of Kendra?” I call.

“Sorry,” he calls back. “I think we may be alone out here.”

The hike was only supposed to take fifteen minutes. It’s why Kendra wanted to come to Makahiku instead of another waterfall. At home, it’s cardio four times a week. But bring her out into the real world and suddenly it’s like she can’t stand a walk of more than 200 feet. I guess I shouldn’t focus on stuff she does that annoys me. Especially now, considering that I don’t know if I’ll ever see her again. The real her, I mean.

“Hey, Dalton, can we stop?” Kevin says, lifting one foot to look at it. “I think I just broke my flip flop.”

He slips off the flip flop. It’s grey rubber with the strap torn.

“Are those the shower flip flops from the hotel? Why didn’t you wear your own shoes?”

“Oh, right,” he says. “I’m gonna need a whole new wardrobe after this.”

“Remember what we talked about?” I say, trying to mask the impatience in my voice. “This is temporary. It’s all reversible. That’s what you’re wishing for now, right?”

“Well, it would be a lot easier to concentrate if I didn’t have to walk so far.”

“What do you suggest I do about it?”

“Carry me?” he grins, and I catch a flash of Kendra peering out from those eyes. The playful way that she’d always do when she wanted me to do something. Only this time it’s Kevin, and I just want to smack him. Instead, I walk straight past him without stopping. I don’t care what it takes. I’m going to at least cross the waterfall off my list. If she’s not here, I don’t know where I should look next. Kendra’s obviously not at the hotel, or with anyone else she knows. What if she really has– no I don’t even want to say it–

Disappeared?

Or what if she hasn’t? What if she really is at the waterfall? What if I come upon her and she’s perched at the top, admiring the view. Would she be happy to see me, or still pissed from last night? How am I going to explain Kevin? Oh, hey baby! Sorry about last night. Don’t worry about this guy with your hair, butt, and boobs. It’s just Kevin. He made a wish last night. Pretty crazy, huh?

“Dalton!” Kevin shrieks. “Wait up!”

I turn to see a rather pitiful-looking Kevin barefoot and limping, bringing up the rear.

“What’s wrong with you?” I say.

“I stepped on a rock, you asshole,” he says haughtily. His voice is so womanly that I guess it triggers something primal inside of me. I feel sorry for him, and it’s something else. Protective, I guess. Not that it stops me from being pissed about what he did. I wouldn’t even be in this mess if it wasn’t for him.

“Come on,” I say, more gentle than scolding. He grabs my arm to steady himself, and I immediately register how dainty and thin his fingers have gotten.

“You okay?” I ask. I guess it’s the tone change, because I can see him blushing a little. “It’s not far now. Just hold onto me and we’ll take it slow the rest of the way.”

“You sure?” he says. “You’re not embarrassed?”

“Embarrassed by what? There’s nobody here. Besides, it’s not like I’m about to leave a fallen brother behind.”

“My hero,” he says flatly. He applies a little pressure, but lets up when his nails dig into me. I get the feeling that he wants to get closer. Luckily, I can hear the waterfall from where we are, so it’s only a few hundred feet of awkwardly walking together. Not quite arm and arm, but close.

We approach the mouth of the falls. I was expecting for the trail to lead us to the pool at the base of the waterfall, but instead we’re at the lip looking down. The view is limited, but I can already tell that it’s the kind of place that Kendra would love. For like, two minutes. First she’d say it’s magical, then she’d whip out her phone, and the rest of the time would be spent with me taking pictures of her. The pictures would all meet with her disapproval, but after pouring over a couple hundred of them she’d find one or two she’d deem acceptable. She’d post these to Instagram, and then we’d go home. She wouldn’t stick around a place like this without her phone. The falls are too loud, and the place is too peaceful to hold her attention for long.

“Dalton?” asks Kevin, “Are you okay?”

I guess I don’t know what I was expecting, exactly. Obviously, this was a long shot. She’d have to have left her phone, her keys, and her purse, gotten a ride with no one that she knows, since all of them are trying to call her or find her, like me; all for no apparent reason except that she wanted to see some stupid waterfall she mentioned half in passing. Wherever she is, I know for sure it’s nowhere I can guess.

“Dalton?” Kevin says again. “I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to bring us out here for nothing.”

“Let’s go back,” I say. “We cross this place off the list, fine. It’s not the only place there is to try.”

“We came all this way. You want to leave already?”

“What do you think this is? What are we out here for, Kevin?”

He doesn’t answer, just turns and walks in the direction of the falls. With one surprisingly deft motion, he pulls the sweat shirt over his head and tosses it behind him, shaking his hair behind him as he sashays towards the falls. I see his bare back, and with the hair he’s completely passable as a woman from behind.

“Kevin!” I say, “where the hell are you going?”

Now he’s bending at the hip and stepping out of the sweatpants, revealing a pair of boxers which hang off his hourglass hips. It’s such a graceful motion that it would turn me on, if it weren’t for the fact that my best guy friend was doing it.

“Kevin!” I shout, having no choice but to follow after him. He ducks under the curtain of white water with a squeal of delight.

“Oh, my god!” he yells, trying to compete with the crush of the water. “I had no idea what this would feel like with a pair of tits!”

I can make out his form through the shower of water. It’s not distinct, but if I didn’t know better I’d think I was looking at the outline of a gorgeous woman.

“Are you done?” I call from across the falls. “We need to get the hell out of here!”

“In a minute,” he calls back. “You don’t know how hot it was with those sweats on!”

“I’m leaving without you,” I say, not quite believing it myself.

“Just come in!” he says. “Don’t worry, it’s great!”

This is completely insane. Of all the shitty things I expected to be putting up with today, having to coax my best friend, who is rapidly becoming a perfect copy of my fiance, from behind a waterfall is not one of them. I try to assess the situation. I can’t leave without bringing Kevin with me. Seems my best move is to take the plunge and do it. So, I unbutton my Hawaiin shirt, wrap my phone and Kendra’s in it, toss off my leather sandals, and head in.

It’s only when I step into the waterfall that I remember I haven’t showered yet today. The water is more exhilarating than I could have imagined. Cold, but in the best way. I rub my hands over my face, letting my pores drink in the welcome sensation of having all that water pounding around my ears, lost for a second in the continuous thrumming all around me.

I cover my eyes with my hand and see that there’s a dark patch in front of me. I take three big steps forward, and suddenly the curtain falls away and I’m looking into a cave underneath the fall. I wipe the water away from my eyes and the first thing that I can register is Kendra’s smiling face.

No, not Kendra. Kevin. He’s got a big grin on his round, feminine face. And standing there coquettishly, in nothing but those boxer shorts, he looks like Kendra wearing my underwear. Only one thing reveals the deception. Without meaning to, I can make out the small bulge of his cock and balls. 

“You found me!” he smiles. He’s poised coquettishly with one arm covering his perfectly formed, supple breasts.

My brain knows that it’s Kevin, but my cock isn’t so carefully calibrated. It’s programmed to find what it likes and respond when it sees it. Which is why I’m starting to get a little tight in my shorts. Just a little.

He–  no ‘he’ doesn’t really seem to fit anymore; ‘they’ I guess, in the singular sense–  looks so much like Kendra that it’s making my balls ache. And my heart. In that order, I guess. Or at least that’s the order that I’m processing my feelings in.

Kevin looks at me, then away.

“Are you done?” I ask, and it sounds more impatient than I mean for it to.

“What?” he calls, still covering his nipples.

I turn and walk out from behind the waterfall and start heading back in the direction of the car.
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“Thanks for letting me borrow your shirt,” Kevin says, swimming in my oversized Hawaiian shirt. It was a necessity after they discarded the hoodie. Naturally, the shirt does nothing to support their breasts, which are now large enough that they’re starting to part directions. Back in the car, I curse myself for coming out this far for nothing. I’m pissed at Kevin. Pissed for being led on a wild goose chase, but especially for having been lied to.

“No problem,” I say.

“So, what do you want to do?” they say.

“We’ve got no choice but to go back to the hotel,” I say. “Wherever Kendra is, she’s not going to suddenly appear out of nowhere. We need to plan our next move.”

“Which is?”

“I don’t know, okay? I’ve never been in this situation before.”

“No shit,” they say. “It’s not like I’ve ever done this either.”

On the radio is that song by the Hawaiian singer, Iz. He sings “Somewhere Over the Rainbow'' with a ukulele.

“So, why did you never tell me? How you felt about Kendra?”

“I didn’t exactly hide my feelings,” Kevin says in response.

“I knew that you hated her. I just never knew that the reason was because you wanted to be her.”

“I never hated her. I was jealous, that’s all.”

“So... you’re--”

“Trans? Yeah, I guess. Not that I had the courage to do anything about it before now.”

“I wish I had known,” I say.

“You really never suspected?” they say.

“No. Well, maybe the thought had entered my mind that you might have feelings.”

“Oh,” Kevin smirks, “and what were your feelings about my feelings?”

“Kevin, we’re like brothers.”

“I stole your sister’s panties once.”

“What?!”

“I think she suspected that I took it, but I don’t think she knew it was because I wanted to wear them,” they laughs at the shock on my face. 

“What? I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. I guess we’re like siblings in more ways than one.”

“Wearing my little sister’s panties doesn’t make us anything.”

“Dalton, I’m sorry. I know all of this is too weird. I really didn’t think there was any way that I could tell you.”

“I would have understood. You know I’m no homophobe.”

“I know. You’d be so kind and understanding. You’d tell me that it’s my choice, and it’s all okay. That you accept me and that we’re still the same friends we always have been. And then you’d have even more reason to cut me out of your life.”

“That’s not fair,” I say.

“Please. You had no idea, and it happened anyway. As soon as you met Kendra, it was the beginning of the end for our friendship, and you know it.”

I can’t deny that they has a point.

“Okay, I guess I deserve that.”

“It’s not your fault. It’s the way things go. Your girlfriend always wants to get rid of her boyfriend’s friends. You know, I think that she always suspected the truth about me.”

“Kendra?”’

“Girls are observant. They notice little things that guys miss. She probably just thought I was a closet case. She knew you weren’t gay, so I wasn’t a threat to her. But, then, you never can be too careful when you’re a girl like that. I don’t need to tell you how territorial she was–”

Was.

“I mean is. Dalton, I mean is. That was a stupid slip.”

“Forget it.”

It’s another long stretch of silence before Kevin finally says–

“Dalton, we need to talk about the rehearsal dinner.”

“What about it?” I say, even though I’ve already reached the inevitable conclusion in my mind too.

“Well, unless you want for the SWAT team to be swarming the island looking for Kendra, I think it would be best if I went in her place.”

“No way. Who’s ever going to believe that you’re Kendra?” I say. All Kevin has to do is raise an eyebrow. At this point, there’s practically nobody who wouldn’t mistake Kevin for Kendra, at least at a distance. The features of their face has shifted and molded to the point that Kevin looks like Kendra’s twin. Maybe not an identical twin, yet, but certainly fraternal. By the time we reach the hotel, who knows? The changes are coming so rapidly that there’s no telling where they’ll stop. No telling for sure, but I have a pretty good idea.

“What about her parents? Her friends? How are you supposed to pass with them?”

“Okay, you’re right. When we get to the hotel, you can tell them that your friend Kevin has magically transformed himself into your fiance, and the reason that nobody’s heard from Kendra all day is because I’m turning into her. We’ll tell them together. I won’t lie if you don’t want me to.”

“This is insane,” I say.

“So you agree?” Kevin asks. “Telling the truth is not an option?”

I sit there and try to come up with some other option, but nothing comes. I slap the steering wheel in frustration.

“Fine,” I say, “we’ll do it your way.”

“All right, then. First thing to do is for you to get into Kendra’s room again and grab some clothes for me.”

“What? Why?”

“You think I’m wearing this?” he says, fanning the edges of the Hawaiian shirt as if it were a skirt. “I was thinking of that floral print gown of Kendra’s. That should fit me, well, perfectly. Besides, I really need a bra. Please, Dalton!”
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So this is what it’s come to. Stealing my fiance’s underwear for my best friend to wear. I can’t honestly say that this was something that I ever expected to have to do. I had to leave Kevin in the car and made them promise to wait in my room and not open it for anyone. It shouldn’t be a big deal. Just in and out, real simple.

I fish around in my wet shorts for the room key, hoping that the water hasn’t somehow deactivated the electronic strip or something. I slide the key in the door, and it opens without me even turning the knob. For half a second, I have it in my head that it’s Kendra.

I’m wrong of course.

“Here he is,” Rosalind announces to the room. “Dalton’s here.”

I enter without being asked. On the perfectly-made bed sit Lily and Marguerite, both of whom seem to be working through a bottle of tequila that they’re drinking out of Tiki heads. Both wear lais and tacky Hawaiian dresses. Marguerite’s dress is, as always, criminally small for her enormous frame.

“Where the hell is Kendra?” Rosalind demands.

“You’re still on about that?” I say, fumbling to cover myself, “change the record already.”

“No one has seen or heard from her. Her phone is gone. Do you know where she is?”

“Of course I do,” I say. “She texted me and we met up for lunch.”

“See?” says Lily, pouring another shot into Lily’s tiki cup and one in hers in turn.

“You’re lying,” says Rosalind. “Her purse is here.”

“What do you think I’m here for?” I say. “She sent me to the room to fetch it for her.”

My cover story is starting to sound plausible even to me.

“Where’s your shirt?” Lily says.

“It’s hot out,” I say.

“We’ve been here all day,” Marguerite slurs. “Tell that slut to get her ass back here so we can party!”

“Fine, I’ll tell her. Now, can you please clear out?”

“Why?” Rosalind asks. “What are you trying to get rid of us for?”

“Oh, Rosalind. Sooner or later, every man who spends time with you wants to get rid of you. I’m just the latest.” 

“I know you’re a liar, Dalton Healy! I want proof that my friend is okay.”

“You’ll see her at the rehearsal dinner in two hours. Is that enough to allay your suspicions?”

Rosalind crosses her arms and brings her ass down onto the bed with a thump.

“We’re not leaving here until I get a text from Kendra confirming that she’s okay.”

“Fine,” I say. “I’ll text her.”

I have Kendra’s phone, so I’ll just use it to–

No, that’s no good. It’ll only open for Kendra’s thumbprint. Wait. Where’s Kendra’s phone?! I pat my back pocket, but it’s not there.

Ding!

My front left pocket vibrates. I pull out my own phone. I have a text.

Kendra: Don’t forget the panties too :)

Oh my god.

“Who is it? Is that Kendra? Let me see the phone,” says Rosalind, her palm outstretched. I grin so big that I have to try to keep myself from laughing.

“Here,” I say, tossing the phone in her lap. Rosalind reads the text, frowns. She hands it back.

“Tell her to text me back next time,” she says, deflated.

“I’ll tell her right now,” I say, typing furiously. Hey, K. Can you send Ros a text? She thinks you’re missing or something and she’s about to have a bitch fit.

In less than a minute, I hear a ding and Rosalind’s phone lights up. She appraises it without expression.

“Satisfied?”

“I was just trying to be a good friend,” she mutters.

“You always do this! Kendra is Kendra, I told you,” says Lily. She shakes the last few drops from the bottle onto the bedspread, confirming that it’s empty.

“Let’s go,” Marguerite says. “The salad bar is open. I need something to put in my stomach.”

“Salad?” Lily asks.

“Macaroni salad is still salad,” says Marguerite.

And just like that, those three witches leave to go haunt someone else for a while. God, I can’t believe that worked! But, how? Kevin must have snagged the phone. Wait. This can only mean that Kevin’s thumbprint can now open Kendra’s phone. No two people can have the same thumbprint.

No two people.

But I can’t think about that now. Kendra’s suitcase is where she left it. I lift it onto the bed, unzip, and start rifling through its contents. The bras and panties are in the mesh pocket. I grab a handful of the panties. There are three pairs here. Which one would look best on my friend Kevin? I grab a pink bra and select the panties that match. It’s only after I make my decision that I realize they’re the same ones that she wore, that Kendra wore, right before we made love in my memory.

The panties are clean, of course, but I can’t help but give them a quick little whiff, trying to get just a little lingering scent of her. All I can smell is Tide and fabric softener. Okay, underwear. Check. But everything else in the bag is just t-shirts and tank tops neatly rolled into little cylinder shapes. Shorts, no. Sunscreen, no. Where are the dresses?

Hold on. She would have put them up somewhere to keep them from wrinkling, right? I check the closet in the corner of the room. Bingo. There’s the floral print dress. I grab it and do a quick scan around the room for anything else I might be missing.

The purse, right. Gotta have that. I wrack my brain for anything I’m forgetting. Satisfied, I gather up the stuff and prepare to lock the door. This might actually work. As long as Kevin can fake it through the rehearsal dinner, we might actually get through this after all. As for tomorrow, it’s just too much to contemplate. One step at a time.

I feel really, incredibly shitty about this. But the thought flashes through my head of Kendra, the real Kendra, showing up and demanding that the whole wedding party seize me and the imposter that I brought to dinner. I picture my whole family and Kendra’s parents too with looks of shock and disgrace on their faces. And even though I realize I shouldn’t, I find myself hoping it won’t happen. But I guess I should be careful about what I wish for.
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“Oh, loverboy!” comes the words of the song from the bathroom when I enter my hotel room with the stuff. Kevin’s listening to music in the bathroom. It’s the song from Dirty Dancing, I think. Kendra loves that movie. I can hear the call and response of the song through the door. “Baby, my sweet baby, you’re the one.”

“Dalton?” calls a feminine voice from behind the door. The bathroom door slides open a crack and a thin, feminine hand beckons me closer. 

“I got the stuff,” I say, placing the bundle of underwear into Kevin’s waiting hand. Our fingers touch, and for a moment I notice how soft those fingers are. Then, the manicured hand disappears and the door slams shut again. After a moment, I hear–

“Ooh, these are cute!”

“Do you...you need help putting them on? The bra, I mean,” I say, sheepishly.

“Why? Have you got some experience putting on a bra that I don’t know about?” Kevin teases back.

“Well, no.” I only have experience taking them off, but then I figured that he would be lost about the whole procedure too, and–

Am I seriously offering to help my best friend put on my fiance’s bra?

“I think I’ve got it covered,” Kevin says.

The door knob turns and the door slowly folds inward to reveal Kendra (I mean Kevin) standing there, striking a sexy pose. The bra is a perfect fit, and Kevin puffs out their chest to show off the cleavage..

“What do you think?” Kevin says, playing with a lock of hair between their fingers. Kevin’s pose is distinctly and unmistakably feminine, standing on one leg with the other bent at the knee and folded over the first in that way that women do. I’m mesmerized. My heart starts to quicken. I can’t help but notice the small bulge in those pink lace panties, but it’s absolutely hairless down there. Actually, Kevin’s whole body appears silky smooth.

“Well, don’t just stand there staring. I don’t look ridiculous, do I?”

Kevin turns away from me, examining this new form in the mirror. They play with the cups, pulling and tugging at those mounds of soft flesh nestled in pink latex. Those curious fingers migrate down from the breasts to the ribcage, to the stomach and down to the hips and thighs. Then, those slim fingers come around to squeeze those soft round ass cheeks, fingertips spreading them slightly.

“Ahhhh,” Kevin sighs loudly.

I can’t help it. My dick is hard as a rock. I have to look away. What defense do I have? My brain has been programmed to seek asses like that from the time I was eleven years old. I try to remind myself who it was I was exploring that fascination with cute girl asses was. It’s Kevin, remember? Your best friend? So what if he’s got an ass like a Victoria’s Secret Angel? You’re stronger than this. You need to fight it.

Kevin notices me staring. Kevin’s turned away from the mirror and is now looking at me with the same kind of curious hunger. Then, that smooth round face suddenly turns beet red.

And I can see why. Kevin’s small cock is visibly stirring, pressing against the pink fabric.  Kevin has a look of absolute mortification. They disappear into the bathroom and the door slams shut and locks. I realize that my mouth is hanging wide open, and I force it shut again.

“Sorry!” calls a small, mortified voice behind the door. I can hear the shower come on inside. I move closer, pressing my head to the door, and I think that I can make out the muffled sounds of crying. Something else too. It’s not easy, but I can faintly detect a soft thwap, thwap sound I’ve made myself on those nights when Kendra was ‘too tired’ for sex.

Kevin is sitting on the toilet and jerking off. In my girlfriend’s body. Thinking about me.

It’s involuntary. My dick head presses hard against the seam of my shorts. This is absolute torture. I want to run out of the room, swim into the sea as far out as I can make it until I finally succumb to a heart attack and die. This is wrong. For so many reasons, this is something that I can’t allow to happen. I want to bolt, but instead I take a breath. Sit down and think this thing out, Healy. If you don’t go through with this rehearsal dinner, then you’re bound to arouse everyone’s suspicions. Just get through this night, and once you do, you’ll be able to sort the rest out later.

I lie back on the bed and try to just come down from the flush of testosterone seeing Kevin aroused in me. I mean, well, you know what I mean. My balls are starting to ache again, and they’re really in need of a release of the kind that Kevin is currently enjoying. I completely understand the need. That pressure buildup has got to go somewhere, and right now I would do just about anything to have that tension eased and the pressure expelled. Almost anything. Other than porking my best friend of 16 years, that is.

Twenty minutes pass and Kevin peeks out coyly from behind the bathroom door.

“Hey, so that was really weird, huh?”

“Totally weird,” I reply.

“Let’s just go to dinner and pretend it didn’t happen, okay?”

Relief floods my body.

“Done,” I say. “Already forgotten. Nothing to it.”

“Great, so...can I have that dress now?” Kevin asks, holding out a hand expectantly.

“Oh, yeah,” I say, hopping off the bed and retrieving the dress from the chair where I set it down and hand it over. The dress slips between the crack of the door and it shuts again. After a moment–

“Wow. This dress is really beautiful. Where did it come from?”

“We bought it together. I mean, Kendra found it, and I bought it at this vintage store on Magnolia Boulevard.”

“Oh, I know the one you’re talking about. In Burbank, right? I’ve always wanted to go in there, but I figured it would be even worse to go in and not be able to buy anything.”

It still floors me that Kevin has been having these thoughts all this time that I never could have guessed about.

“Okay, don’t get too excited. I’m coming out.”

The door opens again, and some part of me doesn’t even want to look. But I do, and I’m even more amazed than I was before. In the underwear, it was purely a sexual response. This is something else. An acknowledgement of loveliness and femininity that transcends attraction. It’s something I find myself drawn to because it’s part of the sacred feminine.

“Well? Do I pass?” Kevin asks, giving a deliciously feminine twirl that makes the skirt of the dress ripple.

Absolutely indistinguishable from Kendra at her peak. There’s this radiant glow that emanates from that soft, tan skin. Every piece of that body is in perfect proportion with not even a hint of what came before. As a facsimile, it’s flawless.

“Yeah. Looks good,” I say, sounding like a robot with the flatness of my intonation.

“Really?” Kevin asks, suddenly self-conscious.

“Yes, really! What? Don’t worry. You look fine. I’ll bet no one is even going to notice the difference.”

I can see in those blue eyes, the smile that disappears in an instant, that Kevin’s crestfallen but is desperate not to show it. I hate that I keep hurting my best friend like this, but I’m afraid of what I’ll do if I forget that this is my best friend and not the woman I proposed to. It would be too disloyal to Kendra. The real Kendra, wherever she is.

“Don’t you want to put on some makeup?” I ask.

Kevin perks up at the suggestion.

“Oh, right. You brought that stuff too, right?”

“Check the bag,” I say, pointing to the purse on the bed. This is one of the big ones that Kendra takes with her when she knows she’s going to need a lot of crap. Kevin glides over and starts ruffling through its contents.

“Oh, thank god,” Kevin says, pulling out of a pair of flat sandals from the bag. “I thought I was going to have to go barefoot.” There’s other stuff in the bag, too. Sunglasses, tissues, tic tacs, a makeup brush, a condom. And, naturally, a tampon. Kevin holds it up, examining the foreign object with fascination.

“I don’t think I’ll be needing this just yet. But better safe than sorry, right?”

The tampon slides back into the bag.

“Oh, here it is,” Kevin says, pulling out one of those little pallets of different kinds of makeup that women wear and a black tube I’ve seen Kendra use which I know is mascara.

“Do you know how to use this stuff?”

“I’ve experimented once or twice,” Kevin replies, “of course, I had to overdo it to make up for, ya know, the whole ‘having a man’s face’ thing. Think I should just skip it?”

“Kendra wouldn’t,” I say, shrugging.

“Yeah, you’re right. It would look weird if I weren’t at least making an effort. Maybe something just a little understated.”

They gather up all the makeup junk and bring it over to the bathroom mirror.

“Okay, so you remember how the whole thing goes, right?” I call from across the room.

“Sure. Just like we practiced. We come in, make the rounds and chit chat a little. Listen to a few toasts, best wishes, blah, blah, blah. Oh!”

Kevin clasps a hand around their mouth to keep from shrieking.

“Oh my god, Dalton.”

“What?”

“Kevin is supposed to give the toast!”

“Shit!” That’s right. How am I supposed to explain the absence of my best man?

“We’ll just have to act natural. Tell everyone that Kevin isn’t feeling well and that you told him it would be better to sit out dinner to rest up for tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” I say, pacing the room, “yeah. That’s plausible. Makes sense. Good thinking.”

“What about my bridesmaids? I don’t know anything about them.”

“There’s not much to know. They’re catty bitches who love drama and liquor and hate me.”

“Is that the way Kendra thinks of them?” Kevin asks with a knowing look through the mirror.

“No, I guess not,” I say, ruffling my hair as I try to remember anything that might be useful to know about those basic bitches that my fiance always has in her orbit.

“She met Rosalind at school. The other two she doesn’t know as well.”

“Jeez, and these are my bridesmaids? What about my parents? Is it ‘mom and dad or mommy and daddy, or what?”

“Mom and Dad. Their names are Dale and Annie, by the way.”

“Great, oh I was going to tell you. After I texted Rosalind, I texted mommy dearest too. I told her I was sorry I didn’t text back and that I didn’t mean to worry her. Crap like that. I think she bought it. I scrolled through Kendra’s old texts too, just to catch up.”

“You’ve thought a lot about this,” I say.

“Yeah, well, it’s better to be prepared. Wouldn’t you say? Kendra went almost three months without texting her mother once. I don’t think she should be too hard to fool.”

Something about the idea of Kevin going through Kendra’s personal correspondence feels wrong. It’s like a violation, in a way. But, I guess it can’t be helped.

“I’m afraid to ask, but…”

I look up to find that Kevin has managed just the right amount of makeup. Not too overdone. Actually, it’s perfect.

“You look great,” I say.

“Good boy,” Kevin says. “That’s what you say to a lady when she’s all dolled up. So, shall we go?”
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The rehearsal dinner is on the beach, of course. And unfortunately it doesn’t look like it’s going to rain or snow or hail, and there’s a disturbing lack of tornadoes in this part of the world. I don’t have the karmic credit to expect a tropical typhoon, so I guess we’re actually going through with this.

All those months of Kendra pouring over every detail, prodding me for my opinion, getting annoyed by my lack of taste and insisting that I was no help at all, and finally crying and giving up all hope of ever getting it perfect and then landing on the exact right option. The seashell white linen table cloths, the tropical flowers that are native to the island, or at least grow wild here; the fresh-cut pineapples.

I had to admit, this is just as I’d imagined it would be. The aesthetics, I mean. Not the fact that I’m showing up with my best friend and praying that we don’t get found out. Hey, at least if things do go south we’ll have a getaway plan. I imagine Kevin and I running into the sea to avoid an angry mob of relatives and friends who want to kill me for allowing this imposter to pass for their beloved Kendra. But, no. Actually, everyone seems in a good mood. I grab a mai tai from the bar and watch as ‘Kendra’ schmoozes everybody.

I volunteered to stick close to Kevin, to feed lines in the event of some slipup with Kendra’s friends. But I’m watching them all right now, cackling and giggling like they’ve known each other for years and have a million inside jokes.

“She’s a hell of a woman,” my Uncle Patrick says. I’m standing in a circle with the men of my family.

“You don’t know the half of it,” I say.

“I heard that you had a little bit of a tiff,” says my father, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You know, your mom and I had a rocky start. Actually, I was amazed that she even stayed with me for that first year. But when I saw the way that you two came in here, all my fears just went away.”

“Really? Just now, you mean?” I ask.

“Sure. She’s absolutely glowing to be in your presence. I can tell just by the way she seems to always be near you.”

“Makeup sex heals all wounds,” says Uncle Don. “Am I right, Dalton?”

I try not to choke on the umbrella in my drink as I cough.

“Hey, now. Don’t forget that we were men too once,” says Patrick with a grin. “I may have nothing coming out but dust these days, but I can still tell when a girl is getting it on the regular. You treat that girl right and she’ll be yours forever, trust me.”

“Alright, fellas,” says my father. “Dalton’s got a lot on his mind.”

“Alright,” says Don. “Just remember this. After tomorrow, you can throw the condoms out for good. Your dad’s too shy to say it, but I’m sure as hell not. We’re expecting some little Healys before too long now. Gotta let the clan expand, am I wrong?”

“I, ugh, will try not to let you down,” I say. I can’t seem to muster anything else to say, but it’s at that moment that Kevin appears from behind my Uncle Patrick’s shoulder.

“Oh, hey! There she is,” Patrick says as he grabs Kevin around the shoulder and delivers a big kiss on the cheek. “There’s the loveliest bride in the world. How are you doing, sweetheart?”

“Oh, fine,” says Kevin, blushing. “What are you boys talking about over here?”

“Just about how this schmuck finally found a great girl and that if he isn’t smart enough to keep you then Don, here, is going to steal you away.”

“We’re glad you’re feeling better, honey,” my father says.

“Dad!” I say. “We don’t really need to rehash all that.”

“No, no, it’s okay,” says Kevin, leaving my uncle’s embrace and planting a kiss on my cheek. “I can’t even remember that stupid fight we had. I just look into those eyes and all my anger just melts away. You really raised a good, clean boy, Paul. I don’t even know where I’d be without him.” I grin like I’ve got a gun pointed at my stomach.

“He was a good boy, alright. I think his mom and I had something to do with that. But it takes a good woman to make a boy into a man.”

“I, uh, I’m gonna get another drink. Do you want to join me… baby?”

“Just one more, right Dal? I want you at full strength for tomorrow.”

The men giggle and whistle at this.

“Oh, stop,” says Kevin, clearly loving every minute of it. I take the small of Kevin’s back and steer us towards the open bar.

“See? They don’t suspect anything,” says Kevin. There’s a tray of mai tais on a platter and Kevin takes one and takes a sip. 

“What happened with Kendra’s friends?”

“Oh, them,” Kevin says, setting the glass on the bar. “You know, you really weren’t being fair before. Those girls are fun!”

“Did they suspect anything?”

“Not a thing. It wasn’t even necessary to deceive them, really. We just chatted. Girl stuff.”

“How did you cover for the fact that you knew nothing about them?”

“That’s the weird part. I did know about them. It was like, when I needed to, the memories were just there. I remember how we met, what everyone was wearing. It’s stange, but also familiar, ya know?”

“So you’ve got Kendra’s memories now, too?” I say. What’s impossible at this point? I guess that it makes sense, but at the same time it’s like Kendra, the real Kendra, is being absorbed little by little by Kevin. It turns my stomach for some reason. But Kevin’s so elated that it’s like I’m not even there.

“Oh, by the way. Your friend Kevin? Huge closet case, apparently. Marguerite had him pegged from a mile away. Very perceptive, that girl.”

Kevin’s grinning from ear to ear, taking a coy sip from the mai tai and trying to gauge my reaction.

“What’s wrong? I thought you would be relieved. This is what we wanted to happen, right?”

“Yeah, I guess,” I say. How can I say that all of this feels wrong to me. All that’s happened today, it’s all come so fast that it’s impossible to process it. My best male friend has secretly been pining all these years to be a woman. And not just a woman. My woman. And now, he’s gotten it. Without my consent I’m being carried along in this little charade and nobody even asked me how I feel about it. Kendra could be terrible sometimes. Hell, I know that better than anyone. But this? It’s like she’s being erased, and I’m not even supposed to object.

I have to make a decision, here and now. The wedding is off. I can’t possibly get married knowing who my bride really is. I just have to smile and get through this dinner, and I’ll tell Kevin as soon as we leave here that it’s off. I know that he’ll be crushed, but there’s no other way.

“Hey,” says Kevin, and for a second I think that I’m so transparent that everything I just thought is on my face. But instead of getting defensive or upset, Kevin leans in and whispers, “don’t worry. After the wedding, it’s not like I’m going to bring the girls around. I know more than any wife ever has a husband just how much you need your guy time.”

“Mmm,” I grunt.

“What’s the matter?” Kevin asks.

“Nothing,” I say.

“Dalton, it’s me. I know you. I can tell when something’s bothering you. Be honest. Tell me how you really feel.”

Cling, cling, cling, cling!

Uncle Patrick is raising his champagne flute. People milling around start to gather in a circle to hear my drunk uncle over the sound of the waves.

“I’m told that the best man is under the weather, so I guess I’m stuck doing the honors. Dalton, you probably don’t remember but you once told me that when you grew up you wanted to be a Fireman and a husband. And, well, if we get half of what we wish for in life, we’re very lucky indeed. I can imagine a better partner for you than Kendra.”

Awws from the crowd.

“Keep a woman like that happy,” Patrick says, “and you’ll be a fortunate man for all of your days. Here’s to you both.”

Glasses are raised. Cheers!

Then it’s Rosalind’s turn.

“Kendra, you’re my best friend. I’m so lucky to have you in my life. I can’t believe that you’re getting married tomorrow. I can’t wait until the day when you tell me that you’ve got a little miracle growing inside of you.”

I look to my right and see Kevin’s mascara starting smear. Is this real? Kevin didn’t know any of these people this morning, and now suddenly it’s nothing but Kodak moments? Kendra’s the one who deserves to be up here listening to all of this. I want to drop the charade and call the whole thing off. I polish off the mai tai in my hand with one gulp and then take another from the tray.

“Dalton,” Rosalind says, “I know that I haven’t always been that nice to you, and I’m sorry. I hope you know that I’m really glad you were the one to win Kendra’s heart. I haven’t always been the most supportive, but I hope you know how much you both mean to me, and– sorry…”

Now Rosalind is crying and Kevin crosses the room to embrace her. They cry and hug and everybody’s oohing and ahhing, which gives me the perfect cover to down another mai tai. I’m getting far too drunk, again, but I don’t care. This is all too much, and I just want to get away from it.

“I’d like to say something,” a voice says, and after a moment’s hesitation, I realize that it’s mine. “I want to thank you all for joining Kendra and I. It hasn’t been easy getting here. They say every bride goes a little crazy. But they don’t warn you that by the end of it, you’re as crazy as she is.”

A few uncomfortable laughs come from a few members of the crowd.

“When we first got engaged, I thought, man this is it. But then things change and you start to ask yourself whether you even know the person that you’re agreeing to spend the rest of your life with. You wake up one morning, and you discover that she’s someone else entirely.”

Kevin’s eyeing me suspiciously, trying to figure out where I’m going with this.

“Everyone tells you that it’s normal for every couple to get the jitters right before the big day, but no one prepares you for just who your bride will become. And when it comes, you’re totally blindsided. You lose sight of who you really are, trying to be what that other person wants. It gets to the point where you lose yourself in the role you’re playing and you forget it’s not who you are deep down. It’s just a performance.”

All the air goes out of the room.

“That’s why I’m so glad that I have all of you here with me tonight. Being surrounded by my family, my loved ones, our loved ones, it helps remind me who I am. When I asked Kendra to marry me, it was because I’d found someone who did for me what no one else could. From the first time I met her, I knew that Kendra was the kind of girl that you get one chance with in a lifetime. One of a kind. Irreplaceable.”

More ahhs. Kevin starts to sob.

Rosalind puts her arm on their shoulder. I feel a kind of thrill pass up my spine. This is good. I let the cruelty course through me. Kevin’s hurt. Why not? What gave him the right to make that wish?

“Here’s to the one special person that I’ll love till the day I die,” I say, voice cracking as I raise my glass.

“To Kendra,” I say. “To Kendra!” comes the reply from the crowd.

It’s too much. I look over and Kevin is retreating to the hotel in tears.
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I screwed up. I know it. I’m going to find Kevin and apologize. I shouldn’t have said it that way, but I can’t go through with this. I can’t handle this charade. And besides, I lost someone special. The more time passes, the more obvious it becomes. Kendra is not coming back.

If she were anywhere, she'd have been at that wedding reception. She didn’t just decide to leave on her own. She vanished. And that’s what I can’t forgive Kevin for. I mean, I understand that he probably didn’t mean for that to happen, but what did he think? He could just slip into someone else’s life and there would be no consequences? He displaced my girlfriend in the world. He’s the reason she disappeared.

I’ll have to tell my family that I got cold feet. It’ll be rough for a few months, but they’ll understand. They have to. What else are they going to believe?

The worst part is that I’m not only losing the woman I thought would be my wife. I’m giving up my best friend, too. Why does it have to be this way?

You would have lost Kevin anyway, an obnoxious little voice in my head chimes in. You already did anyway and you hardly even noticed.

That’s true, in a way. I didn’t have as much time for my best bud as he deserved. But is that any excuse for stealing her identity? I didn’t know that he was suffering. Did I?

Well, maybe on some level. There were times when it crossed my mind. Once I caught him sitting with his legs crossed knee over knee. I came in without him expecting it, and he was sitting on the couch like that. He tried to laugh it off, but I did wonder whether it wasn’t a sign of something. But then, I didn’t want to know. If I knew, that meant I would have to do something; ask questions I didn’t really want to know the answers to. But I suppose that I shouldn’t have ignored all the signs. Maybe if I’d been a little more sensitive. Maybe if I hadn’t had that stupid fight with Kendra we would have spent the night in the same bed and I could have, I don’t know, prevented it somehow. Stopped the magic from whisking her away, or whatever. At least I could have told her that I loved her one last time.

All of these thoughts batter my brain as I walk along the water. Beaches are overrated. During the daytime, they’re fine. But when your cuffs are soaked and you’ve got sand and the gnawing doubts of all your bad life decisions sticking to you, they’re pretty lousy. I’ve already walked as far as I can away from the hotel, but there’s no avoiding it anymore. I change direction and start heading back.

You know what, though? As much as I loved Kendra, we were probably bound to fight on our last night together. We fought most of our nights together, so why not that one? I can’t deny that she was difficult. Even she would admit that, in her lighter moments. But there was so much more to her than that. I really wonder whether she might not have mellowed a little as we got to know each other better. I don’t know. How many couples get happier as they get older and more dug-in? We’d probably have ended up like those couples who don’t even talk to each other after a while. We didn’t have much to say when we were dating. She didn’t get what I was about, most of the time. And she hated my friends. To her, Kevin was just a nerd from my past who it was time I outgrew. I guess she was right to be suspicious of him. Not that it helped at all.

I’m at the hotel now. I try to get some of the sand off my feet by walking through the grass. The palm trees have strings of Christmas lights that give the night a sickenly saccharine glow. There’s a light breeze and the night is the exact perfect temperature. Isn’t that always the way? The world is always so bright and chipper when you’re unhappy.

I’m still tracking sand on the carpet when I arrive at Kevin’s room upstairs. The door is open and the maids are making the bed. Not here. Hold on. There’s another room I can check.

I go downstairs to Kendra’s room and knock on the door. I wait. Knock again.

“Kevin!” I whisper-shout. The doorknob clicks. I try the handle, and it opens for me. I step inside. Kevin’s on the bed. I can see from the mascara smears that I’ve just interrupted a major crying jag. 

“Don’t worry, I’m not staying,” says my best friend wearing my fiance’s face. My stomach twists. I was expecting rage, accusations, possibly some insults. I was expecting Kendra, wounded. But instead, what I get it–

“I’m really, really sorry what I did to you. I was so selfish that I didn’t even care what you wanted.”

“It’s not your fault. You couldn’t have known what was going to happen when you made that wish.”

“But I wanted it. I wanted to be in her place. Me instead of her. I didn’t care what it meant for either of you.”

“Well, I probably should have been a better friend to you. I know I should have.”

“Even if you had been, it still wouldn’t have been enough. I was in love with you. You couldn’t have given that back to me no matter what I did. You were straight, and such a guy. If you’d known, you could have never looked at me the same. I just wanted you to see me like I am– Well, you know what I mean.”

“Kevin–”

“I know. I’m going to go. I’ll get a flight back to LA. Give me the key and I’ll move everything out of the apartment before you get back.”

The thought of Kevin moving Kendra’s stuff out feels too weird, and I guess this must show on my face.

“Or leave it there. I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” says Kevin. “Just, please don’t tell anyone, okay? I have to live as Kendra now. There’s no going back to life as Kevin. Just keep my secret and I’ll never bother you again.”

I take a seat on the bed, and immediately I realize that it’s a mistake. I can smell Kendra’s skin. Not some body wash or perfume. Not body odor. I’m talking about that indefinable scent that each person has. It’s the same smell she had when I first met her.

I can’t help it. They– no screw ‘they’. She is turning me on.

“Oh, god,” I groan, pulling her to me. I look in her eyes, and I see my best friend, but I’m seeing her the way that she’s always wanted to be seen. We stare into each other’s eyes, and we both know.

This ache, this building sexual tension that I’ve been trying to deny all day is too much to take. I lean in close and our lips meet. And it’s the most passionate kiss I’ve ever had. Not just eager, there’s a kind of curiosity and surprise to it that I never had with Kendra before. Beneath the surprise is this well of warmth. She sighs as I press my lips to her, the tips of our tongues touching.

“Dalton,” she says, tears in her eyes.

“Kendra,” I whisper. “Baby, I’m sorry,” I grab her face and slip my fingers into her hair as I pull her in again. I flick her earlobe with my thumb and it makes her groan with pleasure. I can feel my erection coming on firm and strong, pressing against my shorts.

“Wait,” she says, “let me do it. I want to do it all for you.”

She kisses the stray beard hairs on my neck as she slips down to her knees in an effortlessly girlish gesture. She undoes my zipper and slips her hand into my pants. My shaft shivers at the sensation, and in one deft move she slides me out. The eagerness in her eyes as she does it, she admires my cock like it’s the most delicious thing she’s ever seen.

“Please, let me,” she purrs. “I want this, please, baby.”

In answer, I grab her again and gently guide her lips toward my throbbing cock. She takes it in her mouth, ducking up and down. I can’t believe she knows how to do this so well. Every bob, every tiny thrust sends waves of pleasure through my whole body. Her tongue knows just where to go, the tip of it teasing my scrotum and tip as it moves up and down.

“Oh, yes. Yes, yes, baby. You’re so good.”

I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s looking up at me with such glee, getting more turned on as she sees me moaning with pleasure. My only thought is not to finish too fast. I feel like I’m about to cum at any moment, but she just keeps licking and teasing me. Now playing with the mushroom head, and in the next moment swallowing my entire shaft. She runs her teeth lightly along the top, and I swear I can’t hold it anymore. I crane my neck to the ceiling, trying to think of anything that can prolong the pleasure and keep me from finishing.

She starts to slow, curious about me.

“Don’t stop,” I beg. I look down and she’s rubbing me with one hand ever so gently, using her saliva to keep me lubed up.

“Shhh,” she whispers, “I know what to do, baby. Don’t worry. I know just what you want, and mama’s gonna give it to you.”

The rapid thrusts have given way to a gentle but steady up and down motion with the tips of her fingers. She knows I couldn’t last long at that pace. Of course she does. She knows my body better than any woman ever could. Even a patient student of the male anatomy could never compare to a lover that has those same needs herself. It was never this good with Kendra before. Even at our best, it was nowhere close to this.

“Mother of God,” I sigh, “why didn’t we do this before?”

She doesn’t answer, just smiles angelically as she plays with my shaft.

“Tell me I’m yours,” she says.

“Yes,” I sigh. “You’re mine. All mine.”

“Ready?” she asks. I nod and she removes her hand and presses it to her chest, bringing both palms firmly around her breasts and pressing them together to show her cleavage. Precum bubbles at the tip of my cock and she slips her mouth back over my shaft again. This is it. She’s going to take me all the way now. I can’t hold out any longer, and I don’t try. I just let that warm, wet mouth envelope me. My mind goes hazy as I spew hard. I can feel pearls of hot cum spilling out of me. I’m like a firehouse, my sperm bursting out of me. And she’s taking all of it. I can feel the pulse of my cock and the force of her throat as she sucks it all down. She makes slurping sounds as she does it, devouring my manhood like it’s the tastiest treat she’s ever ever enjoyed.

I’m sweating from every part of my body when she finally lifts her head out of my lap.
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“Fuck, that was. Fuck!” I say grinning. I’m still breathing heavy from the excitement. She cradles her head on my shoulder.

“I can’t believe I finally got to do that,” she whispers in my ear.

“Here,” I say, “let’s lie back and rest a minute.” She gets off me and we scoot to the head of the bed where we can rest on the pillows. I take her in my arms and she folds into me perfectly. We just lie there for a moment. She presses her cheek close to my chest, listening to my heart as it pounds.

“Hey, Dalton?” she asks.

“Yeah?”

“Don’t call me Kevin anymore, okay?”

“Never,” I promise her. One thing’s for certain, I can never look at this girl the way I did my best friend ever again. I feel a small wet spot forming on my shirt, and I realize that she’s got tears in her eyes again.

“What is it?” I ask gently. She looks up at me with those eyes and all I can see is this woman that I’m madly, stupidly in love with.

“This has been the best day of my life,” she says. And I start to laugh.

“Me too,” I say. “I didn’t realize it until now, but I can’t think of a single day I’ve had more fun. It’s weird. I’d spent the whole time pining for Kendra, feeling guilty, trying to avoid what I was feeling. But now, to admit makes me feel so much lighter.

“So…” she says, “what happens now?”

“Now,” I say, “it’s your turn.”

She makes an ‘o’ with her mouth in mock surprise. 

“Dalton Healy, you’d do that for a girl like me?” she asks, and I can see from that look in her eyes that it’s what she’s been dreaming about since we were in high school.

“Only for a girl like you,” I say, chuckling. “Believe me. This is not something I’d do for just anyone.”

I pull her face to mine again, cupping her breast in my hand and stroking it through the bra.

“Stand up a second,” I say.

“Yes, sir!” she replies, hopping off the bed. I slide off and kiss her again, trying to remember the fastest way to get this dress off her. Slide the straps off her shoulders, or lift from the bottom over her head? I try method one and she just giggles at me.

“You’re such a dork. What am I ever going to do with you?”

She pushes me away with her hand playfully, then she pulls the skirt up over her and sends a cascade of blonde hair spilling over her shoulders. Even with that small package in her panties, I’m dying to have her.

We embrace again and I wrap my arms around her, going straight for the bra.

“At least I know how to do this,” and with a cool-guy move it comes off in a second. I press my chest to hers and she’s climbing me. I grab her legs and pull her up to me so that her crotch is flat against my stomach. I can feel her tiny cock going mad through the pink lace.

She comes up for air long enough to look into my eyes–

“Is this really what you want?” she asks timidly.

“Shut up. Don’t you dare ask that again. You’re absolutely perfect.”

Then I toss her on the bed and start kissing her neck and making my way down.

“Ahh, god!” she squeals, “take these panties off me now!” 

I give her a playful slap hard on the right cheek as I slide down her belly and towards her crotch. Then, gingerly, I lift the slip of fabric off her swollen cock. She’s tiny. Smaller than me by about three inches, and it turns me on. I saw Kevin’s cock a few times when we were changing, but I guess that whatever transformed the rest of his body has done its work on this part too. 

As soon as I touch the tip of my tongue to her head she shivers from her hips to her shoulders and squeals the way a woman does when you touch her clit.

“Oh, fuck!” she yells. “Do that again. But slow. Really slow.”

I comply and she’s moaning like crazy. It probably sounds insane, but I treat it just the same as I would whenever I gave any of my girlfriends head. Alternating fast and slow, up and down, with a little bit of side to side action. Mostly it’s all about the tongue, but once I’ve got that going I start moving my lips up and down her chubby little shaft. She’s perfectly hairless, and I realize that she must have shaved herself bare while I was off hunting for her clothes.

“Please, don’t stop,” she begs. “Please, please, please don’t stop! Dalton, Jesus Christ, Dalton!”

I keep going, and I’ve got a decision to make. Do I take this all the way? It’s almost too much of an affront to my manly pride to let her cock explode in my mouth. But why not? I’ve brought girls to orgasm orally before, so what’s different this time? Whatever her anatomy, there’s no doubt in my mind that she’s 100% female.

While I’m in the middle of deliberating, she cums. It’s just a small spurt, and it tastes nothing like cum. Not that I’ve ever tasted cum before. Guy cum. You know what I’m saying. This is weirdly sweet. She can only manage a few pumps before she’s spent. I decide it would be rude to spit it out after she made such a spectacle of enjoying mine, so I give it a gulp and send it down into my belly.

When I look up, her eyes are unfocused, staring at the ceiling in blissful delirium. She’s covered in sweat too and I climb up to wrap our naked bodies in the sheet.
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“Kendra?” I ask. She grins at me. “How do you feel?”

“Gooood,” she answers dreamily. Then, suddenly, she winces. “Oh, fuck!”

“What’s wrong?” I say.

“My stomach feels weird.”

I look down and her thighs are beaded with sweat. Her cock has shrivelled to the size of a prepubescent boy’s. And, unless my eyes are lying to me, it seems to be getting smaller by the minute.

“Oh, shit,” she says. “I think I’m changing again.”

She grabs my hand and presses it against her shrinking member. She yelps.

“Does that hurt?” I ask.

“Fuck yes, and don’t stop!” she wails, her slender fingers urging mine to press harder. It’s wet with sweat as I press the tips of my fingers into her, massaging the loose skin which is rapidly changing. Her shaft is retreating up into her body and I use my other hand to work the shrivelled remains of her balls. First one, and then the other dips inside of her. What remains of her tip is still there, round and small. It’s her clit, sitting at the top of her new hood.

“Harder,” she says through gritted teeth. I can tell that it’s painful, but that pain is only the salt that makes the sugar of her pleasure that much sweeter. Pretty soon, I’m using two fingers to force myself deeper into her hot, wet vagina. Every small thrust seems to expand the cavity deeper and deeper, yielding to my touch as the skin reforms. Then, I feel a resistance. The muscles inside her are starting to tighten around her hot, wet opening. Instead of yielding, there’s this pressure her body is exerting. I slow my thrusts and take a moment to admire her newly-opened flower. That tight little pussy with a smell I remember so well.

“You okay?” I ask. She grins from ear to ear.

“Is it done?” she asks.

“I think so,” I say.

Curiously, she let the tips of her own fingers creep toward the new opening. Her fingers lightly brush against the hood of her vagina and the sensation makes her hips buck involuntarily.

“Wow!” she moans with glee. “You have no idea how good that feels. I can’t even describe it. My whole body is alive.” She plays with herself more, exploring each new sensation as it comes.

“Hey,” she suddenly exclaims. “I want to see it. Hand me my phone?”

I cast around for the purse at the corner of the bed. I grab the purse and scuttle back to the bed. She finds her phone in the bag and tries to figure out the correct angle to aim it at her crotch. The first few don’t come out right. So, I take the phone and snap a few candid shots, then hand it back to her. Her eyes light up in fascination.

“Dude, I’ve got a pussy!” she squeals.

Looking at those soft folds of flesh, I realize I’m getting hard all over again.

“Hey, I’ve got a question for you,” I say.

“What?” she asks.

“Is Kendra a squirter?”

She laughs, covering her face in mock embarrassment.

“Again? Already?” she asks.

“Why not? You’re still wet aren’t you?”

She inserts her pointer finger inside her and then sticks it in her mouth like she’s testing the frosting on a cake.

“Mmm-hmm,” she grunts, enjoying her flavor.

“Then let’s go,” I say, climbing on top of her. She wraps her legs around me and takes my face in her hands.

“Wait, Dalton. Shouldn’t we use a condom?” she asks.

“Probably,” I say. “But I can’t stop now, can you?”

She shakes her head, which makes her tits jiggle too. I kiss her neck and start rubbing my throbbing cock against the lips of her pussy. She’s tight. As tight as a virgin, which I guess she now is. After three or four thrusts, I’m inside her. Her toes curl in pleasure as I sink in, bobbing up and down.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she wails, spreading her hips to let me deeper inside. I’m not the kind of guy who prefers missionary style, but at this moment I’ve just got to have her and I don’t need anything fancy. We go at it for thirty minutes, maybe more. I’m lasting longer the second time, and I’m wondering whether whatever magic that’s done this to her body is having some effect on me too. I feel like I could go for hours, the two of us writhing in absolute bliss. Eventually though, I sense that she’s getting close. She’s arching her back and she has to scream into the pillow to keep from waking the whole hotel. I slide my pinky inside her ass to finish her off and she cums like a fountain. She’s creaming all over me and finally I come again too.

My balls are completely spent. I pull out and realize that she’s crying very softly and gently.

“You were great,” I whisper. “That was the best I ever had.”

After a few moments, I suggest we take a shower together. She says she wants to go another round, but I tell her I can’t handle one more. And besides, we’ve got a big day in the morning. After the shower, we crawl back into bed and hold each other. The sheets reek of sex, but we’re both too exhausted to care. With the air conditioner blaring, we curl up and fall asleep in each other’s arms.
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Well, I guess you can probably figure out that we didn’t call off the wedding after all. Everyone told me how Kendra looked stunning in her dress and what a lucky guy I was to have a girl like that. If only they knew how right they were.

We’ve been married for four years now, and I’ve got to say that I’ve never been happier in any relationship I’ve ever had. I still think about the Kendra I first met, but in a weird way it doesn’t feel like I’ve lost anything. Maybe that’s wrong to say, but it’s the way I feel. The best parts of Kendra, her kindness, her wit, her caring and loving side is still with me every day. It’s just that we fight a whole lot less. I get a partner with the sensitivity of a woman but with the kind of easy rapport of a best friend. The girl that I proposed to was high-maintenance, jealous, suspicious, and always trying to reform me. The girl I married can take me as I am. Not only that, but she’s more eager for sex and more adventurous in the bedroom. If I was persistent, the old Kendra might have given me a blowjob once or twice a month. Now I’m the one having to fend her off; she’s ravenous, I swear.

But it’s not just the sex. We understand each other better. We still talk about our lives together before, but it’s Kevin we talk about in the past tense. Kendra is the one I’m here with. It’s just that life with her is better now than it’s ever been before. Especially since Zach was born.

Yep, that’s right. That night before our wedding? She got pregnant right away. We found out two days after the wedding on our honeymoon. It wasn’t easy on Kendra, having to deal with all that having a baby does to a woman’s body so soon after getting one. But she made do, and nine months later we were holding our beautiful boy in our arms. I said at the time that it was the happiest that I’ve ever been. But if I’m being honest, nothing compares to that day we spent together looking for Kendra and eventually finding her.

I’ll never know exactly how it happened, but I do know that I’m the luckiest guy alive. I think back to the guy I was, and I flatter myself to believe that I’ve matured, and maybe I have. I’m a better partner than I was, that’s for sure. Maybe drinks are like women. But when you find the one you like, it’s best to slow down and appreciate her. Savor her, and she’ll always go down smooth.


Shaping Up

1.

What do you do with a roommate who leaves dishes everywhere? Who leaves his beer cans in a pile by the door? Who never cleans the shower drain and steals your razor to shave his pubes? Who is piggish, arrogant, lazy, selfish, and downright crude?

What do you do with a roommate who when it’s already the fifth of the month says, ‘Mitch, I got you, man. I’m gonna get a maaasive check from this next show. For real, bro.”

What do you do with a roommate who brings girls home to party and do coke on your coffee table at four in the morning? What do you do with him when those bimbos he’s brought over don’t leave? What about when he pisses in the kitchen sink because you were in the bathroom for two minutes and he can’t hold it? What do you do when you notice that your wallet is a little light? That he’s been eating your Frosted Flakes and filching your weed? What could you do with such an obvious waste of a human being? 

I don’t know what you’d do in my situation, but I know what I’m going to do. I’m gonna turn my roommate into a woman.

Not just any woman. A gorgeous, petite, sexy little thing who is crazy about me. Who will do anything for me. A woman who not only knows how to dress herself but can show off those assets of hers without being too slutty about it. She’ll have taste and style. She’ll have the looks and the brains. Okay, maybe not brains. The warning label on the package didn’t make any promises about that. But, hell, any change over what Kyle is now would be an improvement. The most important thing is that she’ll be all mine. She’ll pleasure me day and night. We’ll pleasure each other. And best of all, I won’t have to put up with Kyle’s smells, or his garbage, or his hairy body clogging the drain. He’ll be gone and in his place will be a considerate, compassionate, submissive sissy I can call my very own. Guaranteed.

Yes, I realize that it’s a little– unorthodox. Some might even say sleazy. I mean, shouldn’t I find a girlfriend from among the world’s available women before I go and sissify this poor bastard? Well, in theory that would be one way to go. But then I’d still have Kyle to deal with. And honestly, it’s a challenge finding a quality woman who will set foot in this place with him living in it. Besides, shithole apartment aside, attracting real women is something of a challenge for me lately. I’ve put on a few pounds, which is the whole reason I proposed the weight-loss challenge to Kyle. But that wasn’t the only reason.

See, what he doesn’t know is that the protein shake I’ll be mixing for him has a little something I picked up from witchofatime.com. That’s right, witchofatime.com for all your magic potion and unguent needs. Yes, black magic may be a spooky, I know but you’re not going to find potions that will make a stunning hottie out of your douchebag roommate on Amazon.com. You’ve got to go where the pro warlocks shop. At only $166.99, I’d call that a hell of a bargain for something 100% guaranteed to show results within just 12 hours.

All I’ve got to do is make sure he drinks them and within a week it’s goodbye Kyle, hello Kylie. At least, I think that’s what her name will be. Who decides, her or me? Anyway, it doesn’t matter. I’m tingling with excitement already, but I’ve got to get a hold of myself. If I seem too eager, he’s bound to catch on that something’s funny. I plan on just leaving the shake out on the counter so he can grab it on the way to the gym. It’s so simple it’s practically flawless.

My hand is trembling as I pour the powdered potion into the blender along with three raw eggs, a banana, oatmeal, strawberries. I add some kale too, just to make sure to mask whatever flavor this stuff might have. It’s white like salt crystals, so who knows? Naturally, I’ve mixed my own shake first. I wouldn’t want to accidentally ingest any leftover residue. Note to self: clean blender thoroughly before reuse.

When the shake is finished, I pour it into his Hydroflask, grab a spot on the couch, and wait. About ten minutes later, he emerges from his room with his gym bag. He’s wearing a black tank top that shows off his ribs and a pair of basketball shorts. The uniform of a tool.

He snatches the bottle off the counter and gives a little salute in thanks as he walks out the door. I look up from my phone to give him a bro nod in acknowledgement. Once he’s gone, I feel a flood of relief. Soon, very soon. It’s supposed to take effect immediately. I just hope he drinks the whole thing. I imagine him at the gym, dropping weights loudly against club rules.

“Whoa, bro, I feel all weak all of a sudden,” he’ll say, surprised that something has been sapping his strength. By the time he makes it home, we might even see some curves emerging. Long hair, maybe?

I better just be patient and let the potion work its magic. Besides, I’ve got a workout of mine to get started on. Better hit it if I’m going to say goodbye to this gut by the time my ‘new girl’ is ready for me. He he.


2.

I can’t explain it. It’s been three days and no changes. Nothing. Zero.

He was supposed to be changing right before my eyes and not even realizing it. Instead, he’s the same hairy gorilla he’s always been. I’ve been following the same procedure to the letter. I wake up, make myself a shake, mix his too, and then watch as he walks out with it. He’s dutifully taken every day. Is it possible he’s just not drinking it?

At the very least he should be showing some signs of weight loss, but his chest and arms are as big as ever. Maybe a little bigger. I’ve been taking note of his body lately, watching for signs of a transformation. But he looks built as hell, or so far as I can tell. What the hell else has he been eating? Three steaks a day?

The only good news is that I’ve been seeing some serious weight loss. My tank top is practically hanging off of me, and this morning I noticed that my shorts were loose too. Not bad, except that it’s not all from my stomach. Some of it seems to be from my chest and arms too, exactly the areas where I don’t want to lose mass. I guess you can’t have everything, and I should at least count myself lucky. I’ve probably dropped close to five pounds just by watching what I eat and making myself a shake (which I’ve been careful not to let get contaminated) every morning. The shake mix advertises that it’s full of lean protein, bone broth and that kind of stuff. But still, I should be bulking up in the places where I’m working out. Instead, nothing.

I’m starting to wonder whether I’ve been had. I mean, I get that I probably sound pretty stupid expecting a magic potion to work. But it had more than twenty five-star reviews, so how do you explain that if the product is completely bogus? I think I’m going to watch Kyle drink the shake. I’ve got to make sure that I don’t arouse his suspicions, so I need to be careful. But I’ve got to at least distract him long enough that I can make sure he’s actually consuming them.

I’ve decided to forgo my own shake and just make him one. I’ve slimmed down enough already. I mix the thing same as always, adding just a little more than the recommended dose of potion powder to the drink. That should do the trick.

“Yo, Mitch,” Kyle calls from his bedroom. Shit! He’s up early.

“Yeah?” I call back.

He opens the door a crack.

“I think I’m gonna skip the gym today,” he says. “I feel a little weird.”

“Yeah?” I say, my voice straining not to betray any emotion. “Okay.”

“You’re not gonna call me a pussy because I’m flaking, are you?”

“Nah, bro,” I answer. “You do you.”

“For sure,” he says.

“Hey, you should at least drink your shake though,” I say. I wait a beat for an answer.

“Nah,” he says. “You drink it.”

“I’m good,” I say. “I’ve already had mine. I’ll just leave it in the fridge for you if you change your mind.”

“Whatever,” he says. “Thanks.”

The door closes the rest of the way. Oh my god. This is it! I knew that it had to show some effect. It’s bound to be starting, right? He won’t leave his room, doesn’t want to be seen. I wonder what the changes are? Has he started showing breasts? Is he developing curves? I can’t help but imagine what he’ll look like when it’s finished. Magic, what can’t it do?

I should have been more patient. The plan is working just like I knew it would. I slide the shake into the fridge. I just hope he drinks it. If he stops taking regular doses before the spell is complete I may just end up with something in between a sexpot and a hairy dope. The thought of Kyle half-transformed makes me cringe. Worse than the original, if you ask me. I should probably figure out some contingencies in case I can’t make him take the shake. There are other ways to work it into his food.

I wonder what he’s thinking right now. The box said that the recipient will not notice the changes until the transformation is complete, and by then she’ll have a new set of drives that will overpower even the strongest will to resist. I can’t wait. Yes, I do feel just the tiniest bit bad. But I wouldn’t be doing this if it wasn’t in everyone’s best interests. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him, right?

I wonder what he meant when he said he felt weird. It isn’t painful, is it? I wouldn’t want him to suffer. Kyle may be a douche bag, but it’s not like I hope he’s in pain, exactly. Ah, well. Too late to turn back now.

I think I’m going to have a run around the park to celebrate. Better cinch up my drawstring on my shorts, though. Wouldn’t want them to slip right off me while I’m running. Seriously, it is crazy how fast I’m shaping up. I might even have a piece of cake after I’m done. I’ve earned it.


3.  

I was wrong. Staying home from the gym wasn’t a sign of anything. The very next day he came out of his room and told me he just took the biggest shit of his life. He compared it to giving birth. The asshole was just constipated. What the hell gives?

I know what you’re probably thinking. He didn’t drink the shake that day, right? That has to be it. No. He drank it alright. I was in the living room when he came in, opened up the fridge, grabbed the shake and started drinking it. I don’t know if he finished it, but he definitely drank some of it right in front of me. He stood there watching me while he did it.

I was bending over, doing some stretches in front of the window. Ever since I lost weight I’ve been noticing that I’ve been way more flexible than I used to be. I can touch my toes no problem, now! Anyway, I was bent all the way over, with my hips spread apart and my head hanging down, and do you know what he said?

“Nice ass.”

Can you believe that? He skips his workout and then he mocks me for doing mine. Unreal. I mean, I’ll admit that my shorts were so loose, that he probably could make out the top of my crack just a little. So, that’s on me. I’ve got to get some new workout gear. But it doesn’t give him the right to make fun of me for it. Typical Kyle. Shouldn’t he at least be a little nicer by now? Ughh. He just makes me want to scream sometimes. I may not even make him a shake tomorrow. He doesn’t deserve it. If I thought you could disguise the taste of this stuff by putting it in beer, I’d do that. But I guess it’s the shakes or nothing. They’re bound to start working sometime, right?

4.

So, it’s been a week, and I think I can make out some changes. Subtle ones, but they’re definitely there. I haven’t seen him with any stubble lately. He usually always has two day’s growth, like, all the time. But now, his face is looking clear. Smooth even. I can’t be totally sure that he isn’t just shaving more. It’s not like I can run my fingers along his chin to check for signs of stubble. But I think maybe something is happening. He’s thinner, I think.

Last week, I ordered some girly clothes. Some of it pretty kinky stuff. A French maid’s outfit, a couple of slutty dresses and some sexy underwear. I figured it would be smart to be prepared for when the changes came. Obviously, I didn’t know what size Kylie would be, so I had to guess. Now I’m stuck with all of this stuff. I’ve been staring at the box for a week wondering what I’m going to do with it. It’s just sitting in there collecting dust. Seems a shame, really. It wasn’t all erotic stuff, either. Some if it was some everyday wear. I riffle through the contents of the box again, running my hands along the frilly fabrics and the cute little outfits.

There’s a pair of shorts and a sports bra. Nothing too girly. Just the kind of thing you see women lounging around in when they’re going to pilates later. Maybe I should try this on to make sure it fits. I mean, it may sound strange, but I’ve been having real trouble finding anything in my size lately with all this weight loss. And I’ve really needed some workout gear, and it’s not like it’s been getting any use so far. I’ll wash it and put it back in the box when I’m done. I wouldn’t want to stretch it out in case tomorrow Kyle has suddenly transformed all at once.

Oooh, these shorts are nice! It feels so good to have clothes that can actually contour to the shape of my body. My hips have gotten a lot more muscular, I guess. Anyway, they’re rounder. My ass looks pretty great in these. Not too big, I hope.

The top is just as snug. I guess that my pecks have gotten rounder because when I put this top on, it really shows them off. Wow, these feel amazing. I can stretch in every direction comfortably now! No more letting Kyle sneak a peek at my ass while I’m trying to workout. I think I’ll do my yoga in my room though. For some reason, it would feel weird for me to let him see me in this workout gear. He might recognize it later and think something is up when he feels the strange and unexplainable urge to try this outfit on. I just hope it’s soon. I’d hate to return all of this great stuff because it’s not getting any use.


5.

I feel amazing! Weight loss has been going so well that I’ve dropped at least thirty pounds. I’m lighter, firmer, and trimmer. I’ve got so much more energy than I used to. Before I started this new weight-loss program I had to convince myself to get up off the couch to clean  the bathroom. Now, I actually look forward to it. Of course, there’s a reason for that.

I never realized that cleaning was fun before, but that was because I didn’t have the right equipment to the job. But I’ve fixed that. I’m wearing the maid’s outfit right now. It hugs my figure in all the right places. Okay, I know, it’s not exactly the most practical. But if I was wearing just a t-shirt and a pair of shorts I wouldn’t have any reason to enjoy myself while I scrubbed the toilet bowl. Now, when I have to bend over, my skirt starts to ride up a little. If someone were standing over me right now they’d have a view of the panties underneath. It makes me shiver a little, but I can’t get enough of it. If it weren’t for Kyle, I don’t think I’d ever take it off.

Come to think of it, I’ve realized in the past few days that I’ve been pretty hard on Kyle. Yeah, he can be a jerk sometimes, but I think a lot of my hostility toward him was just jealousy. He’s so assertive and confident, which is not me at all. That’s probably why I said all that stuff. I feel bad now. Of course, I’m making up for it. It’s not like he’d ever clean the toilet without being asked. Or at all. It’s enough to make me sigh at the things I do for that guy. I’m still making his workout shake in the morning. The potion is empty, so I guess whatever effect it’s going to have is time-release. Or else it was a dud all along. I haven’t noticed any more changes. Oh, well. I’m of the healthiest weight I’ve ever been, so I guess that the whole weight-loss challenge wasn’t a total bust.

My underwear is starting to ride up again. I never thought about how tight girls’ underwear is. A lot tighter when you have to tuck in your cock to keep it from showing. I’ve taken to hiding it under my clothes, since nothing I wear is designed with a guy’s bulge in mind. It’s a sacrifice, but I guess it’s worth it.  I have to be stealthy to make sure that Kyle doesn’t catch me, but it’s so worth it to feel this good. I’ve been trying on a lot of the stuff from that box of clothes, and I can’t believe how well it fits me. With this thing on, I feel like I could clean the kitchen too. Better not though. Wait. Was that the front door opening?

“Yo, Mitch! Where you at?”

It’s Kyle! Shit, shit, shit!

“I’m uh, occupied!” I call back. My vocal cords must be tightening in terror, because my voice sounds way higher than normal. How the hell am I supposed to get out of here without him seeing me?

I know. The shower. I’ll pretend I’m showering and then come out with a towel wrapped around me. I’ll have the carry the dress and the panties to my room, but I can probably wrap them in a towel and–

The door creaks open slowly.

I didn’t even shut the door?! What the hell was I thinking? Kyle’s face appears in the crack of the door, eyes widening as he sees me bent over the toilet, my pretty pink panties peeking out from beneath my frilly skirt.


6.

“Uh… hey,” he says, looking me up and down. I drop the toilet brush into the bowl and start using both hands to pull the flimsy bit of fabric I’m wearing to try to cover my ass.

“I can explain,” I mutter.

“No need,” he says, still staring. “I expected to find you crossdressing by now.”

“What?!” I yelp. “What does that mean?”

“That is some outfit you’ve got on there,” he says. 

“Thank you,” I respond reflexively. Thank you? “What did you mean when you said you expected to find me like this?”

“Oh, yeah, I found the potion you hid in your sock drawer,” he says.

“You did what?!” I scream, my voice rising like a teenage girl’s. “You had no right to go through my stuff.”

“Are you kidding me? That stuff was meant for me, right?”

I don’t answer.

“Yeah, it was. At first I thought you wanted to do this to yourself, but when you started to make me shakes all the time I put it together. You are one sick puppy, my friend.”

“Look, Kyle, I can explain about that–” 

“No need,” he said, holding up a hand to stop me. “I decided it wouldn’t be worth getting mad. Not when I could use this to my advantage. See, after I smoked your weed, I took that stuff and mixed it into your peanut butter, then I filled the bottle back up with table salt.”

My stomach dropped.

“So, all this time the shake I made you every morning hasn’t done anything?”

“Well, it did something. It gave the vanilla a nice kick. It’s a surprisingly delicious combination.”

“So, you haven’t been changing at all, but I…”

My voice trails off as I realize all the changes I hadn’t paid attention to before. The girly workouts, the clothes, and the changes to my body. I haven’t just been slimming down. I’ve been developing shapely hips, thighs and ass. Plus, my chest has gotten, well, pointer. I might have noticed that I’d been developing a pair of tits and had been hiding my dick in pairs of girly panties.

“Yep,” Kyle says. “I read on the box that you wouldn’t notice the changes. I guess that stuff really works. I wonder what I should call you now. I don’t think ‘Mitch’ is gonna work. Far too butch.”

“Kyle, come on, man,” I squeal.

“Hold on, I’m gonna think of something.”

He’s pinching his chin with his fingers, deliberating.

“How about Candy? That’s nice and classy, right?”

“No, hold on, you can’t start calling me Candy,” I plead.

“Sorry, sissy,” he says. “But turnabout is fair play. You were going to do the same to me. I just turned the tables on you.”

I have to admit he has a point, but this is no time to get bogged down in details. I’ve got my dignity as a man, or whatever, to protect.

“Okay,” I say. “You can call me Candy, but that’s it, right?”

“Oh, it’s not just me, sweetie,” he says with an evil grin. “You’re gonna be Candy from now on. That’s how it works. You’re now my hot little slut forever.”

“No! Please, Kyle. You don’t want to do this.”

“You ate all the peanut butter, right?”

I don’t need to answer. The look on my face says it all.

“Well, then it’s already done. Nothing more I can do. I only feminized you part of the way, anyway. You still have a dick, right?”

I press my thighs together, feeling that my cock is indeed still with me.

“So, what are you complaining about? I let you keep that part of your manhood, at least. Of course, you’ve probably already realized that you’re more comfortable covering it up.” 

“What… what are you gonna do to me?” I ask.

“Hmm? Oh, nothing yet. You know what would be great, though? If you picked up all the dirty clothes off my bedroom floor and watched them for me. You’d be a real doll.”              

Something about these last two words echoes in my head for some reason. Real doll. Real doll. Real doll.

“No way,” I manage to say, with some effort.

“Fine, hey, I won’t force you,” Kyle says. “Of course, if what the box says is true, you’ll be powerless to resist the urge to do just what I say.”

“I’m not going to let you do this to me, Kyle,” I say.

“Whatever. I’ll be gone a few hours. Do whatever you want while I’m gone, okay, baby? That’s a good girl.”

He shuts the door behind him as he goes and I’m left standing in my French maid’s outfit wondering what the hell just happened.

7.

I don’t have to go into his room and do his laundry. I can do anything I want. I can change out of these clothes and go for a walk. I could watch a movie. I could drive to another state and leave my life here behind. Any of these things are options for me.

So, why am I mincing (it’s the best word for it) around the apartment making up reasons why I don’t have to go in there and take his clothes off the floor? It’s weird, but I have to keep myself focused on something else or my mind drifts back to what’s on the other side of the door. I’ve never been in Kyle’s room, really. I’ve peeked inside a couple of times, but the smell of it was enough to keep me out. He keeps a blanket over the windows at all hours, so it’s always perpetually dark and musky in there. I wonder what it looks like on the inside. My mind keeps drifting back to it no matter what I try. Yes, I might watch a movie. But how can I sit there and follow the plot when those clothes are just sitting there on the floor, waiting for me to pick them up and wash them?

I’d better just peek my head in and assess the situation. If it’s too messy, I won’t even bother. But if it’s one or two socks on the floor, then would it really be such a crime if I just grabbed them off the floor and put them in this laundry basket I’ve got in my hands? I mean, not to do so would be crazy, right? I would be going out of my way not to do what he says just for the sake of spiting Kyle, and, really, what would that accomplish? Exactly nothing.

I’m going in.

The room is pretty much exactly as I remember it, but something about the place is making my heart race. I guess it’s the smell. Hard to put my finger on it, but there’s definitely a musk to the place. I can feel my ample chest rise and fall as I step over the piles of clothes lying all around. I slipped on a pair of stockings (my legs were cold) and I can’t believe how cute my feet look in them. I walk toe to heel around the room, resting the laundry basket against my hip.

Okay, I’ve got to do something about these clothes. There are piles everywhere. I can barely move around in here walking toe to heel. I have no idea how he manages to walk through here. If I left these piles on the floor, I’d be allowing him to walking around with tripping hazards everywhere. What if Kyle tripped and broke his neck? That settles it. I’m washing these clothes.

I set the laundry basket on the bed and toss hoodies, jeans, and sweatpants inside. In moments, the basket is already half full. There must be three loads worth here. Oh, gross. His underwear. I pick them up gingerly with the tips my fingers. Wait, are these even dirty?

I give them a sniff.

Whoa. Suddenly my whole body floods with endorphins. Why do these smell so good? It’s like a musky odor, almost like ass, actually. But for some reason, I want to stick my whole face in to breathe in that smell. Oh, god! It’s really wrong, but Kyle’s dirty boxers smell sooo good to me. I have to do it. I bring them closer to my face slowly, savoring the scent on my nostrils, then I breathe deep. Ahhh. My cock is suddenly aroused, straining against my panties in the most uncomfortable way. Jesus, I know I should be disgusted, but Kyle’s underwear are getting me hard as hell. I feel like I have a weirdly heightened smell all of a sudden. Like, I can pick out every odor in the room. And as much as I’m enraptured by his boxers, something at the foot of his bed is calling to me even louder.

His sock. I know even before I touch it that it’s still damp with his cum. He must have jerked off into this morning before he left. Dirty boy. Dirty, dirty–

What am I doing? I’ve got to get out of this room. NOW!

But if I do that, then the laundry won’t get done, and I’ve already wasted an hour. Better just grab the sock, throw it in the hamper, then put all of this stuff in the washing machine and forget about it. The sooner I do that, the sooner I can have all this over with and the sock won’t have any power for me.

I reach for it, but it’s like I’m reaching for it in slow motion. My pulse is pounding as I pick this crusty sock off the floor. He’s used it more than once, I can tell. There are dried-on stains, but it’s still got the sweet, tangy odor of his sperm on it.

Believe me, I’m not proud of this. But as soon as I have that damp sock in my hand, I know what I have to do, what every fiber of my being is urging me to do. I stick my tongue inside it and feel his jizz on the tip of my tongue. My nipples go hard as I taste his cum. My breasts feel all hot and I feel this ravenous desire to be completely naked. This dress is too confining. I have to get it off me. I’m so horny I feel like I could burst out of it right now. I have to get my rocks off.

I let the sock drop from my hand and start pulling and tugging off all the fastenings of the maid’s outfit. I managed to unzip the back enough to pull it down and free my tits. My cock is still rock hard, throbbing and not happy at being so confined. I’m not totally sure how I manage it, but in a fugue state I manage to strip completely naked.

I kneel at the edge of the bed and wrap the crusty sock around my own swollen dick, playing with my bouncing boobs as I do it. I want so badly for my cum to mingle with his. I stroke the curves of my body and buck my hips as I grind into that sock. I’m still enjoying the memory of that taste of that sweet fluid in my mouth. In my mind, I’m imagining that my cock is Kyle’s cock and that the sock is my own mouth eagerly accepting his hot girth.

I cum almost immediately. It’s a letdown to finish so soon, but the pleasure radiates through my body in a way that I’ve never known before. It’s like a cascading wave that starts in my crotch and radiates up to all of my extremities, my fingers, my toes, my nipples. I want to rub myself all over and be felt all over. I clutch myself as I lay on his bed. I want to cry. I’m not supposed to have these feelings. Kyle was supposed to the one transformed, not me. But at the same time I almost can’t stand how good I feel. It’s dirty and exhilarating, shameful and yet satisfying all at once.

After a few moments, my dick is flacid again and my normal senses return. I’ve got to finish up and get out of here. There are the clothes on the floor, but I leave them to look at myself in the mirror. Kyle’s chest of drawers has a full-length mirror on the front of it, and I admire my body with wonder and surprise. It’s the first time I’ve actually taken stock of all the changes.

My breasts have a pair of cute little areolas and my chest is now reshaped to accommodate the weight of my titties. My hips are rounder and so is my ass. I hadn’t noticed before just how tight and firm it is. Even my face is rounder and looks cute. My nose is smaller and my eyes seem closer together. My hair has grown, though I would probably look androgenous if it weren’t for the girlish giveaways that the rest of my body betray. Maybe it’s just in contrast with the rest of me, but my male parts seem bigger than before. Could the magic actually have grown my cock? I cover it with my hand and then cover my breasts with my other arm. Weird. But good weird.

I don’t bother getting dressed again. I pick up all the clothes I can fit in the basket and carry them to the washing machine. That’s right. We have a washer and dryer in the closet of our duplex unit and he still won’t wash his own clothes. I throw all his crap in there, pour in the detergent, and watch the clothes swirling in hot water which will cleanse them of all their juices, mine and his. I enjoy the feeling of being naked. My skin is more sensitive to temperature than it was before, I think.  There’s something liberating about walking around nude when Kyle’s not home. I don’t want him to catch me, but I guess some part of me does.

As I dutifully do his laundry, I wonder what else he’s going to have me do.


8.

I’ve been doing everything I can to avoid Kyle. I know his schedule by heart, so I use it to plan where he’ll be so that I will know where not to be. The hold he has on me is so intense that I’m afraid of how he might use me if he has his chance. He could make me want to do anything to him. He could order me to get down on all fours and lick his feet and I’d be powerless to disobey. I know that now. Somehow the magic makes me want what he wants. Even without seeing him, I fantasize about him constantly. My mind is a hot mess of sick fantasies. I imagine him subjugating me completely, making me his sex slave. In the fantasies I’m always willing, eager really. That’s the part that repulses me the most. But it turns me on too. I know in my mind that he’s a disgusting pig and this is all this crazy witchcraft that I unleashed into the apartment myself. But knowing this doesn’t make my will any stronger. The only hope I have is to keep from seeing him. Strangely enough, he hasn’t done much to take advantage of the situation. He could knock on my door any time and demand that I pleasure him, and I wouldn’t be able to argue. But he hasn’t. Not yet.

That’s why I have to leave. I don’t care about breaking the lease. I have to get out of here. I can’t keep slinking past his door to the bathroom every time I have to pee. Which I have to do. Really bad. God, it is so uncomfortable wearing a skirt when you have a dick. Why do I put myself through this? Oh, right. Magic.

I’ve got to chance seeing him. As long as he’s not in the living room, I won’t have to see him. I put my ear to the door and listen. No sounds of guns going off or spaceships exploding. He’s not watching football. Okay, let’s just do this.

I push open the door, peek my head out, and glide across the room. My skirt picks up a little I’m moving so fast. Just a few more steps to reach the bathroom.

“Hey, Candy,” Kyle says. Shit. He’s sitting on the couch looking at his phone. “Whatcha doin’?”

“I’m going to the bathroom, Kyle,” I say.

“Oh, yeah?” he says, eyes still focused on his phone. He’s lounging in a hoodie with his legs spread apart just teasing me with his manhood. I can’t help it. My eyes go straight for his junk. I have to tear my eyes away to look at his face.

“Kyle, I have to tell you something,” I say.

“Hmm?” he grunts.

“I– I’m not staying here anymore. I’m moving out.”

For the first time he looks up, giving me a skeptical glare.

“Oh, yeah?” he says.

“Yes. It’s almost the end of the month, and I think in light of everything that’s happened that it’s time for me to leave.” Before I fuck your brains out and things get even more weird between us.

“Okay,” he says.

“Okay? You’re not going to make up some reason why I should stay?”

“Hey, I get it,” he says. “I mean, I pretty much feminized you completely. And sure, you tried to do it to me first but I guess I can’t fault you for wanting to get away from me. No hard feelings.”

“You’re serious?”

“Why would I not be? If you don’t want to be here, I can’t force you. Well, I guess I could. But I wouldn’t do that. It wouldn’t be right. You’re a good guy. Or you were, anyway. Fun’s fun but it’s not like I want to keep you locked in a cage, or something. That’s not me.”

“Wow. Thanks, Kyle.”

He shrugs, eyes still on his phone. I want to say more, but I really have to pee, so I rush for the bathroom as quick as I can in a pair of heels (why the hell do I wear these things?) and enjoy a nice sit-down piss. Ah, that’s a relief. I kinda can’t believe that Kyle was so nice about the whole thing. And when I say I can’t believe it, I mean that it makes me suspicious. What’s his game? Lull me into a false sense of security so he can screw with my head even more? I can’t just take him at his word, can I?

From the toilet, I can hear the door to his room open and close, so I know the coast is clear in the living room. I pull up my panties, wash my hands, brush the hair from my face and look for zits in the mirror, and then open the bathroom door and cross back to my room.

That was surprisingly easy. I wasn’t expecting him to give in like that. Which means I now have to actually find a place to live. I can’t imagine it will be easy. What landlord will believe my name is Mitch? And besides, I’ll have to list this place as a reference. Plus, I’ve got all these clothes to pack. I’ve become a shopaholic in the past week and I’ve got enough girly outfits to fill ten men’s closets. Oh, well. I guess I’m getting what I wanted.
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Well, bags are packed. It wasn’t easy to fit all this girly stuff inside the bags, but my heart sank when I thought about leaving it behind. Seems I can’t imagine going anywhere without a makeup kit, a closet full of dresses, bras, panties, and, obviously, shoes. I had to leave behind my TV, desk, lamp, end tables and my mattress just to make room in my car for all this chick stuff. God, it’s hard being a girl. But I guess it’s my comeuppance for what I tried to do to Kyle.

Kyle. I can’t stop thinking about him as I pack. It’s not like I’m delusional. I know he’s the same slovenly, obnoxious, self-absorbed guy he’s always been. It’s just that these qualities make him that much more fascinating to me. I find myself thinking about him, wondering what he’s doing in his room while I collect my things and prepare to leave here for the final time. I know it’s just the magic working on my brain that makes me think about prancing around the place in a skirt and heels, cleaning up his messes and having fantasies about working his cock in my mouth. But even though I know that these aren’t my thoughts, I still can’t deny them. I can feel my dick twitching slightly, wanting to get free even now.

A clean break. That’s what I need. Who knows? Maybe there’s even a way to reverse the spell. It may even wear off on its own if I can get some distance between us. It’s worth a shot, right?

I drag my suitcase with my clothes into the living room.

“Kyle,” I call, “I’m leaving.”

The words almost catch in my throat, surprising me. Kyle’s door swings open and his head pops out. He looks at me, dressed in a tight-fitting top which shows plenty of midriff and a high-cut skirt (I’ve got the sluttiest taste in clothes, what can I say?).

“Let me help you with those,” he offers, meaning the luggage.

“No, that’s okay,” I try to object, though I had a hard time even hauling the big suitcase from the bedroom. He ignores my objection, grabbing the bag and hoisting it onto his shoulder with one arm. God, he’s strong. I feel so small and fragile next to him.

“It’s the least I can do,” he says, grabbing another smaller box with his left hand. “Would you get the door for me?”

“Sure,” I say, stumbling for something else to say. I’m tongue-tied and stupid in front of him. I open the door and follow him down the hall and down the steps to my Corolla. He leaves the bag on the curb and turns to go get more. Neither of us say anything to each other as we take the stuff. I didn’t even think to grab a bag, which I’m embarrassed about.

When we get back up to the apartment, he does the same thing with two more bags. I dumbly grab some more crap and after two more trips all of my stuff has been cleared out. It’s a weird feeling. This is what I wanted, but for some reason I feel like I’m about to cry. We stand there, awkwardly looking at each other.

“Looks like that’s everything,” Kyle says, waiting for me to say something more. In a flash, I have a fantasy of him kissing me goodbye, deeply and passionately and I want to fold myself into him. Stupid magic.

“Yeah,” I mutter. “Goodbye.”

“I’m really sorry about all of this,” he says. For for the first time, his cool demeanor falls away and I can see real remorse in his eyes. “I shouldn’t have done what I did to you. I thought it would be funny, getting you the way you tried to get me. But this is more than a prank. I wish I had never done it.”

“Really?”

“Of course,” he says. “I mean, if I’d known I’d be losing you as a–  roommate, I never would have–”

He doesn’t have to say more. I bring my face closer to his and his eyes flutter shut as he pulls me into him. We kiss, his rough hands stroking my slender, silky-smooth arms. I take his hand and put it on my breast. My nipples are standing on end and my chest is on fire.

“Mitch?” he asks.

“Candy,” I say in reply. “Call me Candy.”

We kiss again, his breathing heavy. The heat from his body tells me that he’s as horny as I am.

“Bedroom?” he asks.

“Now!” I grin.


10.

He sweeps me up his arms and carries me into the bedroom. I feel like a princess as he throws me on the bed and starts ravaging me. The straps of my dress slide off my shoulders as he rubs me. The feel of his hands on my breasts is delicious, and my nipples rise in response to his touch.

“You look...good,” he says, his brain cloudy with excitement.

“How do I feel?” I ask, taking his hand and pressing it to my chest.

“Shit, yeah,” he says. “Your tits are awesome.”

I smile, feeling sexier for the compliment. Something inside me needs to be acknowledged, to have my beauty celebrated. But just as much, I want to be subjugated.

“Tell me what you want me to do,” I say to him. “Anything you want, I’m yours.”

In answer, he pushes me gently so that my back falls onto the bed. He takes my legs and positions his crotch between them. I lie there, missionary position waiting. He lifts his dick out of his sweatpants and starts dry humping me, rubbing his dick against the pink and white fabric which holds back my own. 

I feel a sharp pain in my groin. It’s my dick, expanding and trying to break free of these panties. I’m so horny I can feel the tip of my dick bubbling with precum already.

“You like that?” he asks.

“It hurts–  a little,” I say.

“Good,” he says. “I don’t want this to be too easy for you.”

My mind tells me this shouldn’t be a good thing, but somehow it feels amazing. He’s going to use me for his purposes and I’m just along for the ride. I’m fully erect, not wanting even to breathe too hard for fear that it might interrupt what he wants me to do.

Satisfied that he’s teased me enough, he reaches down and roughly tears my panties off. He jerks my cock in the process, bending it painfully for just a moment. But, then I’m free. My cock is standing proudly, pressing against his stomach as he climbs on top of me. I wrap my legs around his waist, wanting to bring my dick closer to his body.

“Wait, hold on,” he says. “I’ve never done it like this before.”

Meaning he’s never had a girl with a dick of her own.

“I’ll get on all fours,” I offer, “if that’s what you want.”

“No,” he says. “I’ve got a better idea.”

He climbs off me, and for a second I think he’s about to call the whole thing off. But instead, he crawls to the edge of the bed, pulling down his pants and showing his ass.

“You want me to fuck you?” I ask.

“Well, I’m not showing it to you because I want you to kiss it,” he snaps. I can tell this is something he’s wanted for a long time but couldn’t ask for. No other girl could give him the same thing. Now I understand why he wanted to make sure that even if the rest of me was female there was still one part that could pleasure him like a guy.

“Okay, big boy,” I say. “Leave everything to me. Your little sissy slut is going to fuck your tight little ass.”

“There’s lube in the drawer,” he says, pointing to the end table. I hop off the bed and find it right away. Condoms too.

“Don’t use those,” he says. “I know where you’ve been. I know you’re not to give me AIDS, or whatever. Just make it fast, okay, baby?”

“Whatever you want, stud,” I say, slipping into the role of the whore with gusto. I recline against the headboard, taking a generous glob of lube in both hands and, making sure that he’s watching, I begin rubbing my shaft with the stuff. I watch his eyes as they follow my fingers, rubbing and massaging my hard dick.

“You like?” I ask.

“Yeah,” he says, licking his lips involuntarily. “I like.”

Satisfied that I’m fully lubricated, I get on my knees and waddle over to him, trying to keep my cock from rubbing against the sheets. With his ass in front of me, I take his ass cheeks in both palms and begin rubbing them.

“Whoa,” he says. “What are you doing?”

“You want me inside of you, right?” I ask. “Well, you have to loosen up first.”

I slide a slender, manicured finger along the crack of his ass, teasing him and preparing him for what’s next. Once I know he’s ready, I stick my finger inside, feeling my way gently. He tenses, clearly not fully prepared for his own fantasy to come true. I proceed a little more gently, probing and then rubbing the inside of his hole.

“Ahh, how do you know to do that?” he asks.

“I dunno,” I say, “it’s just the magic, I guess. I’ve never done this to anyone before, but I somehow know how to. Instinct, I guess.”

My finger is warming up inside him and I can feel the tension easing. He’s getting looser, ready to accept my erect dick without hesitation.

“You ready?” I ask.

“I guess so,” he says, sheepish.

“Good. I want it to hurt a little.”

I have to lift my skirt to fit my dick inside him, forcing my way in at first and then gliding gently once I’ve got the rhythm going. I thought I wanted to be the submissive one, but I’ll have plenty of time for that later. For now, there’s something so satisfying about giving him that mix of pain and pleasure that he craved. Who knew the whole time that Kyle wanted a tranny dick in his ass and that’s why he feminized me?

“You like that?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” he says.

“Who’s the sissy?”

“I am,” he says, his voice gruff and deep.

“Yeah? You’re a sissy’s sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he says. 

“Yes, what?” I ask.

“Yes, Candy,” he says.

“That’s Mistress Candy to you,” I say, bucking my hips against his firm, round ass. As I penetrate him, I play with my tits, rubbing and squeezing on them for extra pleasure. Jesus, I’m so glad I’m not a guy anymore. Having sex without a pair of breasts just seems boring to me now. Of course, if I had a pussy I couldn’t be doing this either. Best of both worlds.

I hold out for a few minutes longer before I cum inside his ass. He’s sweating like a pig, but so grateful. As soon as I pull out, he lays flat on the bed like a shipwreck survivor. I’ve wrecked him. And it’s only the beginning.  


11.

So, what do you do with a roommate you can’t stand? Fuck him in the ass, of course. I can’t describe how good it felt it press my raging hard cock into that asshole’s well, ya know. Giving Kyle the pounding of his life was just the beginning. I moved everything I put in the car back in right away. It’s strange to say it, but now that we’re lovers I don’t mind all the things that used to drive me crazy about him. I still can’t believe how powerful the attraction between us is. I still get stiff just thinking about him in the shower or working out. But now I know I can stay here without worrying that my lust for him will overpower me. I can be the femme one day and then be making him my submissive little bitch the next. 

It didn’t work out the way I planned it, but I’ve got no complaints. I never imagined that I would be the girl in the relationship, but besides that the magic delivered me just what I wanted. No more having to suffer an insufferable roommate. Now when I want him to pick up his beer cans, I offer to let him lick the crack of my ass or fuck my tits until he cums on my chest. Of course, I like teasing him by prancing around and cleaning in my little maid’s outfit too. Last week, I was scrubbing the toilet when he comes in, pulls down his pants, sits down and demands that I blow him. We’re the picture of domesticity. 

The funny part is that maid’s outfit is the filthiest thing I own. It’s all pretty silk and lace so I don’t know how to wash it. Oh, well. It’s not like I’m planning to wear it out. We have so much fun at home that neither of us is going anywhere anytime soon.


The Sissy Sickness

1.

The Queen of the Danube. The Heart of Europe. Capital of Freedom. Budapest has one hell of a marketing team, because if you didn’t know the city you would swear that it’s a great place to be. I live here, and I know better. The city has got the worst of everything. The winters are brutal. The shopkeepers are welcoming of customers, and the rest they leave out in the cold.

Why did I move here, you ask? Because Alphons convinced me that Budapest was the next Prague based on what the city was twenty years ago. Soviet rule had screwed up the economy so bad that you could find an amazing flat for practically pennies. Since then, though it’s become almost as bad as America.

I miss Madrid. If you can believe it, I was actually sick of the sunshine. I had just broken up with Julie and I was tired of our group of friends. Gloria with her social justice crusades disguised as parties; Alphonse with his simpering mood swings and his terrible taste in movies and art. I thought I would do it all over but better this time. Indonesia. That would have been better. It wouldn’t have even had to have been Bali. I could have made do on Java. But then they don’t allow drinking, so that was out. Argentina. Now that would have been better. I could have converted all savings into crypto and watched it skyrocket past the peso while I sat on a beach. 

Instead, I’m here in Budapest in the coldest part of the year with nothing to do. No woman. No entertainment. I went to the opera once. It was good. Not something you can do every weekend. They get a new show, like, once in eighteen months. The movies are all Hungarian or subtitled in Hungarian, or Magyadul, as they call it. Anyway, what man goes to the opera by himself? I’ve tried online dating, but the field is limited to those girls who can actually speak more English than, “hello baby, will you buy a porsche for me?” Actual quote from a blind date. 

Maybe it’s just my luck, or maybe it’s just me. I’m not exactly tall, but you’d hardly call me short either. Hair’s starting to thin, but only starting. Baldness, I mean serious baldness where a hat becomes mandatory even indoors, is still five years away, at least. I’ve put on a few pounds since I moved here, but can you blame me? How beach-ready can my body be in this climate?

I look out the window and can see that the Danube has frozen over. All the fashionable flats are on the Buda side of the river. The Western side. Most people don’t know that Budapest is actually two cities that grew together. Buda lies on the west bank of the river and Pest on the east. The water serves to divide people not just by city but by class. Rich expats like me live on the Buda side. Like me, but not me. I’m too poor for Buda. The bus stops and lets off all those who live on the Buda side. For me, it’s onwards to Pest.

Pest is flatter, dingier, greyer and so, consequently, it’s cheaper. Because with my salary all I can afford is a Soviet-built flat eight blocks from the river. If it weren’t such a cold night I’d have no reason to hurry home. I can already picture it. Heating up a couple of sausages on the hot plate, maybe finish off the half of the fifth (a ‘tenth’) I have in my fridge and then go to the convenience store for another. Return home, put on some porn, jerk off and then take a few long pulls from the bottle to knock myself out. It’s my Friday night routine and at this point it doesn’t even feel pathetic anymore. It’s so normal that I don’t even have anything else to compare it to.

It takes stopping with the doors of the bus held open for me to even realize just how cold I am. An old man with that permanent scowl left over from the Soviet era gets on in a typical shabby black overcoat and obscenely garrish scarf steps on and then passes me. I think that’s it, and I’m waiting for the bus driver to realize this fact. But I guess he sees something that I don’t because a moment later another passenger gets on board.

She’s wearing a faux-leopard fur coat, red shoes, a matching red skirt and a tight t-shirt designed to show off her shapely assets. Not enough makeup, strangely. Most working girls would have at least put on some blush and some eye shadow. I’ve seen plenty who do the work of putting those blue rings around their eyes, but this girl looks au naturale. Those tits can’t be natural, but who says that’s the gold standard? She has a quick look around the cab and then comes to take a seat across from me. The bus was built in the 90s, after the fall of Communism, and I guess that the designers wanted the buses to be more intimate, friendlier. To foster conversation. So, the benches face each other instead of all facing front. She can tell that I noticed her on the way in, which makes me her next mark.

I try not to give her too much encouragement, but how could I not look at her?

She’s eying me, sizing me up. She twitches in her too-tight skirt, obviously trying to find some way to keep her exposed thigh from making contact with the cold plastic of the seat, or maybe just waiting for her body heat to warm it. Any other woman would press her legs tightly together in a skirt like that. But this one seems to be giving me the full view without even realizing it.

She’s looking at me again. Sees me staring. She spreads her legs wider, revealing a pair of electric blue silk panties.

I look out the window, trying to ignore her. It’s not that I’m not eager. God knows I could use it. But I don’t have the money to spend, and I don’t feel much like negotiating. Still, I can’t help stealing another peek. Now she’s got her legs together but she’s rubbing her lower lip with the tip of her finger.

“Szia,” she says.

“Hello,” I say.

She switches to English.

“What’s your name?” she asks.

“Simon,” I say.

“You like girl?” she asks.

I wag my chin up and down ever so slightly, embarrassed to even be having this conversation.

“Come home with me?” she asks. I give a pained smile.

“Sorry,” I say, the silence filling in where a polite explanation would do.

She curls her mouth in a cute little pout. Then, without a care about what anybody else on the bus might be seeing, she reaches up and gently touches her breast. With the other hand, she runs her fingers up and down the inside of her thigh.

Holy Christ.

She gives me a sideways grin like, ‘what do you expect? I’m really horny and if you’re not well, that’s your loss.’ Of course, I’m horny too, now. But I’m wondering how I’m going to get off. I mean, how I’m going to extract myself from the situation. I’ve had prostitutes come onto me before, but never like this. If she’s not careful, she’s gonna get arrested. Hungarian cops can look the other way at a girl standing on a street corner, but this one’s seconds away from playing with herself on a public bus.

“Seemon,” she whines, sighing wistfully at the mindbending sex that I’m blowing.

I’m not that broke, am I? I’ve got the equivalent of around $40 on me. Well, $38 at least. That plus the half bottle of vodka I still have in my flat could become some enchanted evening. Who am I kidding? I don’t even have a condom at my place. Six months of no sex and I’m unprepared when the time is right. Shit. Simon, you stupid jerkoff.

The bus pulls up to my stop. I stand.

“I get off here,” I announce too loudly, as if I’m just making the information known to the bus generally. The girl looks out the window, folding her hands in her lap, a little deflated.

“Would you join me for a drink?” I say. She perks up.

“Drink? Me, drink?” she says in Hungarian-accented English.

“Yes. A drink. Do you want one?”

The bus doors are closing. I thrust my hand between them and the collapsing doors pop open again.

She smiles and rises unsteadily on those 4 inch heels, as if she doesn’t have much experience wearing them. I wonder whether she isn’t new to the game. She certainly doesn’t have too much in the way of subtlety. The other passengers are trying desperately not to notice the American picking up a hooker on a public bus. I hold the door open for her and we both step out into the cold night air. She clutches at her coat, which sits draped around her shoulders.

“What’s your name?” I ask.

She seems thrown by the question, and I’m guessing that she doesn’t get much practice with English.

“Anya,” she says. “Flat of you where is?”

“My flat is two blocks away,” I say, wrapping an arm around her. It feels like guiding an old wino that I’m guiding toward a warm bed and a bowl of soup. Yes, it’s strange, but I feel weirdly protective of this little creature of the night. I’m picturing the farm girl she must have been back in her village. Coming to the big city to sell herself to geeky, squeamish foreigners just so papa can buy a tractor. But then again, if circumstances were different, there would be no way she’d be seen with me. So, in a way, we’re both victims of circumstance. She was born a peasant girl, and I was born with a cock.

We walk on past one Panelház after another, identical tributes to the glory of brutalist architecture. The trees have given up their leaves and the sidewalks are hiding patches of sleet and ice. A cold breeze blows at us and we huddle together to keep warm. Finally, we come to my flat.

“Anya,” I say, feeling that it wouldn’t be fair, or smart, to proceed any further without working out the particulars, “we need to talk about money.”

“Money?”

“Yes,” I say. “For this.”

“What this?” she asks, genuinely confused. I’m wondering whether this is some sort of clever Hungarian scheme designed to entrap foreigners.

“You know,” I say, rubbing my fingers together in what I hope is a universal sign for currency. She looks at me as if I were picking food from my teeth and expecting this to mean something to her. She squints at me, perplexed.

“We’re going to have sex, right?” At this she lights up.

“Yes. Sex. Okay,” she says, giving me a little thumbs up to assure me the message has been received.

“Right. Okay. And the money is for sex.”

I can see something dawning on her.

“Oh,” she says, suddenly wounded. And then, I swear to you, she looks at me and dead serious says, “How much you want?”

I’m so flabbergasted that my mouth is actually hanging open. What the hell is going on here? This me. Simon Alton. I don’t pick up girls on the bus. I certainly don’t pick up women who are dressed like hookers who then try to pay me for sex. Anya coughs, a hacking cough that sounds like she’s had it for a while.

“Come inside out of the cold,” I say. “I’ve got some vodka upstairs we can share.”


2.

Pest has pests. I wonder whether some English speaker visited Pest and came back with bed bugs as keepsakes or if the bed bugs come to Pest, drawn by the rich opportunity for poetic justice. Either way, they’re everywhere here. Okay, so my flat isn’t actually that bad. But there are pests in it. In fact, there’s something scurrying under the fridge right at this moment. I grab two of my four glasses, all of which are sitting in a ring around the sink, and try to soap them down to make them presentable enough for the vodka.

My place gives the term ‘efficiency’ new meaning. The bedroom is the kitchen, the kitchen is the laundry room and the laundry room is the living room. Only the closet-sized bathroom is segregated from the rest. I used to hear stories of the days when a guy from the West would come here and rent a mansion for $300 USD a month. Well, here it is. My mansion.

Anya’s sitting on my bed, which is the only piece of furniture in my studio. She’s twitching like she’s afraid she’s going to get some kind of infestation, or already has one. She’s taken off her shoes and dumped them by the door, but she’s kept her coat on. I don’t blame her. It’s cold and drafty in here without the heater on. And since it usually takes the better part of an hour for the radiator to heat up, it’s still chilly. Drinking helps.

With the glasses now presentably clean, I reach into the freezer for the vodka. I hold up the bottle of Smirnoff.

“How much?” I say.

She holds up two fingers, then adds a third. I smile and pour three finger’s worth into her glass and two in mine. The mattress slumps when I sit down beside her.

“What should we drink to?” I ask.

“Yes, okay. Cheers!” she says, clinking her glass with mine and then downing the whole glass in a single gulp. I take a sip from my glass and then set it down on the end table. She hands me her empty glass and removes her leopard skin coat, revealing arms with some serious tattoos. Her arms are slender, not muscular at all, but that ink would be at home on a convict. She shrugs, as if to say, ‘so what?’ One arm is taken up by an eagle clutching an Eastern Orthodox cross against a red and white Hungarian emblem. I do a quick scan for swastikas, and there don’t seem to be any. Okay, not a deal breaker.

She tosses the leopard skin on the floor and runs her fingers through her hair. It’s at this point that I notice that they aren’t painted. From her hair, her fingers travel to her chest, around both breasts, which she gives a quick honk, and then over her hips and down to her inner thighs.

“I’m sex,” she says.

“I can see that,” I say. “Do you have a condom?”

“What is?” she asks.

Okay, brain are we really going to do this? She may not be asking for any money, but I’m not totally sure that she isn’t a hooker. She could still ask at the end. Hungarian custom, maybe. Or maybe her brother followed us here and he’s going to smash in here mid-coitus and threaten to cut off my penis if I don’t give him everything I’ve got.

Then, there’s the disease factor. Even if she’s not a whore in the strictest sense, I can’t be the only Prince Charming she’s had this week. I may not be the only one she’s had in the past hour, and I met her twenty minutes ago.

But, you know? The heart wants what it wants. 

I take off my shoes and climb on top of her, kissing and caressing her neck. I waste no time getting her clothes off, pulling off her ridiculous top. She’s horny. I can feel her sexual hunger radiating from every pore. Her body’s not bad, tattoos aside. A pair of G-cup breasts which are surprisingly pert for a woman of her age, which I gauge to be about 38-42. Give or take a few years. She takes off my shirt with those nimble fingers and I unzip my pants, pulling them awkwardly off myself as she attacks my chest, kissing me all over. I reach around and unzip her skirt, and she arches her back to allow it to slide off her.

I’ve hardly even started before she starts touching the outline of her pussy through her underwear. It’s eagerness like I’ve never seen in a woman. Usually it requires a little warm up on my part, at least. I’m not exactly a player, but I’ve had my share, and this one is like nothing I’ve ever seen. She seems more turned on by herself than she is by me. Like she’d be doing this even if I wasn’t around but that having me here gives her even greater license.

“Fuck me, daddy,” she says in that heavy Hungarian brogue. “I need you so hard.” Maybe it’s trashy, but, hell, what she’s doing is working for me.

I slip off my boxer shorts (the bleach stained pair, of course) and I start rubbing the tip of my cock against the fabric of her underwear to tease her. I can tell she’s already soaking wet and I wonder whether she hasn’t been like this since the bus. She arches her neck, smiling as I move the tip of my dick like it’s a masturbatory tool, which is pretty much what I am in this situation. She’s a got a bush, and it’s honestly not well-tended. Strands of hair poke out from all angles. Again, not a deal breaker. I don’t resent a bush on principle, but it’s not as if a little regular maintenance is too much to ask for, right? I mean, I’m not shaved down there either, right now, but I’ve done it before. And it’s been appreciated by every partner I’ve had, or so they’ve told me.

Crabs. That’s what I think as I pull those panties off. Not that she has them, at least not that I can see. She hasn’t scratched herself yet, but I can’t help having the thought. I guess it was all that pest talk from before. She takes those two big tits in her palms and starts spreading them and pressing them together again, clearly loving it. One thing I can say for this one; she knows what she likes and she’s not shy about showing her enjoyment. Clean girls are frigid, but it’s the filthy ones who never leave disappointed.

I dive in. She’s surprisingly tight for someone who must do this constantly. She shrieks a little when I go in, but that shriek turns into excited gasps and little cries as I start to hit my stride and get going. 

“Okay! Okay! Okay! Okay!” she chants as I thrust into her. Okay, it’s not ‘outstanding!’ But keep in mind that ‘okay’ is one of the most widely understood words on Earth. I continue riding her for close to twenty minutes. She’s bucking and grinding against me like I can’t get deep enough. She wants it harder and harder, faster, then slower, then really fast. I’m actually a little impressed with myself that I’m lasting this long without a condom. It’s not exactly ecstacy, but it beats the hell out of what I was prepared to do tonight.

Mostly, I just can’t believe how into it she is. I’m giving her pleasure that seems entirely unexpected. There’s absolutely no chance that this one is a virgin, and yet something I’m doing is obviously having an effect. Maybe she’s just never had a guy who bends slightly to the left. It’s not that big of a thing. A lot of guys have that. But every partner I’ve ever had has commented on it. And it is an advantage, or at least it sets me apart from the pack in a way that my appearance never could. So I play lefty for all he’s worthy. If sex is a chess game, this is my ‘bend sinister’.

“Oh, Seemon!” she yelps. Well, speak of the devil. I finally cum. 

Shit. And I was hoping to pull out, but it’s too late to do anything about that now. How do you say ‘Plan B’ in Magdayul? I give her a few more pumps, because what difference is it going to make, and I slide out. She’s still recovering from the most powerfully orgasmic experience of her life. Or at least that’s what it looks like to me. I go for the vodka on the table and down the rest. I wiggle my glass to ask whether she wants a refill, but she’s still writhing on the bed. Her eyes are closed, mouth open in some pleasure that she still seems to be experiencing. 

So, I go over to the freezer and pour the remains of the bottle into our glasses.

“Anya?” I say, setting her glass on the table, “I’m going to take a shower, okay?” She’s still locked in the experience of pure pleasure. “Okay, I’ll leave this here for you. I’ll be five minutes.”

Since winter, the shower hasn’t warmed up in less than fifteen minutes. So while the water is running, I decide to wash my dick in the sink. Just to be safe. Don’t laugh. STDs can be avoided that way sometimes if you’re quick enough. Not AIDS, but she doesn’t have AIDs. I don’t think. The sink water is cold too, but the procedure is over fast, and I towel off my junk with the hand towel I probably should have washed last week. I would have invited Anya to join me, but I’ve only got the one bath towel, and a private shower offers me a chance to clear my head. I’ve got three minutes of hot water, more or less, which means I have to cut it short. I get out, towel myself dry, and call to Anya. No answer.

When I come out, I find the bed is empty. The coat is missing from the floor. There’s something else, though. Her panties are sitting on my top sheet. Well, how do you like that? A cursory glance indicates that nothing of value has been removed. Another more comprehensive survey confirms that nothing of value remains. All in all, I’d call this a successful Friday night. The bedsheets need cleaning more than ever, but I guess the exertion was more than I realized because I’m suddenly exhausted. I pull my cotton sweatshirts and buffalo plaid sweatpants out from under the bed, throw them on, and cuddle up on the side of the bed as far away from the spot that we did it on as it’s possible to be. Goodnight, Anya wherever you are.


3.

Ambrus Pethes stumbled into his flat, dropped the red heels from his hand and shuffled over to the sink. He doubled over and vomited into the sink. The vomit was clear and stank of vodka. He washed the slime down the sink and cupped his hands to take a sip from the tap. The water felt good and soothed his raw stomach. After several big sips, he turned off the tap and wiped his chin. He tossed the leopard-skin coat at the chair, missing it by inches. He coughed, groaning at the pain in his stomach. He tore off the blouse which now felt tight around his midsection and too loose around his chest now that his breasts had retreated back into his body. He next pulled down his red skirt to reveal that his penis and testicles had likewise returned. He’d left the women’s panties he’d been wearing when he left the flat belonging to that foreigner. He touched himself gingerly, confirming that everything was in order once again.

He ambled over to the mirror. All evidence of the previous hour’s tryst seemed to have disappeared, and he was once again a stocky, middle-aged man with discarded women’s clothes on his floor. His face was beginning to show stubble and his hair was a mess. He folded one arm over his chest, the other casually rubbing his now more-narrow hip and stared at himself with a kind of strange apprehension. So, back to the old sack of bones and skin? For how long? And what had prompted the change in the first place? Ambrus was struck with another coughing fit. He felt a flush of exhaustion again. He needed to sleep. He’d soon be hungover, and who knew what the morning would bring? For all he knew, he might wake up to discover that he’d regrown a pair of breasts and his penis had disappeared again. It had happened before, so why not again?

He was cold and starting to feel fluish. His chest heaved and he hacked as he grabbed the musky blanket from the bed and threw it over his naked body. The coughing didn’t subside for several minutes more, but he at least had some relief from the urges. The constant, insatiable cravings. The thoughts of sex that wouldn’t leave him alone. The hunger for a man, any man. The desire to feel his body’s smooth curves with his slender fingertips, to have the luscious folds of his vagina teased and penetrated repeatedly in new and novel ways.

It was gone. Finally gone. He felt like the vat of roiling lava which had been burning him up inside was finally drained and he could finally have a moment’s peace. The headache he’d been nursing for a week had returned, but even that was manageable. The coughing subsided and Ambrus took a small, tentative breath. A sigh of relief. He shut his eyes, trying to block out the memories of where he had just been. Now, restored to his old body, he tried to put himself back into the mind of the woman he had just been. That scrawny, pale Englishman. Maybe not English. He could have been American; Ambrus couldn’t be sure. How had that man been able to inspire such waves of lust that made him tingle from the tips of his long, straight hair to his toes? But then, he hadn’t really. Ambrus had been like a bull in the throes of blood lust. No, more like a bitch in heat. He hadn’t been himself. He’d been transformed. Perhaps the sex had been the remedy and whatever it had been had now passed?

Ambrus felt his mind quieting into a mild stupor. He pulled the sheet over his head to prevent the morning sun from awakening him. It would be just a few more hours now, he thought. He registered that he had to take a piss, but he decided it wouldn’t be worth it to walk to the bathroom. He lay as still as he could, giving himself over to the darkness that was enveloping his consciousness. His heart beat slowed and his chest rose and fell more slowly.

Six minutes later, his heart beat stopped completely.

Ambrus Pethes would be discovered three days later by his landlady, who would discretely discard the women’s clothes that she found on his floor, evidence of an ‘unnatural’ lifestyle. The cause of death would not be determined, though foul play would be ruled out as a possibility. Whatever caused Ambrus Pethes’s death, it wasn’t the fault of a human being. He’d called in sick for weeks and the investigating officer would conclude that Pethes contracted a strain of something which ultimately finished him off. Some unusually strong flu, perhaps. Pethes lived alone, and it was possible that he’d not had the chance to pass the bug, whatever it was, onto someone else. It was possible.


4.

Feeling a little off this morning. After my night of ‘wild passion’ with Anya, I slept in a little later than usual. By the time I realized it was time to wake up, I registered that I was hot. Not the nice kind of hot that you’d want to feel in a drafty, crummy apartment but the kind of hot that suggests something in your system is not as it should be. My throat has a little bit of an itch too. Best to take it easy.

I putter around the apartment a little, getting up now and then to make some tea, but I find myself sweating in the sweats I wear to bed. Not just that. My skin is weirdly sensitive around my nipples. It’s never bothered me before, but for some reason every time I move the fabric rubs against them in this uncomfortable way. It’s annoying. I put a t-shirt on underneath the sweater, and that helps a little. But just a little. Also, I guess that my lifestyle is starting to catch up with me. I’m getting flabbier around my chest, and in my ass too. I should just go to the gym, but when I feel like crap I don’t want to do anything except climb back into bed.

The rest of the day passes like this. I hardly have any appetite, so that will at least help with the flab. I’ve heard that fasting is better than exercise if you want to burn fat. But I find myself bored with everything. I try to read for awhile, but I can’t focus on the words and all I really want to do is take a nap. I keep thinking about last night’s tryst, replaying it over and over in my head but weirdly it doesn’t arouse me. Usually sexual conquests with actual women end up in the spank bank right away, but this one isn't doing it for me. She wasn’t a perfect ten by any means, but it’s not like she was a dog either. I think about Anya out there, wandering around in the cold or making eyes at some guy on a city bus. It kills me what little interest I have in jerking off.

It’s not that I feel guilty. What do I have to feel guilty about? She approached me, fucked me, then left me. I did nothing under false pretenses. I was perfectly honest. But I do wonder what makes a girl act the way that one did. She must be a nymphomaniac, I guess. It’s the only explanation I can think of. At least as a prostitute a woman with that kind of sex drive could make use of her natural proclivities and be compensated accordingly. If she had those drives, why not at least capitalize on them? So many women in this city once had no other option than to turn tricks for ration coupons to put hard, state-provided bread on the table. What, then, would those women have made of Anya, who gave away her body without even cashing in once the deed was done?

Still bored, I grab my laptop and get on my VPN to search for porn. It’s not technically verboten, but I always feel extra skeevy surfing porn sites in Hungary. I click around a little, opening a few videos and trying them out. But this doesn’t get me going either. Maybe I’m sicker than I think.

From the light through the shabby venetian blinds I can tell that it’s late afternoon, and I figure that I’ll try to take a nap. With a little sleep, I’ll be back to my old self. Right?


5.

Oh, shit. What time is it? I cast around for my phone, but I can’t find it in the dark. I just had the most intense sex dream I’ve ever had. And the strangest. I was in a dark room, the sounds and smells of sex were so real and visceral that I could swear that I was just back in that bed instead of the one I’m laying in now. It was nothing like the sex I just had with Anya. Nothing like any sex I’ve ever had. The pleasure of it is indescribable. Every nerve ending of my body was on fire. I’ve never had anything that could compare to it. But not for the reason that you think.

In the dream, I was a woman.

I couldn’t see myself. I couldn’t see much of anything, actually. But there was no doubt about it. I was a woman having her breasts fondled roughly and her pussy, my pussy, penetrated by a cock like a sledgehammer. It felt like I was about to be split in half, but in the best way. God, I can’t even make sense of it now. The man, and it was definitely a man, was indistinct. His face was in shadow. All I knew was that I trusted him, and in a strange way feared him. It was this bundle of contradictions. Oh my god. I just rubbed my thighs together without even realizing what I was doing. The memory of it is that strong. My thighs feel amazing when they touch. Smooth.

Fuck, that was so bizarre. I’ve heard that a fever can give you weird dreams, but I’ve never had anything like that happen before. It’s still dark, and I can’t find my phone. I sit up and I feel this weird pressure slide from my chest. Slowly, I bring my fingers to investigate.

This isn’t flab. It feels like two smallish breasts. Oh, god.

My feet touch the cold of the hardwood as I rush over to the bathroom. I flip on the light, and I’m amazed at what I see. My hair has grown more last night than it has in the past two months. You remember when I said it was receding? Well, now it’s so shaggy that it’s hanging halfway to my ears. The back is longer than the front, which seems to have terminated in a pair of bangs. But that’s nothing, really. In spite of the cold, I have to lift the t-shirt and sweatshirt over my head. The hair hangs over my face and I brush it away with my hand. Shit. There they are.

They’re small, but unmistakably feminine. Each breast is round. I take them in each hand and shiver at my own touch. My nipples stand up at the sudden attention, and I have to bite my lip to keep from brushing my thumbs against them.

Shit!

I flip off the light and dash back to the safety of my bed. I throw the covers over me and curl up fetal-style on my thin, sex-stained mattress. What the hell is happening here? I can feel the tiny mounds of flesh extending from my chest and I want to cry. How the hell did this happen?

Maybe I’ve been feeling sick because I have some kind of testosterone deficiency, or something. That would explain the growth of breast tissue. It would explain a lot, actually. The lack of energy I’ve been experiencing. Testosterone gives you energy, so not enough of it takes it away, right? Plus my lack of interest in sex. Well, except that I did wake up with a massive hard-on after having wild fantasies of intense passion at the hands of–

You know what? I’m just gonna check WebMD on this one.

I can feel the hard plastic shell of my laptop against my back. I flip to my side and take the laptop. In a few minutes, I’m typing in symptoms like:

Breast tissue growth

Flu symptoms

Sore throat

Erotic dreams

Lack of testoterone erotic dreams

But each of these searches brings unrelated results, some of which are porn. It’s harder than usual to navigate away from these pages, but I’ve got to try to keep focused here. From what I can gather, there’s no kind of flu that can affect testerone. Certain kinds of cancers can cause a lack of testosterone, but it says that even then breast growth, when it occurs, takes months to develop, not hours.

What the hell is happening to me?

God, that feels good. Shit! I’ve been rubbing my breast without even realizing it. I’ve got to admit, it’s weird but also strangely enjoyable. It’s nothing like touching someone else’s. I had no idea how many nerve endings a nipple can have. Damn, it’s cold in here. 

I hop out of bed and scurry over to the radiator.

That’s weird. I just bent over, but instead of bending at the waist I just reflexively bent at the knee so that I’m resting on my ass. I correct myself, but strangely this way doesn’t feel right either. I flip the switch to turn on the radiator and retreat to the bed again. Maybe I’ll spend the whole day here, cozy under the comforter. I’ll just sleep. That’s the best medicine. Just another light snooze to replenish my body’s ability to heal itself.

Except that as soon as I let my attention wander, I find my hand is on my chest again. No matter what I intend to do, it finds its way back there. Finally, after the third time I relent and start to explore myself. First I stick a hand under my shirt. It feels strangely wrong, like I’m getting away with something I know I’m not supposed to. I’m so soft underneath my shirt and as soon my finger touches the nipple a little shot of electricity passes from the tip of the breast to every part of my body. Whoa! I press and squeeze a little more, and it feels good. Really good. So good I have to pull my shirt off and cup them both at once.

Oh, yeah. That’s magic. As I keep at it, I can feel this excitement passing from my chest to my groin. I feel this urge to do it and press my hips together at the same time.

Shit! What the hell am I doing?! 

If I keep this up, who knows where it’s going to lead? I’ve got to fight this, whatever it is. You don’t need sleep. You need exercise. Damn it, Simon you can’t just lie around playing with your tits all day, get out there and make something of yourself!

Christ, I’m turning into my mother. Literally.

Okay, enough of this. I’m going out for something. Anything, a pack of smokes, a carton of milk, a few handles of liquor, a thanksgiving turkey. Anything. I should probably wear a mask though. Just in case whatever is happening to me is contagious. 


6.

On the way to the store, I can’t think about anything except my tits. It’s like my vision of myself and all of my self awareness shifted from my whole body to just those parts of me that seem to cry out at every moment for attention. I can’t walk a handful of steps without registering how they jiggle, which of course makes me self-conscious. In my mind, I’m imagining that everyone I pass on the street is staring at my breasts. Which only makes me want to touch them more. I’m torn between terror at being exposed and the thrill of that exact same possibility.

Inside the shop was even worse. They don’t have 7-11 in Hungary but this is basically the same thing. So, I walked in and tried to just play it casual. The guy behind the counter is young, probably no older than twenty. As I cross to the back of the place where the beer coolers are, I can feel his eyes on me. So I look up at him, thinking that if I can catch him in the act I can shame him. But it doesn’t work. Instead, he smiles at me. And ordinarily I would just brush it off and not make a big deal out of it. I’m not a homophobe or anything, and better to just let stupid shit like that go without having to be all macho about it.

Except that I don’t feel mad. Not even the small amount of defensiveness that I would ordinarily feel. Instead, my face flushes. Now, I’m wearing a surgical mask, of course. It’s just polite when you’re sick, ya know? And I’m so glad that I am because my cheeks are flushing bright red. I’m embarrassed because I like that he’s looking at me that way. I like it way too much. So much that instead of paying for the beer in my hand I set it on the counter in front of him and walk straight out before he can even ring it up.

I don’t think I should be around people for awhile. Not until I get over this thing. I’m on full lockdown. Quarantined until such time as I’m no longer a danger to myself or others.

I’m back in the apartment now, hiding out. All I could think about as soon as I got out of there was getting home as fast as possible so I could go to town on my girls. That’s what I’m doing at this very moment. Lying in bed massaging my breasts and flicking my nipples. They’ve grown since this morning, I can already tell. But the bigger they get the harder it is to keep my hands off of them. Hey, if you think that’s bad, you should hear what all this touching myself is keeping me from doing.

I tried to look up my symptoms again. I tried really hard. But I could hardly concentrate on one sentence without opening a porn tab. Not exactly unusual for me. I often find myself surfing porn on autopilot almost as a reflex. But this time my autopilot had preset coordinates all its own, and it’s delivered me into uncharted territory. What kind of territory you may ask? Well, have a look at my search tab for yourself.

Hot abs

Strong chests

Bare chests

Bodybuilders 

Straight men with big cocks

I don’t know what the hell is happening, but it’s definitely more than just some kind of hormonal imbalance. There’s no way that my body, or my sexuality, can change on a dime like this. I’ve never had gay thoughts in my life. Seriously. Never even been curious. And there’s something else too.

I finally worked up the courage to pull down my sweatpants and look, and, well, my cock is smaller. I’m not talking about the kind of shrinkage you get on a cold day. I’m saying that I’m basically a nub at this point. I have to keep checking just to make sure that my manhood is still down there. Not that it’s good for much of anything. Even with all the porn, I could hardly get it to so much as stir. Barely even registered except a couple of times when I managed to tweak my tits just right. What’s worse is that when I reach down there my fingers brush against the smooth part of my inner thigh, and that gets me going. It’s weird feeling horny and not getting hard. It’s like there’s this weird cloud of sexuality that’s hanging over my brain at all times. That’s actually the most disturbing part of this whole experience. Not just the changes that I have no ability to control, but the constant thoughts about sex that are assaulting my mind from every direction. If I stay home, I spend hours playing with myself. And if I go out, all it does is make me more horny, and embarrassed, and I don’t even know. Just wrong.

I have to get to the bottom of this. I have to understand what’s happening to me. There’s got to be some way to find out what’s happening. But the internet is full of temptations, and I’m worried about where this is going to lead. Maybe I should smash my laptop? No, that’s no good. I need technology to investigate this. I just have to be strong.

7.

Well, that didn’t work. Guess what? Turns out that I can masturbate without using my dick. It started when I was trying to scratch myself underneath my balls, which have shrivelled to the point where the skin is mostly just a flap at this point. So, I’m trying to scratch around my taint, and I realize that there’s all this sensitivity there that there wasn’t before. And so I start to play with my asshole, rubbing my finger around the outside. After doing this for a while, I start to stick my fingers inside. The effect is electric. Now I can hardly keep myself from doing it constantly. So there’s that now.

It’s Monday now. I had to call Zsombor at the office and tell him I was sick. He asked who I was calling for. When I said it was Simon on the phone, he almost laughed me off. My sore throat has cleared up, but it’s altered my vocal chords to the point where I now sound like a woman. It was embarrassing and strange, but as soon as I was off the phone I was back playing with myself again. I’m going to make an appointment with a doctor for this afternoon. Whatever these changes are, they started with flu symptoms.

In the meantime, I’m doing anything I can think of to try to take my mind off how I feel. No alcohol. I don’t want it to interact with any medications I might get from the doctor. And besides, it only weakens my defenses against these urges that are coursing through my brain night and day. I took the battery out of my computer to keep from logging onto sites that I shouldn’t.

I can’t be sure, but I think that these changes grow and magnify when I give in to my desires. Since Saturday morning, my breasts have grown to the point where I need a frickin bra. Not that I’m about to go out for one. I paid for express shipping on Amazon. I hope it comes today, because it’s gonna be hard to even attempt to pass in public as a man without one. Actually I think I could pass more easily as a woman at this point. Besides my chest, my ass has gotten rounder and my hips have swelled to the point where my pants don’t even fit anymore. 

And those panties that Anya left on the floor? I’m wearing them. I can’t help it. I first tried them on just because I was curious, and now I can’t get comfortable wearing anything else. They’re so soft and snug that going back to the tattered boxers that I’m used to wearing is like rubbing sandpaper on my groin. I’m so much more sensitive down there I can’t even stand it. I feel a little weird about wearing them, but I don’t want to take them off. It even feels good to rub myself through the fabric.

Shit! Don’t think about that.

Push-ups. That’s what I’m doing just to keep myself from giving in. Have to keep strong. Have to fight it. The thing is, I can’t do as many as I used to. I get weak in the elbows now after just two or three. The tits don’t help. Every time that I touch the floor, they press against the hardwood. It’s really damn distracting. Oh, god. That actually feels good.

I try to change up the style, to keep my chest from touching the floor when I go down. So I just move my hips up and down. That feels kinda great, actually. Then, I realize what I’m doing. I’m humping the air, thrusting out my ass like I’m getting grinded hard by–

You know what? I can’t do this. Even exercise makes me into a sex fiend. I can’t win. I start to tear up and soon enough I’m on the floor, sobbing and clutching myself like a big ol’ girl.

After a few minutes, I collect myself enough to crawl back into bed. I can’t fight it. Maybe the only thing I can do is to give in just a little bit. Maybe if I can get off, I can get a little peace and clear my head. All I need is this monkey off my back so I can think straight.

I can feel my heart race as I get on my knees and give my body what it’s asking for. Taking my right breast in one hand, I bend over so that my ass is sticking out. Just spreading my ass apart feels like heaven. Then, with my left hand, I reach back and start playing with my butt through my underwear. Jesus, that feels amazing. Soon, I’m moaning and I wonder what my neighbors can hear through the walls. But I forget all that fast. Something inside me takes over. After teasing myself, I take both hands and pull the panties down to my ankles so that I penetrate my ass with two fingers. I thrust into myself hard. I spend hours like this, my poor ass getting so sore that I want to stop but I can’t. I just keep grinding and grinding into myself.

Finally, hours later, the pent-up dam bursts and I orgasm anally. Shit, it’s like a wave of

pleasure that bowls me over so completely that I bring my face to rest against the wall, both legs twitching as I come down. I guessed it worked, sort of. I’m not distracted by sex anymore, but I’m so exhausted that I can’t think of anything else either. I’m gonna sleep now. Figure out the rest later.


8.

I had another dream last night. Very erotic, but totally different from the last one. I was alone. I was lying on the beach at night. The sky was churning with thunder and the seas were rough. I was on my back, completely naked. My long hair was tangled with sand and my back was arched. Lightning struck my body, but there was no pain. No burning. Just this intense feeling running from top to bottom of me, making my hips buck and my nipples stand up with each strike. I couldn’t move, even though I couldn’t feel any force stopping me. Mostly, I just kept waiting for the lightning to run through me again, the waves to wash over me, soaking me. I felt wet everywhere, but I wasn’t cold. The water was warm, as warm as bathwater. Every time it receded again, I would wait for it to lap up my hips and ass again. Lovely, warm and inviting.

When I opened my eyes, I could still feel that wetness between my legs. I reached into my waistband to confirm what I already knew. My dream had transformed my body in the night.

I have a vagina! I held off on touching myself– for about four seconds. As good as the rest of it was, this is a million times better. As soon as I began to investigate I wanted to go deeper, further inside. Even my assplay couldn’t compare with the experience of parting those tight little folds with my fingers.

It’s not that I’m exactly happy to have lost my penis in the night, but I have to admit that playing with myself has reached a whole other level now. I’m just so juicy down there. I’ve had girlfriends who would take half an hour to get wet. Me? A light breeze is all it takes and my panties are completely soaked. My hands smell like a fishmonger’s. I literally can’t take my hands out of my pants to save my life.

I missed that doctor’s appointment, obviously. But there’s more news. That bra I ordered? I found it in a box outside my door this morning. Along with something else I didn’t mention before. Besides the bras (I couldn’t exactly order just one, could I?) there are a fan of colorful panties and, da, da, da, a dildo! Yes, I have to admit that it’s been a lifesaver. Fingers can only get you so far, and as soon as I started putting it in there, I knew I didn’t ever want it to come out of me. I stuck it in there an hour ago and it still isn’t coming out. Oh, I got some lube in the box too, not that I’ll apparently need it. Maybe if my pussy ever needs a rest, I’ll go back to my ass.

This isn’t normal, right? I mean, this can’t be the way that women are. I’m not hungry for sex; I’m ravenous. It’s something I think about practically every three seconds. At least when I had a dick I could jerk off and count on a few hours of peace without having sexual fantasies invade my every thought. But now even after three orgasms in a single morning, I still can’t get enough to satisfy me for more than a few minutes. I’m so sore.

It’s only a matter of time before I start walking the streets in a tight skirt and heels looking for the first dick that comes across my path– 

Christ, that’s it! 

It all makes sense now. She had a cough when I picked her up. This all started with flu symptoms. Anya must have had the same thing I had. Virus, syndrome, disease. Whatever it is, she was the carrier that passed it on to me. Shit, no wonder. It all makes sense now. The tattoos, the fact that she didn’t ask for money, the inexperience contrasted with her insane sluttiness. She was a guy, just like me, who must have caught it from someone else and then passed it on.

I’ve got a lead, at least. I decide that the first thing I need to do is install a porn blocker. Seriously, if I don’t deprive myself of any possibility of indulging my urges then I’ll get put off course again, fast. I pay the equivalent of $20 in Hungarian currency and install the app to block every porn site and then when it asks for a password, I mash a random combination of keys so that I won’t be able to unlock it again. That done, I start trying every combination of keywords I can think of.

Virus,

man to woman,

Syndrome,

Transformed,

male to female,

pussy virus,

Flu symptoms mtf transformed

Most of the search results are trashy romance novels, but on the third page I find what I’m looking for. A subreddit shines some light on my predicament, but it’s all in Magyadul. I find where to translate the page, and this is what I get.

Brandon2843 asks:

Help! I was sick one day, and I am horny girl the next. What’s wrong with me?

Ernokingofmovie879:

You have Betegség nőiessé tesz. No be the worry. We have here in Hungary many years but Communist Party tell people don’t talk this virus. People think Hungary man not strong when they know this. So, people spread the virus. Only get this one from sex. When you have sex, then change back again to man. But very dangerous.

Brandon2843:

Dangerous? Why dangerous? I’ve already got the disease.

Ernokingofmovie879:

When have sex first you again to man, so then you die.

Brandon2843:

Die!?!? If I ever have sex again, I’m going to DIE?!

Ernokingofmovie879:

Yes. No sex. When someone have Betegség nőiessé tesz have sex one more time, then you die. Terrible.

Brandon2843: 

What the hell am I supposed to do now? Isn’t there some kind of treatment?

Ernokingofmovie879:

Yes, sure. Have sex another one have BMT also. Then you don’t die.

Brandon2843:

So I just need to have sex with someone who has the same virus as me and then I’ll go back to being a man?

Ernokingofmovie879:

Okay. Yes.

That last post was five years ago. Whoever Brandon2843 was, he must have found another NBT carrier and done it. Or died. I decide to post a message of my own on the same thread–

Is there anybody suffering from this syndrome in Budapest right now? If so, we need to meet.

Okay, this is good. I have a way out of this now. At least I know what’s going on and what I can do about it. I just need to avoid spreading the virus to another person. The posts didn’t say anything about the disease being degenerative. As long as I don’t provide the virus with some new host it hasn’t already infected, then I should be safe. The only issue is how to find someone else who’s got the same affliction. Shouldn’t be too hard, right? How many people live in Budapest. Two million? Maybe less? Surely there’s someone else who’s missing their cock right now, same as me.

No, wait. It would be a woman. I mean, a woman who’s been changed into a man. What if you have gay sex with someone? Does it work the same? Shit. Now I’m wet again. Hold on. I’m going to take a shower and see if I can work this thing out.
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Okay, now I understand. I’d always assumed that the adjustable showerhead was so that you could scrub your back or get the shampoo out of your hair, or whatever. Now I know what it’s really for.

I just spent the past hour sending warm water up into my vagina. God, I know that I should be a ball of nerves over my prognosis, but instead I’m just trying to get from one sexual experience to another. I’m one big ball of hormones, a sack of meat that has needs which can never be satisfied for long.

I’ve got the dildo inside of me now. I’m going to be fired, I suppose. I keep missing work, and it’s not as if I could go back now. How am I supposed to present myself? Pretend I’m Simon’s sister and sit at my old desk surrounded by my male officemates? Impossible. Granted, they’re mostly all fat, hairy slugs with no brains and erectile dysfunction. But I’m such a slut that I’d even mount Zsombor before the day was out. The thought of it is turning me on and turning my stomach at the same time. How do women stand this? I guess they don’t, mostly.

There’s gotta be some way to manage this. What if I used a condom? If condoms can stop AIDS, then surely they can stop whatever this is, right? But no condom is 100% effective. And it is certain death I’m facing. What if I made sure he pulled out before–

No, no. This is insane. If I didn’t have enough of a reason to resist before, I do now. What possible reason could I have for risking it, now that I know the danger? But it doesn’t make it better. Actually, it kinda makes it worse. It’s the transgression that makes it more appealing. Knowing that I can’t have it is what makes me want it more.

Hold on, here. Condoms keep fluids from transferring from one person to another. No fluids means not transmission. Simple, right? I mean, this thing is biological in some way, right? It’s got to follow the same rules as the rest of biology. Doesn’t it? No. I mean, yes, probably I’m right. But this is just stupid rationalizing. I can’t start thinking this way if I’m going to survive this. I have to just be content with masturbating. At least that method is full-proof. But I’ve got to limit myself to that and nothing else. Well, as already mentioned I threw away the passkey to my porn blocker. So, that’s out.

Actually, I think the worst part of all this is the isolation. I’m getting all my food delivered and have to slide the money under the door just to keep myself from pulling the delivery boy inside and fucking his brains out.  I can’t leave the apartment for fear of jumping the bones of the first man I encounter. I can’t even be sure I could keep myself from seducing senior citizens at this point. If it has a cock, I’m going to seek it out like a missile that has no other purpose except to erupt all over its target. God, that was a really bad choice of words. Now I can’t stop thinking about explosions, the kind that radiate through your whole pelvis.

That would feel great right now. Goddamn porn blocker. There’s nothing worse than an itch you can’t scratch. Well, if I’m being honest it’s more like an itch that you scratch and scratch constantly but that even as you’re doing it the itch becomes more intense until your skin is bleeding and raw. That’s what I’m headed towards. Raw nipples and a chaffed vagina. I could smack Anya for doing this to me. Now that I’m a woman too, it wouldn’t be wrong. Except that if we had sex that means that Anya probably changed back.

Oh, damn! Anya’s probably dead now, right?

I’ve got to search online to confirm. But how would I find her? Surely her name wasn’t really Anya. Her, I mean his name wouldn’t be recognizable to me anyway. A news story might mention the tattoos, but only if the police were unsure of who the body was, right? Why would they put out that information unless they needed the public’s help solving the case?

I do a quick search for the words ‘Budapest,’ ‘Hungarian crest’ and ‘tattoo’ but it doesn’t yield anything meaningful. Wait, what if the porn blocker is the problem? I should probably just turn that off. No! Stupid porn blocker. I’ve got the mind of an addict, what can I say?

Maybe I should try meditating. That’s what people do, right? Or yoga? Yeah! Yoga, that’s perfect! Guys do yoga, sometimes. And they have to wear those skimpy little outfits so they can be flexible and move around and stuff. I’ve got a way to beat the porn blocker!

Hello, yoga.
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I’m going out. I don’t care anymore. I’ve been trapped inside with no human contact for over a week, and I’m done with it. I have to get out and fuck someone tonight or I’m going to slit my wrists. Kidding, but not kidding. I’m like one of those sailors who ties themselves to the ship to keep from jumping overboard and going swimming with the mermaids. Until now, I’ve never understood what that felt like. In the stories, the guys know that they’ll get torn to pieces by the mermaids if they give in to their siren song. And they don’t fucking care. That’s me. I’m at that point now.

No, I’m not suicidal.  I’ve bought some condoms online. I’ve got a whole bunch of them in my hands. I can’t stand it anymore. But I’m going to be smart. I’ll be safe and do what I have to do. I’m going to a club, finding a guy, and getting my rocks off. Or, not rocks, but you know what I mean. I need a dick inside me like a fish needs water; but this fish is only going to flop around all over someone if she’s got protection. She? That pronoun feels kinda weird. But is it weirder than admitting that I’ve grown weary of sticking foreign objects in my vagina? Everything from the handle on my electric toothbrush to the vodka bottle smells like day-old fish. That’s right, I’ve experimented with everything. Anything in my apartment that even vaguely approximates a man’s sex organ has been inside of my body, and now I’m going to have the real thing. With a condom on, of course. I don’t care what the internet says. If there’s no fluid exchange, that means there can’t be any transmission (yay, science!). I’ll make it fast and then back to my apartment for further quarantine. Go to the club, then get out fast. In and out. Ha, that’s good. I didn’t even realize that I did that.

I didn’t have time to wait for the sexy girl clothes that I ordered to arrive, so I’m going out in my old, guy clothes. Most of my pants don’t fit anymore, but I found one pair of slacks that hug my curves and show off my ass. I leave the top buttons on my work shirt open and it becomes a blouse. Good enough. Only the shoes present a challenge. All of mine are too large for my now dainty feet, but I’ve got a solution. I’m going to walk around barefoot and wait for my prince to ask me about it. All men love crazy chicks, and coming off a little unhinged is a guaranteed closer. Call it sexist if you want, but I know what I’m talking about.

The club I’ve chosen is called Rebellion. It’s in the 7th district on the Buda side. Very posh. And in this city, posh means ruined. It’s the style of all the bars here. They’re all converted garages or converted Soviet grain depos, or whatever. Rebellion is one of the biggest, which means there will be people. And people means men.

The hardest part is getting there. I avoid eye-contact with everyone and mutter loudly on the train. Crazy draws attention, but it depends on what kind of crazy. Walk around with no shoes, and you’re just a little bit touched. But have a conversation with yourself on the train and you can be sure that nobody is going to butt in. The plan works. There’s a cute guy with just a little stubble who sees me and quickly looks away. Good for him. He probably saved his life.

I arrive at the club carrying my oversized man shoes and stand against the wall. I’ve often reflected on how much easier women have it than men, but I never realized just how true that was. I haven’t been standing against the brick wall of the courtyard for ten minutes before a pair of guys comes over. The hotter one looks at the shoes in my hand and flicks them with his finger.

“Whose shoes are these?” says hot guy. From his accent, I’d say he’s French.

“Just looking for the man who can fill them,” I say with a winning smile. Shit this is easy. His buddy punches his arm and then peels off to get a drink at the bar.

“Can I try them on?” French guy asks.

“Big man like you?” I say, “you should have no trouble squeezing in.”

And it’s sealed. He tries to kiss me, but I give him the cheek. Nothing personal, but kissing isn’t really what I’m after tonight and I tell him so. Fluid exchange can be dangerous, and I can’t be sure of which fluids. Maybe the virus can pass through saliva. Anyway, it’s not worth the risk. So, we head for the men’s room. There’s a line out the door, but he takes my hand and leads me toward one of the stalls. The other guys are getting pissed off, shouting complaints that are incomprehensible to me. But the whole thing only makes it hotter. He shuts the stall and suddenly his hands are all over me.

Okay, remember now, no fluid exchange. You’re the one in control here. That’s the way it has to be, or you both die.

“Take me in your mouth,” he whispers. Yes, my brain says.

“No!” my mouth says.

He looks a little hurt, whispering sweet nothings in French to loosen me up. Well, would it be the worst thing? I don’t want to wound his pride, after all, and he’s so–

NO!

“I’ve got something better,” I say. I push him off me and then pull down my pants and underwear at the same time to reveal my sopping wet pussy. It’s a little graceless, since I almost lose my balance, but the effect is achieved. His eyes go wide, amazed that he’s actually getting pussy in this shithole. There’s banging on the stall door.

“Better hurry,” I say, in a voice that I hope is sultry. He gets the message and starts to undo his belt. He opens his pants and slides himself out through the slit in his underwear. His cock is fully hard and my heart is pounding. Time seems to move slower and my mind gets cloudy. What was it that I was supposed to remember? It was important, but now I can’t think of it.

Shit! The condom! I fumble around for it in my pocket, but it’s gone. It’s gone. What the literal fuck?

“What’s wrong,” he asks.

“I lost my condom,” I say. He smiles.

“Don’t worry about it,” he says. “It’s fine.”

Yeah, he’s right. It’s fine.

Fuck. No! It’s not fine. No condom means we both die. But I can’t explain this to him, so instead I start shrieking like a crazy person. I’m so pissed it’s like I’ve got ants in my brain and I hit him in the arm just to vent this frustration with him, but mostly with me. He’s looking at me like I’ve just grown a third arm, and I pull up my pants to leave this utterly clueless bastard with his pants around his ankles. I smack the stall door hard as I storm out. He doesn’t realize it, but I’m actually saving him from a terrible and very complicated death.

So, for want of a condom, I have the equivalent of blue balls times a million. I’m honestly impressed with myself that I managed to keep my hand out of my pants the whole way home. The fact that I was too busy screaming and ranting to myself helped, and helped to ensure that everyone around gave me a wide berth.

Now I’m home and cursing myself for being so stupid. That was way too close for comfort. I almost spread the disease to someone else and did myself in for the trouble. All just so that I could get this monkey off my back. I’m alone now, stark naked with both hands on my boobs riding the dildo, back in the saddle again. After two orgasms, I can finally take a rest and try to recover what’s left of my sanity. I don’t know what I’m going to do, but I can’t go on like this. My job is long gone, my savings is dwindling, and my future looks bleak. I could join a convent. At least there they would feed me. I could wear a little habit and every day the other nuns could stand around me in a circle and shame me for my wicked, lascivious ways.

Oh, Holy Christ! Even that mental image is turning me on. I give up. I’m a hopeless case. Can’t go out; can’t stay home. What the hell am I supposed to do?
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I need a job. Or some other way to make money. Preferably some way to make money that doesn’t require that I actually show up somewhere. Because most offices employ at least some males. This means that any place of employment I might find is going to present an insurmountable challenge. I’m officially fired, if I didn’t mention before. I don’t blame Zsombor. But I don’t blame myself either. I blame this stupid virus.

Besides the male factor, there’s another problem standing in my way. All of my information says I’m Simon Aldon. My driver’s license, my bank accounts. Hell, I’m due at the embassy in another month to renew my visa. What then? I can’t exactly show them my passport as is. The picture doesn’t exactly match the person who holds it, and that presents a whole host of other problems. But that’s for the future. Don’t bother fixing tomorrow’s problems when today’s are already punching you in the tits, right?

The reason that I need money right now is that the savings that I used to have from living in this crappy apartment have now run out and my crappy landlord has been banging on the door every day and yelling at me that if I want to continue keeping all my crap in this craphole then I’ve got to pay him for it. Not that he actually said any of that. Actually, I have no idea what he said since it was all in Magdayul. But, ya know, context is everything. I ducked him for as long as I could. How am I supposed to explain why that Simon guy left and this unnamed woman is now living in his place? An unnamed woman who never leaves except at dawn to slink out for those supplies that can’t be procured on Hungarian Amazon?

Well, I don’t have to wonder, because today I found out. Seems that Lénárd is no longer content with screaming obscenities at the door and has decided to exercise the landlord’s discretion of opening the door with his copy of the key. Unannounced. Without knocking.

Just guess what I was doing. Give up?

Poor Lénárd, who is hard of hearing as it turns out, could not hear the wild monkey noises coming from the apartment that he leases to a nice young man from America. That’s why, this morning, he entered the apartment to find a completely naked young woman with dirty, matted hair sitting on the floor with her ankles over her head and shoving a monster-sized, 14-inch (don’t ask me for the conversion into centimeters because I honestly don’t know) black dildo into her pussy and grunting like an ape.

That’s not even the most embarrassing part of this story. He was standing there, mouth agape, for almost a minute before I noticed him. That is also not the most embarrassing part. No lie, I didn’t stop. I knew he was there, and I just kept on going. Harder, in fact. I guess I get off on the voyeur thing. Lénárd was mortified, of course. Right before I came, I watched him turn and exit the room without a word. He was even gentlemanly enough to lock the door behind him.

I don’t know if this means free rent from now on, but even if it does the water has been shut off. The garbage has been piling up outside my door, too. The only reason that I still have power and the internet is because I pay those bills separately online. One thing’s for sure: I can’t keep living like this. Something has to give, and I think it’s going to be soon. I’m already so ripe that even if I didn’t have a deadly communicable disease that prevented me from going out and fucking anyone I doubt if I could give it away at this point. Jesus, I miss showering. And it turns out that female hygiene is more complicated than I realized. I mean, I never thought I smelled particularly good down there, but lately things have been going downhill in a major way.

I guess I should count myself fortunate that things aren’t worse. I’ve only lost my job, dick, and any shred of dignity or self respect that I might have held as a woman or a human being generally. Oh, well. What’s left, right? 
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Finally some good news. I got a message! Well, not a message, technically. But someone replied to the thread on the subreddit from before. I checked it this morning, just like I have been every morning. After more than two weeks I’d already given up hope of anything approaching a normal life again. But then, out of the blue, a little ray of sunshine appears.

RenataRegatta78 says:

Call this number +76-50-203-9887

Could be a prank, I guess. But I don’t have anything to lose. Except, of course, for the fact that I don’t have an active SIM card anymore. That priority got downgraded a long time ago. I know it’s a gambit, since there’s a chance that the subreddit isn’t being monitored by whoever left that message. But something tells me that’s not the case. If it’s legit, then RenataRegatta78 may need me as much as I need her. Or him. Or whatever. So, I take a chance and post another message.

RupturedSimon69 says:

How about we Zoom instead?

Less than twenty minutes later, I get a reply back.

RenataRegatta78 says:

Okay, twenty minutes.

I figure that there’s no harm in flicking the bean while I wait, and so I do. Better to be fully at ease for this important conversation. Twenty minutes later, I get an invite to join a conversation. I click the window and there’s a pair of breasts staring at me through a white cotton sweater. Sometimes, I really miss being a man. The sight of those perfectly round melons only inspires jealousy, rather than lust in me now. The camera tilts up and I’m looking into the face of a young woman with short brown hair. She’s cute.

“You’re the one?” the face on the screen says. She speaks with a Hungarian accent, but I can tell that her English is strong.

“Uh, yeah,” I say. “Are you the one who posted on the site?”

I can hear a man groaning off screen. The woman turns and scolds whoever it is with a hush.

“My name is Renáta. I’m help my friend, Mariann.”

“Hi, Renáta. I’m, uh, Simon,” I say, face flushed with embarrassment. Her eyes narrow for a moment, then in a flash of recognition she gets it.

“So, you were a man?” she says, more confirming than actually asking.

“Yep,” I say, flicking my hair over my ear and then bringing it back to fold in my lap in an effortlessly feminine gesture.

“Mariann, her husband Poalo cheated on her, the bastard.”

“I’m sorry,” I say.

“Why? It was you?” Renáta asks.

“No, I mean. It’s just something people say. To be polite.”

She nods, a little put off by this foreign custom of offering apologies without any guilt. 

“One night, Paolo comes home late. He is drunk and he tells Mariann they will make the love together. But in the morning, there is woman in her bed. She tries to get away, but Paolo says that he is the woman. You understand?”

“Sure,” I say.

“Paolo is very sick. By that night, he was dead already. Can you believe?”

“I can believe,” I say.

“One day, I am wait for my friend, Mariann. When this man, he comes to me, crying, crying. I say, what’s problem with you? Man say he is Mariann. Can you believe?”

“I can believe,” I say.

“So, Mariann, she come to me because we are friends. But because she is man now, she think like man. I learn everything about this virus she have, and so we need take the precaution.”

At this, Renáta picks up the laptop and swings it around. There’s a man tied to a chair at the wrists with what appear to be two brightly-colored scarves. There’s another wrapped around his eyes.

“Integetni neki” says Renáta. The man in the chair gives a toothy smile and waves with both bound hands.

“She want this way,” says Renáta. “Because it hard for her not to want me.”

Renáta seems proud to share this fact that her female friend is overcome with lust for her now that she’s a guy.

“So, you will come for the sex, right?” asks Renáta.

“Right!” I say, surprised at how loudly I answer. The figure in the chair has a three-week old beard and has shabby, ill-fitting clothes, but I don’t care. At this point, I’d slip myself over a corpse and go to town if rigor mortis hadn’t already set in. Or if it had, I guess. Since rigor mortis makes you hard. Too gross to think about.

“Good. Okay,” Renáta answers, satisfied at the way the conversation is headed. She relays this information to Mariann, who rocks up and down in his chair in anticipation. He’s a big brute, with freakish frankenstein height and muscles, and my mouth is practically watering. Other places on my body are watering too.

“How long?” Renáta asks.

“Just give me the address and I’ll be on my way,” I say. “Oh, I haven’t showered in a while. I probably smell pretty ripe.”

“Ripe?” she asks.

“Sorry, I mean that I smell bad. Is there any chance that I could take a shower over there first?”

“Yes, fine,” says Renáta with a dismissive wave. “Just come here and we can do everything you need. I will send address to you.”

And with that, I’m well on my way to getting my manhood back. For the first time in weeks, I’m not just horny. I’m horny and hopeful. I just hope I can get all the way across town without someone stopping me.
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Mariann’s apartment is one of the ritzier ones on the Buda side. I ring the bell and a head pops out of the upstairs window. Renáta waves down at me and the buzzer dings.

The walkup is nice. It’s the kind of place that would have cost a fortune in Paris or London but in Budapest is only unavailable to poor schmucks like me. The halls don’t smell of borsch and the pests know their place. In my building they strut around like they rule the roost, but here all the roaches are appropriately fearful as they scurry here and there in furtive bursts. Mariann’s door is painted white and there’s a cross above the peephole. I don’t even have to knock before the door swings open. Renáta gives me a good once over.

“Come inside,” she says. I enter. The place is modestly furnished. The curtains smell of cigarettes and there’s an empty beer can under the sofa. Evidence that a man was here recently. Mariann’s husband. Of course, the rest of the place is fairly spartan but there are a few feminine touches. Fresh flowers in the vase. More Christian iconography on the walls. I’m invited by Renáta to take a seat on the couch while she goes into the bedroom. After a moment, she returns and shows me to the shower at the end of the hall. The bathroom looks like it was built before the Soviet era. There’s a big claw-foot tub with a retro-fitted showerhead and a floral print shower curtain. I strip naked and find that the smell of my underarms is worse than I imagined. The soap and shampoo smell fantastic, and somehow smelling my skin is getting me started. Not that it takes much. I could get turned on by a traffic signal at this point. But getting all soaped up is getting me horny. The only thing that keeps me from playing with myself is the knowledge that soon, very soon this will all be over and I’ll finally get some relief.

There’s a pink razor balanced at the edge of the tub. It’s been used before, but I figure that Mariann wouldn’t object, so I use it to shave my armpits and legs. Turns out, shaving with a woman’s razor isn’t the same as a man’s, so I cut myself twice. But I figure that it’s better than leaving my body hair au natural. I shape up my bush a little but decline from shaving it all. There are places on my body that I really want to keep from getting razor burned.

Finally clean, I step out and towel off. There’s a knock at the door. Renáta must have heard the shower has stopped.

“May I come?” she asks.

“Uh, yeah, okay,” I say, wrapping the towel around myself lady-style so that it covers my chest.

She’s got a nightgown on a hanger in her hands. It’s silver-colored, and shortcut and I think it’s made of silk.

“This is mine,” she explains bashfully. “You can wear it, if you like. I think maybe is your size.”

“Thank you,” I say. She retreats to let me try it on. I admire the nightgown, running my hand along the fabric. It makes me shiver a little. I pull it on gracelessly, like I’m trying to stuff a shopping bag over my head, but as soon as it’s on I turn to look in the mirror and I’m instantly aroused. I look cute. And looking cute makes me feel horny. It’s not something I ever felt as a guy, but for some reason looking hot gets me hot.

Would you fuck me? The girl in the mirror says with her eyes. I’d fuck me.

Alright, enough fooling around. It’s time to do this. I exit the bathroom and head back into the living room area where Renáta is sitting on the couch, waiting for me. I glide in and give a little twirl so that she can admire me from all angles. She gives a little nod in approval.

“Okay,” she says. “Let’s go.”

I follow her down the hall to the bedroom. The door is slightly ajar and she wraps it gently with her knuckle before pushing it open. There on the bed is a shaggy-looking Mariann poking his bearded face out from under the covers. The expression on Mariann’s face is one of both wonder and apprehension. He looks like a virgin terrified of losing his virginity, which I guess is pretty close to what he is. Renáta says something to him and then turns to me.

“I’m going to stay out the door. If you need something, so just tell to me and I will hear, okay?”

I nod. She exits and shuts the door behind her. I turn to the terrified Mariann.

“Hey, there handsome,” I say, in a seduction both ironic and (strangely) sincere. “You look like you could use some company. Any chance there’s room in that bed for me?”

Mariann stares, not comprehending.

“Right, no English,” I say, “no problem, I’ll just slide right in here, then, huh?”

I walk over to the side of the bed, lift the covers and climb in. We both lie there perfectly still for a moment. Mariann clutches the bedspread with both hands. All kinds of thoughts flood my head. Why isn’t he doing anything? Is there something wrong with me? Ugh, I’m hideous. I’m ugly and gross. I’m fat; that’s the problem.

But then I notice that Mariann is pitching a tent and I relax. Of course he isn’t doing anything. He’s still a woman, psychologically speaking. He’s waiting for me to make the first move. So, I do.

I lift the covers to playfully inspect Mariann’s erection.

“Hey, there sailor,” I say, still imitating some bawdy prostitute from the early 20th century. Mariann’s face contorts in embarrassment. “Hey, hey, it’s okay,” I coo, trying to reassure him. I take a chance and slide my fingers over to touch his arm. He shivers at my touch, but only briefly. I keep at it, scooting my body closer. Maybe it’s just part of being a woman, but I feel the urge to reassure him. At the same time, it feels weird to be the one taking the lead.

God, I want his dick so bad. I could climb right on top of Mariann right now and ride him till I get what I need. Instead, as I pull closer, Mariann surprises me. Suddenly, he’s an animal. He rolls onto me and starts dry humping me.

“Yes! Yes, that’s it baby!” I say, spurring him on. God, those arms. They’re like tree trunks that could wrap me up and keep me safe. My pussy is on fire. It’s like Louisiana swamp country down there. He keeps at the humping, which feels great, but I’ve still got my panties on. Christ, come on, dude. If I were still a man, I’d be slipping my panties off by now. What are you waiting for? I’m ready, let’s go!

Mariann is grunting, making animal noises and humping with incredible concentration. He’s as hard as a diamond, so that’s not the issue. I’ve just about decided that it’s time to take things into my own hands, literally, and take my underwear off myself to guide him in when, out of nowhere, Mariann burst into tears.

Big, snotty tears. It’s pathetic. I mean, I’ve heard of men who cry during sex, but before? Mariann climbs off me, and curls up on his side of the bed, pulling all the covers with him. What the hell? He’s actually sobbing now, saying something in his own language which I take to be an apology. I smile in that way that says, ‘I have to tolerate this,’ but actually I’m super pissed. I was about ready to do whatever he wanted. What’s wrong with this guy?

Oh, right. He’s not a guy. Marianne may have a cock, and one that clearly needs the same thing I do, but internally this is still a woman. And women don’t want to climb into bed with someone they haven’t exchanged three words with. Unless, of course, that woman happens to be a transformed man with a crazy virulent disease that makes her want to hump everything that moves (and plenty that doesn’t).

Renáta knocks on the door.

“Can I come please?” she asks.

Can I come please? I think. She enters and goes over to the bed where she comforts the horny, confused child that is her best friend. Poor Mariann sobs loudly, confessing something to Renáta which she translates for me.

“She says her husband was a bastard, but that eleven years is nothing. I mean, is not nothing. And that she really sorry and upset. She apologize to you.”

“So, what do we do here?” I say. “I mean, we’ve both gotta do this if we’re ever gonna have some peace, am I right?”

“Maybe we just wait until she calm down and then try more, yes?” Renáta offers.

“Wait? How long?” I say, betraying just how thirsty I am here. How do I know that I’m even going to be ready to go when Mariann finally comes around? Well, besides the fact that I’m practically in a perpetual state of ‘ready to go’ and I would go sit bare-assed on a frozen lake if it meant getting some action. See? Now the thought of my ass turning hot pink from the stinging cold is turning me on.

“Come,” says Renáta, “let’s have some wine, yes?”

So, Renáta and I go to the kitchen and she grabs a bottle and a couple of glasses. She’s got style, I have to say. She’s exactly the kind of woman that I would have gone for once, and might go for again? We chit chat as we drink the wine. Renáta tells me how good I look wearing her nightgown, and the compliment makes me blush. I say that it probably looks better on her. I can’t help but wonder what it would look like on her, and what she looks like wearing nothing. It doesn’t arouse anything in me, but it does make me curious. Renáta tells me about her job working at a law firm. The Hungarian legal system is even more of a sham than the American one, apparently. Anyway, she has nothing but good things to say about how in America the things that lawyers do every day in Budapest would never fly. I have to chalk it up to my own ignorance, but I’m pretty sure she’s crazy. I tell her about the job I lost and she sympathizes. It’s nice, the two of us chatting, but I’m still dying to have my nightgown ripped off and be rode like a bucking phillie. Mariann emerges from the bedroom looking sheepish, head downcast. It’s remarkable that this burly, horny creature who just moments ago was bound to a chair to keep her from mounting Renáta is now rendered totally impotent. And how? Shame is powerful. I just wish it was enough in my case.

Renáta offers Mariann a glass of wine, which she consumes in one gulp. She asks for another, but I warn Renáta to hold off. We don’t want any performance issues getting in the way of what we’re all here to do, right? Renáta translates and Mariann agrees. With the stoicism of a soldier prepared to fall on a grenade, Mariann consents to follow me back into the bedroom and fuck me.

It’s not easy, but as soon as we climb back into bed together, I go to work giving him everything I’ve got. I sit on his chest, rubbing myself up and down and exciting his shaft. Mariann’s face is a mask of both pleasure and guilt, with the two colliding to give the impression of constipation. But with me in the reverse cowgirl, Mariann’s body is engaged, at least. Once he’s hard, I pull that long, thick rod out of his pants and put it inside me. It’s divine. I can’t believe how good it feels compared to everything else I’ve tried. To be filled up with this warmth, this hard warm thing that makes me jerk and gasp with delight is too much to explain. I’ve never felt so good when I had a dick myself. All those years spent in Mariann’s position, trying to figure out how to deliver pleasure, I never realized that the real fun was in receiving.

I moan loudly, showing off just how much fun I’m having. I start fondling my tits through the nightgown, taking Mariann’s hand and placing it on top of mine. Something about my performance is getting through, I think, because he goes from catatonic to actually engaged. I cheer him on, recalling what Anya did during our hookup–

“Okay, okay, okay, okay, okay!”

It’s over way too fast for me, of course. I could have quenched my thirst for hours, humping until our brains started oozing out of our ears. But even so, the spurt of that hot love up inside of me, deep into the private parts of myself, gives me a sense of calm and ease like I’ve never known. I refused to be done before Mariann, flacid and ready to be finished with the whole thing, lifted me off of his lap with those strong arms and deposited me onto the bed beside him.

Fluid exchange achieved, I guess. As I curl up next to Mariann, the last thought that enters my mind is whether or not it worked. What if it didn’t? What if Mariann actually doesn’t have the virus but is just some weird guy with a fetish? What if the internet was wrong and I’m actually about to die? All this is swimming around my head as my eyelids grow heavy and I finally fade to black.

14.

Well, I didn’t die. When I came to hours later, the first thing I noticed was how uncomfortable the nightgown was. It was pressing my legs together and compressing my balls.

My balls! I pulled down my skirt to confirm that, yes, my wedding tackle had reformed and reappeared in the night. Not only that, but my chest was once again flat and rather hairy. The whole reverse transformation was so sudden that I now found myself wearing what felt like a very silky smooth straightjacket. I turned my head to find a woman with light wrinkles and long, silky hair sleeping beside me. The sex worked!

I had to apologize to Renáta. I tore her nightgown as I was trying to get it off of me. But I insisted on paying for it, which she didn’t object to. Actually, I kinda think that she was happy for some excuse for us to exchange contact info. Given the circumstances, it would feel weird for the three of us to not at least keep in touch. I mean, even after we did the deed, both Mariann and I are still carriers. We should have some kind of network or support group, or something.

It’s weird having my old body back. I mean, I’m glad to have my old gender restored, and all. But it’s taken a few weeks to get used to my body again. It’s a little like when you stand up in a movie theatre for the first time in two and a half hours and you’ve almost forgotten yourself. Like you’ve gone somewhere else and now you’re back. Also like in a movie theatre, my ass was sore the next morning, though not for the same reason.

More than once, I’ve found myself missing being a woman. Somehow jerking off rings hollow now. Why be satisfied with a single orgasm when you used to have three or four in a single sitting? I even tried playing with my butt the way I used to, but it doesn’t turn me on the way it did. I guess I just have to live with the fact that as great as sex can be as a man, the ladies just have frontiers of pleasure with higher peaks and deeper valleys than any of the terrain where men can tread. But at least I know that there’s always a chance to cross the border. Speaking of borders, I guess I’m stuck in Budapest. Unless I can find some other carrier to have sex with, it wouldn’t be safe. Maybe I could give Renáta a call sometime. It couldn’t hurt to have sex with her, be a woman for a little while, and then do it with Mariann again to change back, right? It’s a closed loop, so at least there would be no further transmission. Who knows? But if I do have to stay here, I’m making some changes. As soon as I get another job, I’m moving the hell out of Pest. 


Nebula

1.

Keppler-118 Ship’s Log 1308490:

We’re 139 days in and so far little to report. Physiological signs: Status normal. Life Support Systems: Status Normal. Navigational Systems: Status Normal.

Engineer Cailin and I performed routine maintenance. Patched a leak in the air duct that was letting the atmosphere out into the black expanse of open space. We’ll have to accelerate the growth of the algae in tank 4 to compensate. Otherwise, it’s just another cycle. Cailin has been getting onto me about sending another pulse to my wife back home Earthside. I guess I’ve been letting it slip, but he’s right, I suppose. I almost envy him for his lack of attachment. Cailin’s one of those guys who was floating through life even before he took to floating through space 150 million miles from Earth. I guess he’s just the type of guy who would volunteer for a mission to fertilize distant planets. So what excuse does that leave me? Maybe I’m a born wanderer, but being stuck in this hunk of equipment can make a guy lonely. Cailin helps some, but when you spend all of your time breathing in someone’s farts you’re already more intimate than you’d like. And I can’t share that I’m feeling homesick. It would be bad for both of us. Gotta keep up morale.

Besides the leak, there's really not much to report. Still, two years, four months, six days and 11.5 hours before we reach our destination by this clock. Ant farm is normal. We've gone over budget on our potatoes and dehydrated stroganoff, but otherwise, we're perfectly on course, on schedule. I wouldn't even be here filling in the log this early if there was anything better to do. Cailin's on the weight bench and we have a standing agreement between us to give each other privacy during workout periods. Besides after lights out, it's the only time when a man can be alone and think his own thoughts without having another face staring at him. So, here I am, waiting for him to be done, knowing that there's no way to avoid sucking in the smell of his sweat when it's my turn. Not a complaint about the Engineering team, but I can't help but notice that no matter what filtration level you set, there's always something from another human being floating around in the air in front of you. But, I guess I didn't take this job for Cailin's smells. I did it to 'explore new worlds' and 'do my duty to seed the universe with new life. Who knew this would be what it would turn into. Hurling through the blackness of space with no women around for millions of miles. I miss women. I miss their smells, so different from the male odors that are oozing out of every vent in this hulk. I miss talking to them and feeling them near me.

Julia is just a face on a screen. Worse than nobody in some ways since the time delay means we're never actually communicating. Still, it's all I have to help me get off. No computer is safe from porn sniffers. It's a terrible policy, not just because it's more torturous for us but also because we would work better if we could look at naked women we'd be able to relieve a lot of unnecessary tension. We've talked at length, Cailin and I. 

“If they’d just let us jerk off, we won’t be wound as tight as this lugnut,” he said, wrenching the thing into place. “It’s like they’re hoping we’ll pop.”

Of course, we do jerk off in the showers, though this fact is never acknowledged by either of us. Cailin's right though. It would be healthier if these urges didn't have to be suppressed. It's enough to make a man go crazy.

Anyway, I think Cailin’s done with his workout, so I guess that’s all I have to report.

– Terance over and out


2.

Ship’s Log

Physiological signs: Status normal. Life Support Systems: Status Normal. Navigational Systems: Status Critical Error.

I'm not sure how the hell I'm supposed to explain this, so here goes. We're somewhere in uncharted space, or we've somehow moved inside of the path of some nebula. The space outside the porthole in front of me has changed from inky black to a kind of radioactive soup. It's bright enough that the luminescence should be causing some kind of retinal damage. Anything that bright and colorful has to be hot as the center of a star. But I haven't noticed any damage so far. I can't account for where we are, or how we came to be here. I don't even know where 'here' is. Our navigational systems indicate we're still on course. But, then, what the hell is this stuff all along? Some kind of cloud of radioactive matter clumped in space around our ship? Cailin's shift began at 0500. I was scheduled to relieve him at 1100, but instead, he came to my bunk to show me the sky. We're running diagnostics to try to get to the bottom of it, but I don't know what diagnostics I can run on my own eyes. And they are showing me that we are in the middle of something that no one has ever uncovered before. Whatever is surrounding us, it's changing the light from the stars. Amid the soup are the most gorgeous nebulas in pinks, greens, yellows, oranges, and reds like I've never encountered in my life. It's beautiful, but in a way that puts fear in the pit of my stomach. That's all I can report for now. We'll know more when the diagnostics are done, I hope.

– Terance over and out


3.

Ship’s Log

Physiological signs: Status Critical Error. Life Support Systems: Status Normal. Navigational Systems: Status Critical Error.

Cailin was the first one to notice them. Something is happening in the ant farm, and I’m at a loss as to how to explain it. The ants are mating. Well, they were before but not like this. Ant colonies don't engage in sex. The queen lays eggs, a small number of drones fertilize the eggs, and everyone else plays no role in the process. Almost all ants are females, except for the two above categories. They don't form pair bonds. The drones don't reproduce.

But these ants do. It violates everything that we know about their reproductive adaptations, but the only explanation seems to be that they must have spontaneously changed sex. Not all of them. Some process that we don't yet understand has caused roughly half the female workers to become male. No less shocking, the other half have started to lay eggs which the males are fertilizing. This is queen behavior being exhibited by insects which, according to all known science, cannot reproduce this way. The entire hive is in utter chaos. Males are tearing each other to pieces. The drones have abandoned the Queen's chamber. There are dozens of 'queens' being laid all over the interior of the farm. I can't draw any conclusions yet. But even though I can't even begin to guess how, I feel that the nebula outside is somehow involved. Maybe some kind of radiation is affecting them somehow, corrupting the systems that regulate their pheromones, or something. Cailin seconds this conclusion, although he's just as much at a loss for how to explain it as I am. He's volunteered to go on a spacewalk to check for any leaks in the radiation shielding. I told him to wait. Until we know what we're up against, there's no reason to risk introducing ourselves to a higher dose of gamma rays than what's already passing through the ship. Besides, the ship's instruments read background radiation as normal, so there's no way to be sure. Whatever is happening, whether the two phenomena are related or not, something is causing these ants to change sex. And if it's doing this to them, what could it do to us?


4.

Ship’s Log

Physiological signs: Status Critical Error. Life Support Systems: Status Normal. Navigational Systems: Status Critical Error.

 Cailin is sick. We'd been up past 1900 hours, ignoring protocols for maintaining circadian rhythms, so at first, I didn't think anything of it. But then, this morning at 0845, as I was passing from the kitchen into the anterior lab, he grabbed my arm and looked into my eyes with more fear than I'd ever seen in them.

"Terance, I think something's wrong," he told me, in a voice barely above a whisper. I immediately initiated emergency quarantine protocols, segregating air and food supplies so that we didn't risk contamination. He's in the sickbay now. I'm watching him sleep through the glass. He says he's not in any pain, but I wonder whether he's just saying this for the sake of being brave and not alerting me to the scale of the danger. But, at least he's able to rest. Extreme fatigue seems to be the first and most pronounced symptom. That's not all, though. I think that whatever is going on with him it's speeding up the metabolic processes that control follicle growth. His hair is longer, noticeably longer. Fingernails seem to be growing at an accelerated rate. I have to watch for more symptoms.


5.

Ship’s Log 1308490:

Physiological signs: Status normal. Life Support Systems: Status Normal. Navigational Systems: Status Normal. 

I've been maintaining a close eye on Cailin's vitals. He seems to be okay. Heart rate, breathing, and other vitals all appear normal. But he tells me he's still having trouble rising from bed. The time away from the exercise chamber has compressed his spine. He's close to two inches shorter than normal. Nothing that extreme for zero-g, but still it's going to be murder on his joints when he resumes normal functioning and is up and about again. He admitted to me today that he's experiencing pain in his chest, back, hips, thighs, and in his crotch. I offered to examine him, but he was cagey, irritable. It's against protocol to refuse a physical inspection, but I didn't press the issue. It's enough of a hassle to have to get suited up just to walk around the quarantined side of the hab, so I only attend to him twice a day.

I think that even with all he’s telling me, there’s more that he’s hiding. He hasn’t changed out of the clothes that he’s been wearing for close to three days. He claims he’s starting to regain his strength, but I’m not so sure. The hair growth hasn’t slowed. If anything, it’s accelerating even faster. His hair was at his ears this morning, but after only two rotational cycles it’s now at his neck. He’s definitely losing weight. He dutifully eats what I make him, even if it takes him a while, but he’s still had almost no exercise since he came down with whatever this is. It’s easiest to see around his stomach. He’s definitely getting trimmer all over. He’ll be well below optimal for a man of his age and weight soon. I don’t know how we’re going to return him to a healthy weight again without cutting rations somewhere down the road. But that’s for later. For now, it’s best for me to just keep an eye on him and hope that whatever it is will at least slow down, if not stop completely.


6.

Ship’s Log 1308490:

Well, we're out of the cloud, or the radioactive mist, or whatever it was. As mysteriously as it came, suddenly it was gone and the night sky resumed its regularly scheduled programming. The ant colony has completely collapsed. With hundreds of queens all nesting at once, there are not nearly enough workers to keep her alive. The drones that do remain wander around the farm randomly, adrift without any purpose. I know how they feel.

Cailin is definitely on the mend, but I sense that there’s much about this thing that we still don’t understand. For one thing, Cailin’s face seems to be shifting. No, not shifting exactly. More like the fat in his face is being redistributed. I couldn’t be sure whether I was just seeing things, but when you stare at only one face for more than a year you start to get pretty accustomed to it. Just to be sure I wasn’t crazy, I snapped a few photos of Cailin while he was asleep and compared them with ones from back Earthside. No doubt about it. His nose is narrower, his lips are thinner, and the shape of his mouth is rounder. The sharp line of his brow is softer. The composite effect of all these changes is that his face looks more, well, there’s no more appropriate term– feminine. Especially so with the hair to frame it. Cailin’s hair has always been a dirty blonde, but this new growth is lighter, a kind of golden sheen that hangs well past his eyes.

I don't want to alarm him, so I haven't mentioned this change to him yet, but I suspect that his hormone levels are out of balance. It's possible that the radiation from that cloud affected his body's production of testosterone. But I can't confirm or disprove this suspicion because he still refuses to let me examine him. I know that the shower has been used. I checked the water levels and confirmed that the unit has been run. Power outputs confirm that the water was heated. Also, the shower door was wet when I went in.

While I still can't confirm what this thing is, we can be reasonably sure that whatever it isn't catching. Cailin has shown no symptoms associated with a contagious virus. No phlegm, no cough, no fever. We've been locked inside the hab with no point of contamination that I can conceive of. I'm going to lift the quarantine restrictions in the next cycle. There's no sense in us keeping separate any longer. But whatever is affecting Cailin, it's definitely something in the environment. I'm thinking about those dead ants, their whole society is gone, and for reasons that they can't begin to understand. I don't have any better explanation for what's happening to us.

– Terance over and out


7.

Ship’s Log 1308490:

I can now confirm that what’s happening to Cailin and what happened to the ants is one and the same. There’s no way to explain it, and I can’t do anything to rationalize how it could be happening, but I can say with certainty that my hunch was correct.

After I lifted the emergency quarantine protocols, I was able to see Cailin up close for the first time with no glass separating us. Standing only centimeters away, I observed what I hadn’t seen before. Cailin’s chest has reformed. He’s developed breast tissue extensive enough to be called breasts. His hips are rounder, his body fat has shifted to both his thighs and his posterior–

Hell, his ass. His ass is as round and pert as a woman in the prime of her life.

This isn't all. Secondary sex characteristics have emerged which shouldn't be expressed in a man. Even after days of not shaving, Cailin's face is completely smooth, and, while I hesitate to put such a subjective judgment in an official report, his face is well, rather lovely.

Observing all of these changes, I insisted on a full examination. Cailin flatly refused to allow me to examine him nude. I insisted that it needed to be done for the sake of science. I put a reassuring hand on his shoulder and told him that I had nothing in my mind but to understand what was happening so I could try to help him, but this only caused him to burst into tears. He confided in me that he was frightened, that he didn’t know what was happening to him. He was also embarrassed. I was understanding, but also firm. I insisted that I had to perform an exam, and he grudgingly complied.

After he removed his shirt, I could confirm that the breast tissue growth was extensive. Even more incredible was the way that his nipples have formed large areolas. The glands appeared capable of milk production, and they were firm to the touch. Cailin shivered as I touched the nipple itself, reporting that contact was stimulating and pleasurable.

Removing his pants, I took stock of the fact that besides his hips and thighs, which have grown in size, his genitals have also shrunk. This was the most sensitive part of the exam, psychologically. Cailin says he’s had no sexual feeling at all since the symptoms began, and that he has noticed his genitals have contracted in size and even reports that they, according to him, “...feel like they’re trying to climb up inside me.” There were tears in his eyes as he told me.

All of these symptoms would be consistent with a patient who was taking massive amounts of synthetic estrogen. But Cailin hasn’t taken anything like that. So, what can account for this change? And why am I unaffected?

I haven’t communicated any of this to Julie, or anyone else back Earthside. I feel that I owe it to Cailin to be discrete. But I owe it to the human race to document what I’m seeing

While I haven't communicated any of this to him, preferring to maintain a dispassionate distance, we can both clearly see what is happening. Though I can't explain how the same thing that happened to the ants is happening to Cailin. Spontaneous sex change.

While I haven't communicated any of this to him, preferring to maintain a dispassionate distance, we can both clearly see what is happening. Though I can't explain how the same thing that happened to the ants is happening to Cailin. Spontaneous sex change.

I can’t say what this will mean, but I know what happened to the ants, and I don’t want the same thing to happen to us.


8.

Ship’s Log 1308490:

We've resumed regular routines, but things are anything but regular. Cailin's changes have continued. Breast growth, hips, other secondary sex characteristics are now distinctly more feminine than before. Even without the quarantine, there's still a psychic distance between the two of us. I thought I would welcome more privacy and time to myself. But now that I have it, I find myself feeling lonely and curious.

Cailin's voice, walk, and mannerisms are now so feminine that I have trouble reminding myself of who he is. Two people who spend every moment within a few meters of each other around the clock can't help but form a bond. But since 'it' happened, Cailin has asked that we be put on separate rotations with little overlap. Every time I come into the kitchen or the dining room Cailin will still just a few moments before drifting off to tend to the greenhouse or to check the hab's diagnostics for the third time in 12 hours.

I wish there was something I could do to reassure him, but I can understand his embarrassment and my shock. I'd like to think that I've been sensitive, but who knows? I can't possibly anticipate his feelings. I realize that this must be disorienting, confusing, and frightening. How do you talk to someone about something that has no precedence anywhere? Last cycle when we were eating our evening meal, Cailin looked up from the tray and asked me–

“Terance,” he said, in a voice musically high and light, “what if this doesn’t stop?”

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “We continue on, I guess. This doesn’t change our core mission parameters.”

His nose, smaller, I think, crinkled in amazement.

“Doesn’t change the mission parameters? Screw the mission parameters. I have a pair of tits! I want someone Earthside who can help me. I want to go back.”

“Cailin, we don’t have the authorization to make a call like that.”

“Authorization? You’re the captain. It’s just you and me out here. We can make the call for ourselves.”

“Not without compromising everything that we came out here to do.”

“Spreading some algae on some space rocks so that in a million years that goop might turn into intelligent life?”

“Seeding the cosmos, yes. We’re spreading life, Cailin. It’s what we signed up for.” 

“Whatever is happening to me, we can’t just ignore it.”

“I’m not ignoring,” I said.

“Oh, I know you’re not,” he said in a breathy voice. I let go of my spork and watched as it drifted to rest on the surface of the table.

“What do you mean by that?”

“You and your exams,” he said, and I noticed the way that his hand moved reflexively to cover his breasts. “For science, of course.”

“I don’t appreciate what you’re implying. We’re not on a pleasure cruise, Cailin. What we do, we do for the sake of expanding scientific understanding. It’s about the mission, not ourselves.”

“Don’t get self-righteous with me,” and here Cailin’s voice rose, taking on the same tone that Julia always uses when we’re fighting. “If you were the one who– I would turn around for you if you asked me to.”

I had no answer for this, so he stormed off in the direction of his sleep pod and left me to handle the dishes.

I can appreciate what Cailin's going through, but I can't allow his feelings to jeopardize this mission. What I said was true; every word of it. But, it wasn't the whole truth. The whole truth is that I can't stand the idea of having something outside of my control dictate my options. I've always been the one in control. If Cailin broke his leg or suffered from radiation poisoning, I would know what to do. I've got to think about it for a while. Maybe something will come to me. Some kind of solution that will keep us on course.


9.

Ship’s log

I’ve done it! It was so obvious I can’t believe that it’s taken me this long to do it. The hab can synthesize any drug or compound. All that’s required is the correct input. I’ve got it working cooking up some synthetic testosterone right now which should help Cailin recover from whatever this is.

If my theory is right, and we passed through a cloud of radiation, then whatever particles are blocking the production of testosterone in Cailin's body are about to get a boost. The breast growth will subside, follicle growth on his face and body will resume. Cailin seems reasonably satisfied with this solution. Anyway, I haven't heard any objections from him. The hormone therapy can't come too soon. Cailin is already hard to distinguish from a woman. It isn't just the hair growth or even the fat that now hugs his hips, chest, and thighs. The curves of his body are only one part of it. Last night, I was passing by the greenhouse. Cailin was seated at the workstation. He looked up at me, brushing a long strand of hair from his eyes and there was this moment, less than half a second, when I thought that I was back on earth and had intruded into the workspace of some stunningly beautiful woman. And that wasn't all. It was Cailin's smile, a kind of self-satisfied smirk like he and I had some kind of shared secret. It only lasted a moment, and then he turned back to his work, but still. I can't help but replay that look in my mind over and over. What does it mean? Did it mean anything? If Cailin's body hadn't changed, would I have even thought anything of it?

I hope that whatever happens Cailin is alright and things return to normal. The last thing we need is more distractions at this stage in the mission.

-Terance over and out


10.

Ship’s Log:

I’m typing this pretending to be working, but it’s a lie. I can’t focus on my work. I can’t focus on anything, really. I can explore the problem rationally. As a scientist, I’m trained to see things from a dispassionate, detached perspective. But no matter how much I try to detach, I can’t seem to. Every time I see Cailin, every time I even think of Cailin, I can’t stop picturing the two of us having sex. If it was hard to ward off thoughts about women before, trying is agony now.

Rationally, I can understand that Cailin is my male companion, no, compatriot and that what's happening to him is just the result of disruption to his pituitary gland that's giving him a more feminine appearance. But, Jesus, he smells good. I mean, it's intoxicating. Sometimes I'll pass through some area and I'll catch just a whiff of his hair, the pheromones telling my Simeon brain that a female is near. It's torture having to pretend I can't smell it. But that's only half of it.

I've noticed that the physical changes aren't the only things that are different about Cailin. There's a kind of femininity to his movements that I never saw before. The way that he'll bend at the hip to pick up a soldering board on the bottom shelf of the tool kit, or the way that his hips seem to sway in his overalls. I'm totally sure that Cailin's unaware of the way the effect these things are having on me, which I'm glad for. The last thing I want is for him to find out what I've secretly been thinking. But at the same time, if he has no idea what effect he's having on me, then how is he ever supposed to know to stop?

And he has to do something. This can't go on. I'm a wreck. It's getting to the point that we can hardly even be in the same room together without me getting a hard-on. What do you expect? I'm a man deprived of female company for months on end with no available outlet for my feelings except my crewmate. Dismally, the hormones seem to be having no effect at all. In fact, I think that his breasts have grown even perter. He's commented to me casually that at least the low gravity has some advantages, since he's got no need for a bra we'd have to allocate raw materials to fabricate. I can't tell if this comment about not needing a bra is meant to elicit laughter from me, but I stay stone silent. At least Cailin's no longer depressed and ashamed of the changes. He seems more indifferent than anything. I wish I could be.


11.

Ship’s log:

Well, I guess it was inevitable. When we’re in tight quarters like this, it was probably unavoidable. I don’t know, maybe I wanted it to happen. I definitely did.

I saw Cailin naked. It was in the shower unit. I checked around the corner before I entered, but it’s not like I could exactly anticipate that anyone was in there. It’s a small bathroom, barely large enough to accommodate one full-grown man at one time. I know that it wasn’t my designated turn. Cailin’s shower period is from 0645-0700 and mine isn’t anywhere near that. But it was 0800 and I wasn’t thinking. Anyway, I entered facing the mirror, but that was where I saw the reflection.

No steam is wasted on board, so there was scarcely even any fog on the shower stall door. I had an unobstructed view. Cailin was turned away from me, massaging and rubbing those firm, voluptuous breasts. The smooth contours of the back, that round, pert ass. My eyes lingered longer than they had to, but I couldn't exactly do anything about it. There was Cailin, watching me staring. I froze, and for a moment neither of us spoke. The look in Cailin's eyes was coy, almost gleeful at being gawked at. There was no sound, not even a smile, but it was a look in those oval-shaped eyes that told me none of this was an accident. This was all arranged for me so that I would come in and see.

If there was any doubt in my mind, it quickly disappeared when Cailin turned, revealing the front of his(?) body. One dainty hand covered the shriveled nub that had once been Cailin's manhood, the other hand covered those two little nipples from me. We stared at each other. She, I can't help but refer to Cailin as a 'she' from here on, looked like Botticelli's Venus. Her expression coy, and yet at coquettish too. Her eyes looked eager, even hungry. Then, her hands moved, and I could see the whole composite together, breasts and small penis both, as she ran the tips of her fingers down her thighs.

I can’t remember what I said. I muttered something incomprehensible even to me. I knew that either I could stay there in which case I would be violating every mission parameter, not to mention entering a completely unethical territory.

Whatever changed Cailin, the changes aren't just physical. They're mental too. What happened in the bathroom, it was something the old Cailin would never do. I can't take advantage of whatever it is that happened. Cailin was right. I have to terminate the mission and get us moving back towards Earth. I have no idea if whatever happened is reversible. But even if it's not, it wouldn't be right to continue. Not like this. I practically fucked my first mate. How the hell do you go back to 'normal mission parameters' after something like that? Especially when 'she' still has the same male equipment. It was definitely the smallest I've seen it. So small that it looks like it might shrivel up and fall off anytime. But it was there all the same.

Alone in my bunk, I had to jerk off twice just to give my throbbing cock some peace. The first woman I’ve been around in months, and it’s Cailin! I’m going to announce my decision to reverse course tomorrow as soon as I’ve gotten some rest. I think we could both use some rest and a cool down. I wonder what Cailin is doing in her bunk?


12.

Ship’s Log:

Well, I did it. When I woke up to begin my routine, Cailin was already in the kitchen waiting for me. She didn’t look up when I entered, a curtain of hair guarding her eyes from meeting mine.

“Cailin,” I said, “We need to talk. I think you were right.”

“What about?” a sultry voice answered.

“We’re going home. I was wrong to think that you could go on– like this. It was my mistake, but I’m going to do the right thing and reverse course.”

"No, Terance," Cailin said. "I was the wrong one. I've been experiencing some– changes."

“You don’t need to tell me,” I said.

“Not with my body. With my mind.”

At this, Cailin looked up and stared straight ahead.

"I know what it was for now. I understand. Me, you, the ants. It's all connected. It was supposed to be this way. We weren't on a mission before. Not really. But now we are."

“What are you talking about?”

“The nebula, the dust cloud, whatever it was, I can feel it. Do you understand? I can feel it inside my mind. It talks to me. No, that’s not right. It isn’t like talking. It’s more like… I know things that I have no reason to know.”

I'm at a loss for how to respond for a moment, but eventually, I manage to ask–

“What kinds of things?”

“It wasn’t right before,” Cailin answers. “Two males. It wasn’t the right balance. There needed to be a female. Now that’s me.”

“Cailin–”

“I know you feel the way I do, Terance. I know you want it as badly as I do. It’s all I can think about.”

My legs began to twitch involuntarily, and I wondered whether they might buckle.

“I… I don’t think we should.”

“Why not?” Cailin asked, front teeth biting those thin, pink lips in a pout.

“We’re on a mission of science, Cailin.”

“What difference does that make?”

“It’s important. It means that you do things according to the protocol because that’s what we have to do to ensure the mission is a success.”

“You don’t see this as extraordinary? Terance, whatever is going on here it’s beyond the scope of science to explain.”

“That’s not true. We can understand this. If you’d just let me investigate, we could get to the bottom of this.”

“We’re beyond that now,” Cailin said, voice even. “Are you so cold-blooded and rational that you would deny yourself what you really want?”

“You don’t know what I want.”

“Yes, I do,” Cailin said, sliding away from the table and approaching me. Dainty little movements that somehow looked predatory, like something a panther on the prowl.

“Cailin…” I whispered.

“Touch me,” that sultry voice begged. “Please touch me, Terance. I’ve been so lonely. I need you.”

She rubbed her hands over her breasts, accentuating that hour-glass figure that had developed in a handful of cycles. My erect cock pressed hard against the pants leg of my overalls. I knew deep somewhere in my brain that I had to fight it. But if I did, what would happen tomorrow? We’re stuck alone together. That’s the reality. For all my talk of duty, I knew that there was absolutely no one around who could stop us. No one to judge us. Not for millions of miles.

I reached out and pulled her close to me. I kissed those lips that I'd been thinking about every time I closed my eyes for days now. A spark of electricity passed between us. She was warm, wet and so eager. It was like both of us were virgins again, which I guess was true for her in a sense. The way that Cailin let me explore her with the tips of my fingers, my probing tongue inside her mouth. She moaned with anticipation at what was coming next.

“Where?” I finally said when I came up for breath.

“Not here,” she whispered. “There isn’t space. The greenhouse.”

I pulled her to me again, kissing her hard and fast. Then, I released, allowing her to lead me by the hand to the greenhouse. All my hesitation was gone. There was nothing in my mind other than the agony of having my cock held down by the hem of my overalls and the moment of bliss I would have when it was finally released.

Cailin didn’t even wait to reach the greenhouse airlock before she unzipped her own boilersuit, exposing her slim back to me and winking as she caught my eye. It was all I could do not to tear her clothes off the rest of the way.

Finally, we reached the lock. I grabbed her, pulled her to me, and she wrapped her legs around my waist as we kissed. Holding her with one hand, I massed the buttons for the automatic door. The door released and we were inside our own private Eden. The greenhouse atmosphere is kept warmer than the rest of the ship, and that burst of warm air greeted me as I carried Cailin inside.

“The waterfall,” she whispered, kissing my ear. I carried her over to the waterfall, laying her down gently on the synthetic lawn we’d seeded months earlier. She looked up at me, and for a moment I saw a hint of hesitation.

“Terance, wait I–”

“Shhh,” I whispered. “It’s alright. I understand. Don’t worry.”

I moved my hands to her inner thighs, moving the zipper down to reveal her crotch. She wore no underwear, and even before I could see it I could smell her pussy’s luscious juices wafting up to greet me.

“How?” I asked aloud, more to myself than to her.

“It happened in the night,” she beamed. “Aren’t you glad?”

I nodded, wanting nothing more than to bury my face between her legs and get lost in her warm dampness. My fingers tore at the fabric, pulling it away to reveal that exquisite mound of hair and flesh. Her clitoris was slightly too large, almost as it had just been reformed from the tip of what had once been her cock. The smell of a woman brought out something animalistic inside me. I was instantly hard as a diamond in the center of an asteroid hurtling through the darkest vacuum of space. I saw in a flash every animal that had come before me, a continuous march down the evolutionary ladder. She giggled as I breathed hard on her wet pussy

“Careful,” she moaned. “I’m pretty tender down there.”

“I’ll go slow,” I promised her, not believing a word of it. I had to have this woman. The heat of my body grew in proportion to my erection. I wanted to tear into her flesh and pierce her hot pink opening, but first I had to warm her up.

Parting her hips, I sank into her. My nose probed her warm folds. Amazing. She was already wetter than any woman I’d ever had. How could she not be? She was tighter and as horny as a teenager. Cailin had never had sex as a woman before, and that meant I had the pleasure of deflowering this newly-minted woman myself. My tongue flicked her clitoris, causing her hips to buck. She groaned. Too much too quick, I thought. I decided to focus my attention on going deeper first, slipping my tongue up and down the walls of her dripping-wet lips.

Everything was anatomically identical to that of a woman. Whatever changed Cailin had transformed her completely. I continued exploring, convincing myself I could be alone forever inside her sweet, syrupy sex.

“Terance, god Terance, don’t stop,” she begged. “You don’t know how good this feels.”

I pressed on, licking her labia while bringing in my fingers to penetrate her at the same time. I thought about the cameras that we’d set up in every corner of the greenhouse and suddenly felt exposed. It made the act more delicious to know that someone back on Earth might someday watch as I ate out my engineer with her begging for me.

She squirmed happily with each lash from my tongue.

“Wait,” she said, “Don’t finish me yet. I need your cock inside me.”

It was what I’d been waiting to hear. She was primed and ready, and now I was going to give this girl the pounding of her life. I rose from between her legs and began pulling off my own uniform. My hairy chest exposed, she began rubbing her hands over my abdomen, slender fingers rubbing my pecs.

“God, you’re so hairy,” she cooed.

“You’re so smooth,” I answered back, rubbing her tits with my rough hands. 

“Please, Terance,” she said. “I need you to seed me here and now. Make me a complete woman.” 

“I will. You’re mine,” I assured her. “You’ll always be mine.”

I slid my hands under her slim shoulders, feeling the grass underneath us, then I thrust my pelvis toward her waiting crotch. She groaned softly as I pushed into her. She stretched to let me inside of her, both of us surprised and amazed at how easily her folds yielded to me. I could feel her muscles releasing, willing me to go deeper. With the stars above us, the cool mist all around us, I thrust into her, filling her up with my heavy girth.

She became slicker as I pressed into her, releasing just as she squealed.

"Yes, Terance, oh, god!" she cried, her back arched as I dug into her, red hair kissing the earth as its tendrils touched the wet grass beneath us. I saw in a flash the collision of atoms, molecules turning into spinning galaxies in my mind's eye. I could see the nebula, and through some unconscious telepathy, I knew that we were doing exactly whatever cosmic force had made us into a pair wanted us to.

“Cailin!” I shouted as I felt myself near cumming.

“Please, keep going,” she said, eyes closed, mouth puckered in an ‘ooohh’. She was so wet that my pubic hair was now matted with her juices, my balls covered as she sucked up my shaft. The feeling of her muscles contracting to fulfill me was pure ecstasy. I was her first and only lover, the only man who had ever had this particular pleasure. She was mine, and the galaxy belonged only to both of us. I dug deeper, trying desperately to prolong this moment, but feeling the heat of my lower body would turn into a flame that would engulf both of us.

“Daddy,” she cooed, “you’re so big!”

Feeling my virility, she was overcome with the desperate need to be seeded, to complete the cycle of life. It was as if nature herself took a special interest in just us too and took Cailin from the man she’d been and delivered this heavenly creature to me for a purpose.

I had to cum. I felt everything that been for was wrapped up in this single, desperate act of life creation. Christ, Buddha, Gaia, even the stars themselves seemed to bless us as I delivered my hot seed into her happy opening. Her toes crinkled, her chest heaved, and I could feel the eruption from inside of me burst forth into her.

Every muscle contorted as I felt all of the wind, my life force passing from me to here. It was like the air was being pumped out of my body by a vacuum. Her muscles were sucking the cum from my shaft. I struggled to catch my breath. Her cheeks were flushed as she groaned with relief.

“That was… cosmic,” I said, grinning.

“Yesss,” she whispered, her mind still enraptured. Beads of sweat ran down my nose and fell on her belly like a hot rain on parched, warm soil. I withdrew myself from between her legs and began gently nuzzling her breasts, overwhelmed with a feeling that I had to worship this body and its fecund beauty. Cailin was more than a crewmate, more even than a lover to me as we curled our bodies against each other. She was the eternal, sacred feminine that my rationalist mind had never had access to before. As I held her, spooning her under the swirl of galaxies, I felt certain that what had passed between us was a success. Without having to confirm it, we both seemed to know without having to speak of it that we’d succeeded in making a child. I don’t remember how long we slept, but when we awoke my fingers and toes, every extremity tingled with newness.


13.

I guess this will be my final entry. The mission is not a failure. It’s a success, though not at all the way that we intended. My feelings were correct. Cailin is pregnant with our child. I guess that the seeding of the cosmos is going to come about differently than we expected.

With only six more months until we reach Keppler-118, we’ve made the decision together that we won’t be going back to Earth after the mission is done. We’ll be staying on the planet and making our home there. It won’t be easy. From everything that we know, Keppler-118 is lifeless and barren. But if we can find the kind of life we have now in this synthetic environment, we can be comfortable and happy anywhere we are as long as we’re together. Being with Cailin, I realize everything that I never had with Julie. As much as I hate to admit, there was never the same spark. If there was, I never would have volunteered for this mission in the first place. I see that now.

We're cutting all ties with the planet we were born on. I'm going to disable the relay antenna as soon as this last entry has been transmitted. It's radio silence from this point on. I was hesitant at first, but Cailin convinced me that there's no way we could explain what happened to the people back home on Earth, and if we told them they would be sure to send another crew after us if for no other reason than to observe how a two-man crew could become husband and wife. That's what we are now. Not legally, but physically and spiritually it's the only appropriate title we could have. If we stop transmitting, they'll assume we're dead and move on to concentrate on some other corner of the galaxy.

The only thing left to do is to prepare for the baby. Cailin says that she hopes it’s a girl, but I don’t care. I just can’t wait for us to start our new lives together on the surface of a new planet that’s all for us.

I still have no theory for what happened, but I guess the nebula is one of those things which science can’t explain. I never thought I’d write those words, and I certainly never thought I’d be happy to write. But something in that nebula changed me too, I guess. As I wrap myself around Cailin’s growing belly, all I can think about is gratitude. That’s all there is to say, I suppose.

–Terance over and out   


Becoming Her Girl

1.

“So, where is he?” I ask.

“Who?” she asks, without really registering my question.

“The guy you’ve been turning every other guy down for. The one you’re hoping to meet. Mr. Wonderful. Describe him for me, maybe I know him.”

She looks me up and down and smiles. Not an encouraging ‘I like you’ smile. The kind that says, I’ll be delighted to eat your entrails and spit out your bones.

“He’s around. He may be hovering around me right now.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah. So, you’d better take off before he comes over here and threatens to cut your dick off just for talking to me.”

Cold. Frigid. But what was I expecting? She's got to be the hottest woman in this bar and she hasn't taken notice of a single guy in the place. I should know. I've watched two guys strike out already and I've only just got here twenty minutes ago. I wouldn't even be talking to her if there were any better prospects. Easier prospects, I should say. Barney’s is never this dead on a Thursday.

"I guess it would be pointless to ask for your name. Dangerous, even. Since Mr. Wonderful is about to rip me a new asshole."

“That’s pretty much the size of it,” she says.

“Well, I’m Aaron,” I say, offering my hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“I doubt that,” she says. “I’ve made pretty much every part of our meeting as unpleasant as possible. Nothing personal, you understand.”

“No, of course. You’re just stamping on my heart as a matter of principle.”

“Your heart?” she chuckles. “I stepped on your line, not your heart. Jeez, sensitive much?”

“Maybe I fall easy,” I say.

“Maybe you land on your head a lot,” she says.

I don't deserve this abuse. Truly, I don't. I mean, I'm dressed well enough. Nobody wears a suit to Barney's but does a collared shirt count for nothing? Closed-toed shoes, no visible tattoos. I got a haircut three days ago and I know I don't have B.O. She is stunning. I mean, a ten, and she must know it. That dress shows off the curve of her hip without being obvious or slutty about it. And the cut of her dress shows off her midriff, too. She looks great, smells great. She's well put together, but come on. Do I not even deserve a little consideration for the effort here?

“I take it you’re not in the mood to be picked up,” I say.

“Why?” she says. “Maybe your approach is off.”

“No, can’t be that. I think you just aren’t interested in guys who don’t give off that ‘banker’ vibe. Or Trustafarian.”

“Trustafarian?” 

"You know," I say. "Those guys with family money who walk around in flip-flops and won't shut up about Bali."

“There’s a name for that guy? I’ve just been calling them assholes. Thanks for the tip, Aaron.”

“So,” I say, “I’ve got no chance here, right?”

She takes a long, deep sip from her martini.

“Why not?” I ask.

“You’re not my type. Sorry, Aaron but it couldn’t work between us. I only like girls, and I have one already so…”

"I see," I say, surprised to learn that she's a lesbian. I mean, I get it. Some women are gay. Some insanely hot, absolutely feminine women are gay. It's normal, a part of life. But still, as a man, I can't help but lament my predicament.

“So, where is she tonight?”

“You’re still plugging away, huh?”

“Before I was flirting. Now it’s just banter. Totally harmless.”

"You want the truth? I'm avoiding her."

"Catfight?" I say, without really thinking before the words leave my lips. She drains her glass and sets it down with an aggressive clunk. “Okay, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you. Let me buy you another round.”

“Why?” she asks. “You’re not getting any tonight, no matter how many charming lines you drop. Why don’t we just leave it here, Aaron?”

“I don’t even know your name.”

“And knowing it wouldn’t get you any closer to your goal. So, I say again, why are either of us wasting our time? Surely there’s a girl in this bar who wants to get chatted up by you.”

"Point her out," I say. She stops short of paying, her credit card still pressed between her fingers. She does a quick peripheral scan of the room.

“Her, maybe,” she says, nodding in the direction of a dark-haired buxom woman wearing a mauve business outfit. She must notice that she’s being talked about because she looks up and flashes a come hither smile to ‘my’ girl. “No, wait. Sorry. I guess she’s on my team.”

“I find you interesting,” I say. “I’d like to keep talking to you.”

She deliberates for a moment, card still in her hand.

“You’re cute,” she says. “But you’ve still got no chance. Sorry, but you never had one to begin with. Not your fault, you understand. This is just how it is.”

She sets the card on the bar and signals to the bartender who comes over and takes it.

“Well, thanks for the ego boost anyway,” I say. “I wish we could have gotten to know each other better. Guess tonight just isn’t my night. It’s too bad. What I wouldn’t give to be a woman right now. Your woman, that is.”

She raises an eyebrow.

“What? I just meant that if I was a woman, I’d be lucky to have you.”

“Thank you, Aaron,” she says. “If you were a woman, I think we might have a shot. If I wasn’t already attached, that is.” 

"Just my luck that you are, and I am."

"Thanks for the banter," she says. Then she offers her hand. "Katrina."

“Nice to have met you, Katrina,” I say. “It was more fun for me than you probably think.”

She tilts her head as she looks at me, then collects her coat, signs for the drinks, and then I have to watch her leave knowing full well that I will never be able to squeeze that ass in my hands, feel that long brown hair through my fingers. It figures. The hottest ones always have some reason they’re unavailable. At least I can tell myself that I never had a shot and leave it at that.

I think it’s time that I put this bar to that other use that bars have and get good and drunk. Double bourbon to start should wash away my troubles.

“Bartender?” I call, reaching into my wallet and for another twenty.

2.

I'm rudely awakened by the light pouring through the windows, forcing me to clench my eyes shut. Since when is the light so intense through my bedroom window? I bury my face in the pillow, trying to escape the morning. I expect to have a headache, maybe even the spins. But instead, my head feels clear. That's weird. Do I smell coffee? Who made that.

I open my eyes. I'm not in my bedroom. This place is white from the walls to the sheets on the bed. What the hell? Who did I go home with last night? I brush the hair from my eyes. Whoa. My nails are painted. I run my fingers through my hair. It's long. My hair isn't this long. This isn't my hair. What the hell is going on here?

“Hey, babe?” a female voice calls from downstairs. “Are you awake?”

I look down. There’s a thin sheet wrapped around my body. I throw it off.

I’m a woman! Breasts held in place with a black bra. My eyes travel down my stomach to the triangle of black lace with just a few hairs peeking through.

Oh, my god. I have a pussy!

“Kristeen?” the voice calls. “Wake up!” 

No time to investigate this. I throw the blanket over me again, afraid of being looked at. I can hear footsteps advancing up the stairs. Wrapped in a silk kimono, her dark hair messier but somehow prettier for having no makeup on is the woman from the bar.

“Katrina!” I gasp.

“What?” she frowns. “Oh, I get it. I was out late last night so it’s like you don’t even recognize me. Ha ha.”

My thoughts race. What happened last night? How did I get like this?

“Listen, I know what you’re going to say. Just remember who it was that wanted me to take this promotion. More money means more hours, honey. You know that.”

“I, uh,” the sound of my voice surprises me. It’s melodious, soft, and so high-pitched it must betray how scared I am. “I thought maybe you went out without me.”

“Would I do that? Trust me, I take no pleasure in going out alone. You know the kind of guys who hit on me when you’re not there.”

Gee, thanks.

“Do I…” my mind stumbles to think of something, “Do I get some coffee, or do I have to go downstairs and get it myself?”

“You’re really doing this to me now? I have to leave for work in twenty minutes.”

“I… you owe me. Please?” I plead. “Baby?”

She softens a little. Then, to my surprise, she climbs on the bed, crawls over to me, and kisses me. It’s a quick, affectionate peck. But the taste of her is enrapturing. She’s so soft and warm. I want to have that again.

“You’re such a bitch,” she says. “Lucky for you, so am I.”

She slides her legs off the bed and disappears down the stairs. As soon as the coast is clear, I throw the sheet off and stumble over to the bathroom.

The woman in the mirror gets there before I do. This woman is wearing a matching black bra and panties, her hair is long and brown and she’s at least as hot as Katrina. She stares into the mirror, eyes blank with a lack of recognition. Her movements match my movements. When I raise my hand, she raises hers. I’m her. But how? How did I become this woman?

Okay, think. What happened after the bar? I went home, I guess. Didn’t I?

I reach for the events of the past twenty-four hours, but there’s a big blank spot after the bar. I remember drinking more, a lot more. But that’s it. Where did the rest of those hours go?

“Kristeen!” Katrina calls. She has to mean me.

“Yes?” I answer.

“I’m going to work, baby. I’ll be home by six, promise!”

I hear the door open, a pair of heels clicking against the floor, then the door hinge whines as the door closes. And I'm alone. In this body. What do I do now?
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Okay, first thing is first. I've got to pee. Really bad. I stand over the toilet, pull my panties down, and sit. The feeling of release is unfamiliar, and I guess I have to use a different set of muscles to hold in my urine. It feels strange, and I'm both repelled and fascinated by the absence of a dick between my legs. I spread my legs apart to have a better look at the opening where my penis used to be. I have a few pubic hairs, well-tended but still not completely clean-shaven. I'm fascinated, and a little bit afraid. I've got this rock-hard pit in my stomach and I don't know what to do about it. This isn't my body. So, who am I? Katrina called me Kristeen. Somehow, I've become the girlfriend that Katrina told me about, the one that she blew off to go to the bar last night.

Hold on. I said something last night. How if I were a woman I’d be lucky to be Katrina’s girlfriend. Something like that. Is this some weird ironic twist that is delivering me just what I asked for? And is it reversible?

More immediately, what I do with myself while Katrina is gone? Does Kristeen have a job? The way that I slept in it doesn’t seem so. If she does, I’d better call in sick today. There’s too much to figure out, and I don’t have time to worry about things like work. I’ve got too much I have to make sense of.

Having peed, I decide that the next step should be to look around for clues about Kristeen, in case I have to pretend to be her in front of Katrina. I give myself a quick wipe, a strange sensation that feels a lot like touching myself. Okay, I’ll have to come back to that later. I pull up my panties, stand, and put my hands on my hips. My ass is round and firm and it feels incredible to touch. It's not just the feeling on my fingers of my soft, yielding flesh. It's the sensations this sends throughout my body. I try the same thing with my boobs, gripping them firmly and then releasing them. Not bad, but I think I'll like it a lot more if I can touch my nipples while I'm doing it. I reach around, feeling for the strap on the bra. I can touch it, but when I try to unclip the bra all I get is a tightness in my chest. Shit! How do women get these things off themselves? I've only ever been the one to reach around and unlock them. After a few uncomfortable tries, I manage to pull the little prongs on the bra so that it disengages. I feel a weight pulling my chest down, and for a moment I regret taking the bra off at all. But when I pull it off, I feel a sense of release too. It's weird, the bra both supporting and confining my boobs. I don't know if I could ever get used to wearing this every day. But with my breasts free, I can touch them. My hands are warm and the areolas are quick to respond to being stroked.

Oooh, yeah. That feels amazing. I can't believe this is what the experience feels like. I always knew that it felt great to feel a pair of breasts, and so I guessed the feeling must be reciprocal. But nothing like this. I can feel heat traveling from my chest to the rest of my body. As I press my breasts together, feeling their weight in my palms and the tips of my fingers sending waves of electricity from my chest down to my crotch.

I want to explore more, but there are more pressing concerns first. I need to figure who the hell I am and what I’m going to do. If I’m going to impersonate Kristeen for however long this lasts, I can’t be as blind as I was with Katrina just now. I pick the bra off the floor, inspecting the little piece of lace and wondering how the hell I’m ever going to get it back on again. Maybe it’ll be better to just let them hang out. It’s just me here, right?

I take the bra back into the bedroom and go over to the closet. It’s huge, two-sided. All women’s clothes, obviously. So, which side is mine?

Doesn't matter as long as I can get something to cover up. I find a pink kimono with cranes and purple bamboo stalks on it. Soft to the touch, light, and breezy. It will do.

As I wrap it around myself, I notice the smell. Lavender. Nice. Okay, now does Kristeen have a phone? 

There's one on the end table. I pick it up and it unlocks on my face. The home screen is Katrina and Kristeen laughing, wrapped in each other's arms. It looks like a party or at least a night out. It's Insta-worthy glam. Two ladies who obviously love each other a lot. And one of them is me.

You’d never guess from this photo that Katrina would be trying to dodge me– I mean, her. I guess there's no accounting for a woman's heart. I open Gmail and start scrolling through emails, no work ones. Mostly just coupons and offers for perfumes and stuff like that. Looks like the job might not be a problem. Text messages are next, starting with ones from Katrina. They're disjointed, some effusive expressions of love and others meant to sting.

Katrina: Are you done?

Me: Hey, so… what are you doing?

Me: You BITCH! Who were you texting last night?

Katrina: Calm down. Lisa is MY FRIEND. U know that so don’t start with the PSYCHO routine now.

Me: you know who the psycho is

Me: how about the bitch who pretends that she's seeing a friend when she's off with some GUY. I saw you both. Don't pretend.

Katrina: You’re getting worked up over nothing. He’s a work colleague. I know him from my JOB. I know that’s a foreign concept for you but at least one of us has to PAY THE RUNT! 

Probably she means 'rent' unless the landlord is a dwarf. There's more, but it all follows the same pattern. A mix of recrimination and reconciliation, sometimes both at once. I get now what Katrina was doing at the bar last night. Kristeen can't be easy to deal with. I mean, I know I should be on her side. I'm in her kimono now. But I have to give Katrina props. She's working to support a girl who screams high maintenance.

Ding!

Here’s one from Katrina. Just now.

Hey Kissyface. Thinking about u

I should send a reply back. How would Kristeen text? No time to study her texting voice in detail. Katrina’s already seen that her message has been delivered.

You’re on my mind always, girl. Wuv u!!!

I watch those little speech dots appear on screen and wonder whether I’ve raised her suspicions. Then, a smiley face appears. Okay, looks like I didn’t screw that up too badly. Now that I know that Kristeen doesn’t have a job, what should I do next?
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So, let’s review. I’m in a woman’s body, stuck living her life, alone in an apartment by myself with a super hot girlfriend who presumably won’t be home for hours. What do I do knowing that no one’s going to be home? I decide it’s time for a little personal investigation.

There's a makeup mirror on the bathroom counter. It's small but perfectly round. This will work. I snatch it off the counter and bring it back into the bedroom. I have a seat on the bed, open up my kimono and pull off my panties. I lay on my back and spread myself on the bed so that I can get a good look at my vagina in the mirror. It's not like I've never seen one before, but it's different when it's yours, ya know? It's cute, tight, and pink and I feel the urge to finish what I started in the bathroom. Fully naked, I take one breast in my left hand and start touching myself with the right.

It’s too intense to go right for my pussy right away, so I start slow. The inside of my thighs are crazy sensitive, so I start rubbing them first. There’s a kind of tingling warmth that is building as I go. As I touch my thighs, gently rubbing and squeezing them, I can feel myself getting wetter. The smell of my juices turns me on even more.

Every since I was seventeen and saw Lauren Baker naked for the first time, I've always loved the way girls smell when they're horny. Some guys say it stinks, but to me, the smell of pussy is such a turn-on that I don't care if the odor is the same as day-old fish. But now, somehow it's even hotter to know that it's mine. My smell, my fluids tantalizing my nostrils. I think about Katrina again, the way she looked at me this morning, her kiss on my lips. I start to picture her walking in here and catching me, seeing me touching myself. The smell of my sex gets us both horny, and soon she's touching me the way that I like to touch myself.

I moan, my back arching as I slide my fingers into my tight, wet opening. I can't believe this is what I've been doing to women all my life. I mean, I had some idea that what they were enjoying themselves but I never knew how much. I switch hands, using my juices to lubricate my nipples as I tweak them between my fingers. My knees weaken as I pleasure myself, fingers sinking deeper inside myself. I want to see what I'm doing to myself. I concentrate on my hand, the watch in the mirror as my manicured nails disappear into the folds of my snatch.

"Holy, shit!" I cry. That must be my clit. I didn't notice it at all before, but now that I've got myself going it's like it's the size of a gumdrop. Ooooohhh, yeaaaah. That's the g-spot, baby. That's the real thing. Jesus, why did I ever think jerking off was satisfying? This is on a whole other level. I want to stick my whole hand up inside there. I would too if I wasn't too tight. My mind is racing. Bigger, harder, faster, more, more, more!

A fog falls over my brain as I’m lost in what my body is doing. Somehow I already know what to do, even though it’s all happening for the first time. I wish Katrina were here. I see her face in my mind. I want her. I want her putting her lips to my sex, pleasuring me. Yeah, that’s it. Katrina, my goddess. I love you, you sexy bitch!

After a few minutes, the feelings start to subside. It's weird, but masturbating as a woman isn't just one slow climb in intensity. More like peaks and valleys. I play with my breasts, rubbing my vagina in just the same way that got me hot as hell before, but now the strength of the sensation is fading.

I can feel the sweat on the small of my back as I lower my legs and rest for a second. That was not like anything I've ever experienced as a guy. I don't know what I was expecting. I've done what I just did to someone else, but I've never known what it felt like to be on the receiving end. Better than I could have guessed. I feel a flash of jealousy for all the girls I fingered in high school. Who knew that what was they were enjoying.

So, that was informative. I think I’d better wash up, though. That smell that turned me on before is now on my fingers. Better wash up. Then, who knows? Katrina won’t be back for hours. Maybe if I take a nap, I’ll wake up back in my own body. But I’m not tired, yet. 

And, anyway, I don't want to be too hasty. If this is what masturbating as a woman is like, do I want to change back before I've at least had one night with Katrina?
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Ah, that’s better. After getting all hot and sticky I needed a shower sooo bad. I dried my hair with a towel but I still have no idea how to style it. Looks like this being a woman stuff is going to be harder than I thought. It’s mostly all the little details. Like, I know women always complain that they don’t want to get their hair wet because then it won’t look right, but what do they do about it once they do get it wet? I still have no idea what I’m doing here.

Anyway, I’m skipping all that and focusing on the wardrobe. I still don’t know which clothes are Kristeen’s and which ones belong to Katrina, so I take a few items from both sides of the closet and use them to put together an outfit. Still no idea how to put on a bra, so I picked an outfit that wouldn’t be too explicit in exposing my nipples. There’s a little strappy floral dress on one side and a handbag that I like on the other, so I’m just mixing and matching. I can only be 50% wrong, right? Anyway, girls always share clothes so I’m sure that girls who sleep together have to share even more.

I need to get out of her for a few hours. I need to find out where ‘here’ even is and figure out what’s happening with my real life. Is Aaron in trouble with his boss for skipping work? Has anyone I know tried to call since I was gone? I need to figure things out. I found Kristeen’s wallet on the counter downstairs. I’m going to call an Uber and put it on her credit card. Katrina won’t be home from work before five, I’m assuming. Probably later than that, so I’ll have plenty of time. All I have to do is scope out my office building and see what’s happening, whether anyone’s recognized that I’m gone.

Okay, I've walked three blocks and I've already gotten unwelcome stares from every guy I walk past. Has everyone in this city never seen a girl before? I knew that women had it rough, but this is ridiculous. I guess if I were me, Aaron I mean, I'd stare too. But this is just getting ridiculous. I feel exposed. I want to crawl back into my old skin and have this whole thing over with. My feet hurt in these shoes and the wind is trying to push up my skirt, and–

Oh, god! Katrina!

“Kristeen?” Katrina gapes at me like she can’t believe I’m real. “What are you doing?”

“Hey, baby,” I say, trying to seem nonchalant. “I was just coming to see you.”

“In my shoes?”

Note to self: right side of the closet is Katrina’s. Don’t touch her stuff.

“Oh, well, you know, I was just feeling these today,” I say, realizing it’s the lamest excuse ever the moment the words leave my lips.

“What happened to your hair?” Katrina demands.

“It’s humid,” I say defensively. It’s not, and Katrina knows it’s not, but I’m guessing that Kristeen must make excuses like these all the time because Katrina accepts this without comment.

“Well, I wish you’d told me that you were coming to see me. I could have invited Desiree and Cecilia.”

“I wanted to have lunch together, just the two of us.”

"It's two-thirty," Katrina says.

“So, what are you doing out of the office, then?”

“Coffee run,” she says, waving the Starbucks cup in her hand. “I have to get back to the office.”

“Can’t you take a late lunch?” I press. Actually, I’d be happy to let her return to the office, but I’m committed to the ruse that I’m in this part of town to visit her.

"I've already eaten," she says. "Besides, I've got to play catchup. Sorry."

I stick my lips out in a pout, but really I'm relieved.

“It’s okay,” I say. “What time are you coming home?”

“Probably late. You may even be in bed.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” she says, drawing closer to me. “But wait up for me, okay? I’ll save some energy just for us. Promise.”

She kisses me, and even with coffee breath, it gives me butterflies. I want to wrap my arms around her little waist and pull her to me. Instead, she says–

“Love you,” and gives a little wave as she walks off.

“Love you!” I call after her. I should be mad. I know what Kristeen doesn’t. That line about staying late is just that. She’s going somewhere. Without me. But, what can I do about it? I could wake up tomorrow in my own body and this could all be over. Better just to try and get through it and not make waves until it’s done.

Besides, I’ve got a mission to complete down here. I came downtown for a reason.

I turn the corner and head into my office building. There’s Anja at the desk, smiling and chipper as ever. Maybe it’s my imagination, but she looks at me differently as a girl than the way she usually does. Most mornings, it’s a perfunctory smile. But she has a warmer smile for me today.

“Hi, can I help you?” she asks.

“Yes, I’m Kristeen Pendergast. I’m Aaron Pendergast’s sister.”

“Oh, are you here to see him?”

"He's sick and he asked me to come and let you know that he's not feeling well and might be out for a few days."

“Really?”

“Yeah, he would have called, but he asked me to come by here because I work just two streets over. So, if you could just pass it along to Joanne that Aaron will be out, it would be a big help.”

“Okay, could you give me a minute?” Anja says, dialing upstairs.

“Of course,” I say, drifting away from the front desk and pretending to admire the lobby that I’ve walked through every day for four years. After a few minutes, Anja calls me over.

“So, I talked with Joanne. She says that Aaron came in today.”

“What? No. That’s impossible.”

"Yes, he just got back from lunch a few minutes ago. So, I don't know what you mean when you say he's sick, Ms. Pendergast."

“I think there’s been a mistake.”

“I think so,” she says, clearly convinced that I’m a psycho.

“No, you don’t understand. I– Aaron can’t be in the office because I just saw him…”

My voice trails off. Out of the corner of my eye, I see a man headed towards me from the elevator bank. I turn to face a man about a foot taller than me with short-cropped hair and an athletic build. Aaron Pendergast. Me!

“Hi,” Aaron says. “Are you the woman that was looking for me?”

“She claims she’s your sister,” Anja snipes. Aaron furrows his brow.

What the hell is going on here? Did we switch bodies? Has Kristeen taken my identity the way that I took hers?

“Kristeen?” I say.

“Okay, Kristeen. Have we met before?”

“No, I. I’m you, that is… I was you.”

"I don't understand," he says. And if I can read my own face, he doesn't. If this is Kristeen she's a hell of a lot better at being me than I am at being her.

“Sorry,” I say, my face going red. “Did you… did you meet a girl named Katrina last night?”

That registers with him. Surprise, even alarm.

“What’s going on here?”

“Okay, Ma’am. I think it’s time for you to leave,” says Anja, picking up the phone to have the security guards carry me off.

“Alright, I’m going. Sorry, Aaron. I’m... I was confused.”

I stumble away as quick as I can, praying that I won’t get stopped and detained. What the hell was that? If I’m in Kristeen’s body, then who’s in mine?
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I’ve turned it over in my mind over and over, but nothing helps. We have to have switched bodies. So, why doesn’t that make any sense? I’m Aaron, but I’m in Kristeen’s body. But she’s not in my body. I don’t think she is. How would she have known to go to my office today if she was? And even if she did know, why would she have bothered? I looked into his eyes the moment Aaron (or whoever is in my body) saw me in the lobby. There was no hint of recognition, no suggestion that he had any idea who I was. There’s no way that man I met was Kristeen in disguise. He seemed more like, well, me. I guess. I mean, we didn’t talk for long, but if he was someone impersonating me then he couldn’t have done any better.

Is this a dream? If it is, I don't know how it has gone on this long. Usually, you wake up from a dream or something weird (I mean weirder than walking around in someone else's skin) and that's it. I've tried to fall asleep, just to prove to myself that I'm not already dreaming. But instead, I've just laid here in bed, watching the day slip away and my sanity with it. Who am I? Am I Kristeen? Am I the woman this body belongs to who only thinks she's Aaron Pendergast?

No, that makes no sense. We've obviously never met. I have no memory of ever seeing Kristeen anywhere before today, and Aaron hasn't seen her either. It's confusing, and it makes me weirdly fearful. I can't explain why, but for some reason seeing myself today was even freakier than waking up this morning. Exploring this new body was fun, a novelty. It was even strangely exciting. But now that I know that my old life isn't on pause, that someone else is walking around in my skin, I wonder how long this is going to last. Is this reversible? Will I ever be a man again, and what would it mean for me and Katrina if I suddenly changed back? It's only been a day, but the thought of losing her is enough to make me question everything. What do I want here?

I'm laying here, half-naked. The feel of the top sheet on my exposed breasts should be enough to get me aroused. But instead, I just keep going back to that moment in the lobby. I need more information. But how?

I’ll call him. That’s it. I’ll just pick up the phone and try to figure out what he knows. It’s a good thing the number is one of three I have memorized.

Ringing. Ringing.

“Hello!” a voice calls from downstairs. Shit. It’s Katrina. The call goes to voicemail anyway. I disconnect.

“I’m upstairs,” I yell. I hear the clacking of Katrina’s heels on the hardwood as she ascends. She glides into the room, taking the earrings out of her ears and kicking off her shoes.

“Hey, baby,” she says. “What are you doing in bed so early?”

“I didn’t think you’d be back so soon,” I say, covering my bare breasts coyly with the sheet.

“Yeah, I’m amazed I was able to pull it off. I thought it was going to be there until 10, but I managed to have the Alvarado meeting pushed to Thursday so we saved ourselves from having to do all-night prep.”

She drops the earrings on the bedside table and takes a seat on the bed next to me.

“So, are you hungry?” she asks. I shake my head. I don’t think I could keep anything in my stomach right now.

“That’s good,” she says. “Because I feel like I could eat you whole.”

She reaches over and kisses me on the neck just below the ear. I flinch.

“What’s wrong?” Katrina demands.

“Nothing,” I say. “I’m just a little freaked out is all.”

“What about?” she asks.

“I saw an old ex today after we met in the city,” I reply.

“Really? Who? Was it Sarah?”

“No,” I say. “It doesn’t matter. It just felt like seeing a ghost, ya know?”

“Well, let mama make it all better for you,” she says, leaning over to kiss me again.

I’m resistant at first, but something about the way that she curls her lips around my earlobe shatters my defenses. Jesus, she’s hot. I’ve never had a woman like Katrina come onto me before. She’s so confident, so full of avarice. She wants to make me hers. I can’t help myself. I giggle a little, as much from surprise as pleasure. Her kisses on my neck are heavenly. I reach up and pull her closer to me.

“Wait,” she says. “Let me get undressed first.”

She unbuttons her blouse, revealing her luscious breasts. I put a hand on her chest, feeling the warmth of her body, the beat of her heart.

“Let me do it,” I whisper, unbuttoning the blouse the rest of the way and pulling the fabric off her. We kiss, passionately, feverishly. I rub my hands down her soft back and down to her thighs. She’s wearing a pair of dress slacks that hug the curve of her ass. Oh, god I want this woman. I slide my hands back again, unhooking her bra and lifting it off her.

Now I pull her close so that our breasts are pressed against each other. I can feel a wetness between my legs as she wraps herself around my thighs. I reach down, unzipping her pants and slowly, gently sliding my hand into her panties. She’s wet too, sopping wet. Just the smell of her juices drives me crazy. She moans as I slide my fingers inside her. 

“Oh, yeah, baby,” she groans. “That’s it.” 

Her head tilts back, enjoying the pleasure of being gently penetrated. With my free hand, I press against her breasts. They’re firm, round, just like mine except bigger.

“I’ve thought about doing this all day,” I tell her. “I can’t believe this is even real.”

“It’s real,” she says, eyes still closed in ecstasy. 

I stick two fingers inside her, their slickness arousing me even more. I want to put those fingers inside my own hot, wet snatch. But first, I pull them out, bringing them to my own lips, delighting in the taste of her. Mmmm, I slurp as I lick them clean.

Katrina’s eyes go wide, lips curled in a smile.

“Dirty girl,” she coos. “What’s got into you tonight?”

“It’s like I get to do this all for the first time,” I say, not sure how else to explain what I’m feeling. “Your pussy is so delicious I can’t help myself. Give me more.”

She runs her fingers through my hair, kissing me long and hard. Then, she climbs off and slowly, bending to show me the curve of her ass, she slides the slacks off. 

“Like that?” she asks. My mouth is open wide, drinking in the sight of her. Her breasts, her hips, that warm little spot between her legs. She’s all mine.

"Come over here," I say. She approaches. I slide myself to the edge of the bed, then I wrap my arms around her hips, rubbing her smooth curves with the tips of my fingers. I can't take it anymore. It's her scent that makes my heart race.

I've had girlfriends in the past, and of course, I ate them out once in a while. But I've never felt the urge this strong before in my life. Something about being a woman makes me want to eat pussy like I never have before. I pull down her panties and press my face between her legs, my nose getting wet with the overpowering aroma of her sex.

“Get on the pillow and spread yourself,” I say.

“Kristeen,” she moans. “You’re so sexy when you’re like this.”

She happily hops up on the bed, taking a seat against the headboard flipping around so that she can spread her legs in front of me. Her vagina calls to me. I think back to what I experienced myself this morning. I’m going to fuck this girl the way I like getting fucked myself.

I bring my face closer, kissing her inner thighs, teasing her with my tongue as I lick her outer lips. She’s completely shaved, her pussy slippery and completely bare. I dive in again, pressing her with my nose. I burrow into her, smelling her sweat and savory aroma. She’s wetter now, becoming more excited as I add my tongue to the mix and begin flitting it in out with little lashes.

Rubbing her thighs as I go, I can feel that she's loosening up, melting as I lap her up with my dexterous tongue. Her pleasure gets me even hotter. Before, I'd have gotten hard at getting a woman off like this. My urge to please her would only extend so far. The need to penetrate her would take off, to use my erect cock before it softened from neglect. Now, my pussy wants what hers wants. I spread my legs and feel the warm juices in my panties. I'm so horny that I stick a finger inside myself while I eat Katrina out.

Somehow, the feeling is magnified. It’s almost as if I’m fucking myself twice at the same time, or else pleasuring her double. Either way, we’re so in sync, so much more than I’d ever experienced when I was a man. I flick her engorged clit with my tongue as I play with my own. The motions, up and down, side to side, are hard to keep in sync. 

“Baby,” Katrina says. “Let me take over. It’s your turn now.”

“Really?” I say, coming up for air.

“Of course,” she says. “You’ve earned it.”
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I kiss her sex again, gently parting her lips with my tongue. Then, I join her on the pillow beside her.

“You taste amazing,” I say.

“Really?” she grins. “Let me taste.”

She kisses my lips, her tongue probing my own for the lingering juices.

“Mmm,” she hums. “That is good. I want a taste of yours now.”

Katrina slides herself down to get a better position. She casually pulls my legs apart, spreading the lips of my wet pussy. My heart races as her fingers tug at the lace panties covering up my slender opening. She tugs my panties off, and I can smell myself. I smell like she does, but different somehow too. It’s an aroma that’s both familiar and hard to describe. She licks the wetness around my pussy, lapping up the extra wetness. I buck involuntarily, feeling waves of pleasure as she presses her face to my groin.

I’ve had my share of blowjobs. What guy hasn’t at least a few? But nothing I ever had as a man compares with this. It’s like getting blown three times at once. I read somewhere that a vagina has got about twice as many nerve endings as a penis has, but I never really thought about what that meant until I had a pussy of my own. Electricity flashes as her tongue dances across my soft, wet folds. She moans, letting me know how much she enjoys my taste, my smell. I feel like a peach being gobbled up, consumed. She knows exactly how to tease and excite me, when to speed up and when to slow down. I can’t believe that I’ve been missing out on this my entire life. But as much fun as it is, I want the feeling to go deeper. I want it faster, more intense. Like a junkie, I keep wishing Katrina had two tongues, or something else.

“You ready?” she asks.

“Ready for what?” I pant.

“Wait a minute. I’ll go get it.”

She lifts herself from between my open thighs and rolls off the bed. She slides open a drawer, pulls out a 10-inch purple vibrating dildo.

I cross my knees, involuntarily blushing.

“What’s the big deal?” Katrina asks. “You take this all the time, sweetie.”

“I do?” I gasp. “I mean, sure I do. I’m just excited.”

She looks quizzical but flips a switch and the whole thing starts jiggling in her hand.

“Don’t worry,” she says. “I’ll go slow.”

As she slinks towards me, I have a vision of the man I'd been until yesterday. The male organ that I'd possessed and treasured. Now a much larger synthetic version was filling me with fear, apprehension, and uncontrollable lust.

I almost flinch as she crawls towards me, dildo in hand. But she’s gentle with it, and I’m so sopping wet that it easily slides in. Right away, I’m hit with a wave of pleasure that cascades over me. I feel suddenly like the pressure between my legs is the missing piece that I’ve been missing. I want it to fill me up completely, to touch every part of my intimate depths. The surging power of it, the glorious hum that it creates inside me.

I shriek with pleasure. I always thought that having your hair fly back was just a figure of speech, but as I arch the back of my neck it feels like that’s just what’s happening as my hair falls to the pillow. I spread my legs wider, wanting for that pulsing motion to go deeper.

“Oh, shit!” I cry, rubbing my nipples as Katrina inserts that big, thick shaft into me. I’m moments away from an orgasm, feeling the pressure building. My muscles contract, pushing it out so that it can slide back in again. I’m hungry for it. I’ve never wanted to have something in me this bad.

“How’s my girl?” Katrina asks. I gurgle something, overcome with ecstasy. “That’s it. You want it faster?”

I lick my lips, finding my mouth suddenly dry. My forehead is dripping with sweat.

“Faster,” I mutter. “Harder.”

As she penetrates me deeper, I feel her fingertips on my inner thigh. She’s so good at this. Her touch, her voice, her smell. Everything about Katrina is delicious, making me want more. And I can have it. She’s mine. Completely. She’s everything I could have ever wanted in a woman, and I’m the woman she wants me to be. Everything’s perfect.

My head splits open and in comes another wave of pleasure stronger than the rest. I yell as I orgasm, my juices spilling from my soaking wet sex. When I come to my senses, I’m clutching my tits in both hands, my mouth curled in an ‘o’ and my legs still spread wide. Slowly, gently, Katrina withdraws the dildo.

“Wow. That was something, huh?” Katrina asks.

“Huh?” I mutter, eyes glazed over.

“What was that? If I hadn’t done it myself, I’d think you’d never had that before.”

“Well, it was...nice,” I say.

“Nice nothing. Your pussy just erupted. I think I’ve gotta do that more often.”

“Really?” I ask.

“Of course, baby,” she says. “I want to give my girl whatever she wants as much as she wants. That’s what mama’s here for.

“Okay,” I say dreamily. “That works for me.”

She crawls to take her place on the bed beside me, wrapping her up in her arms. I’m the little spoon. I’m giddy with the novelty of it. We snuggle for a few minutes, both enjoying the silence of being alone together. She kisses my shoulder, soft little pecks. Then she says–

“I’m gonna take a shower.”

"Mmm-hmm," I say, feeling like I'm about to drift off to sleep. She climbs out of bed and I try to process what just happened. This body knows pleasures that my old one could hardly imagine. Even after orgasming I still feel horny. I think about Katrina soaping herself up in there, rubbing her naked body, and I can feel myself getting wet again. I'm so juicy that I wonder whether I'll have to change the sheets in the morning. No matter. Nothing is wrong and everything is wonderful now that I'm with Katrina.

Ding!

Is that my phone? Nope, it’s hers. I eye the door. The shower is running. Maybe she didn’t hear. I should just have a quick peek. There isn’t any harm in that, is there? I shouldn’t, but then I think of the lie she told me, as Aaron, about where she’s been. She’s not being totally honest with me. I need to know where she goes. I pick up the phone and click the power button to awaken the screen.

There’s no name, just a number. But I recognize it instantly. It’s one of the few numbers I have memorized. Aaron Pendergast.

Hey I think your girlfriend knows


Becoming Hers and His

1.

“I think your girlfriend knows.” That the message from Aaron said. The message from me. Well, the me that I’ve been for twenty-nine years before this morning.

So, not only am I now in the body of a woman, but I’m in the body of the woman who is being cheated on with the man that I used to be. How the hell did this happen?

Last night, I met a woman in a bar who seemed to have everything. The only problem was that I had everything she didn’t want, namely a cock. Or so I thought. So, stupidly, I wished that I could be the girlfriend that Katrina already had. This morning, I woke up as her. Kristeen. Now I’m not just involved with this girl, I’m completely in love with her. And I’m in love with her as Kristeen. So, where does Aaron fit into the picture? Well, apparently when I switched bodies, ‘Aaron’ stayed just as he was. Except that he must have still pursued Katrina, with more success than I had last night since I never got Katrina’s phone number. How does he know this number? Why is he texting her like they’ve got some secret?

‘Your girlfriend knows’? Knows what? That they’re sleeping together? When, how? They only just met last night. I should know. I was there.

None of this makes any sense. It's making my head hurt. And my heart. In my mind, I know that I've only been Kristeen for less than twenty-four hours. But the way that Katrina just fucked me, it definitely doesn't feel like we've just met. It feels like we've been together for years, and I don't want it to stop. It can't. Even though I'm reeling with jealousy, I still want so badly for her to come out of that bathroom and make me her little spoon again. 

I can’t confront her. I already know that Katrina and Kristeen have had fights in the past over this very issue. So, unless it’s going to be a blowout right here, tonight, I’ve got to just pretend that I didn’t see what I saw in that text message. It was an invasion of her privacy, which is wrong. But what’s a lot more wrong is the fact that SHE’S SEEING A MAN BEHIND MY BACK!

I mean, am I bitch for being pissed off about that? Don't I have a right to be angry? She betrayed my trust way more than I betrayed hers by looking at her texts. We're in a committed relationship here. She's willing to throw all that away just for some guy? Especially me. Not to sell myself short or anything. I'm alright, as far as guys go. But with a little objective distance, I can tell you I'm not really that great. My place is a mess, I'm irresponsible with money, and, oh yeah, I've got a dick which, as already mentioned, is supposed to be a dealbreaker for Katrina. Apparently not.

I’m lying here, staring at the ceiling wondering what the hell I should do. I almost wish another text would come from Aaron. But two minutes later the same message flashes on Katrina’s iPhone and then disappears again. I want to tell Katrina the truth, the real truth. But I know that’s impossible. What should I tell her, I’m not her girlfriend? I’m the guy she’s sleeping with on the side and, oh, by the way, what are you doing sneaking around on me? Not possible.

The bathroom door creaks open, filling the room with yellow light. Katrina’s in silhouette, hair wrapped in one towel and her body in another.

“Sweetie, you aren’t asleep, are you?”

“Nope,” I say. The light clicks on and I wince under the sudden glare.

“Sorry,” she says. She crosses over to the makeup table, drops the first towel, then the second, and takes a seat on the stool in front of the table, treating me to the sight of her bare ass.

“Hey, Katrina...”

“Hmm?”

“Uh, how was your day?”

She picks up the brush in front of her and begins pulling out all the split ends. Right, of course. That’s how women get their hair looking good again after it gets wet. Duh. How did I not remember that?

“Nothing special,” she says. “Like I said, the meeting getting pushed back was pretty much the only thing worth mentioning. Why?”

"Just curious. I'm just trying to be an attentive girlfriend like you deserve."

As much as I try to remain casual, I can tell that there’s an edge in my voice. She catches it too.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I say. “I’m just home all day long.”

"Except for today, you mean. You went into the city to see me. For lunch. After lunchtime. Without texting first."

“I was lonely,” I say.

“I know,” she says. “That’s why I wanted to make sure that I had something extra special for you when I came home. You liked what we just did, didn’t you?”

“Yeah,” I say. “I liked it. I just wish I had a little more of your undivided attention, that’s all.”

She gives me a knowing look through the mirror.

“Okay, I probably deserve that. I know I’ve been a ghost lately. I can’t promise that work will get better, but I can promise that I’ll be better. Does that help?”

“That’s all I ask,” I say. She gives me a kissy face in the mirror, then goes back to brushing her hair. I know that she’s lying, and now so am I. But whatever it costs, I want to keep this going. I want to make this work with Katrina. That means getting Aaron out of the way. Lucky for me, I know his weak spot.


2.

Banzai Ramen. Aaron Pendergast eats here every Thursday night after work. It’s clean, not too pricey, never too crowded. It’s the perfect place to get the drop on him where he will least expect it. A guy with two cups of piping hot opens the door for me. Being a girl has its advantages.

I spot Aaron immediately, eating alone in the corner. There he is, shoveling noodles into his mouth, eyes fixed on his phone. Probably on ESPN.com. I know him well. It's so weird looking at myself as just another stranger would. Like looking in a mirror. More like that episode of Black Mirror where Jon Hamm works for this company that clones people’s brains and then puts copies of them into those little egg things. The girl in the egg thinks she’s the original, but really she’s just the copy. Well, it’s not gonna be me.

I slide into the stool across from Aaron. I’m getting pretty good at sitting down in a skirt.

“Hello, Aaron,” I say. He looks up from his bowl, noodles still hanging from his chin. “Don’t panic. I realize you’re probably surprised to see me. But I want you to know, I’m not mad. I just want to make sure we understand each other.”

He’s gulping down his food, wiping his mouth.

“Have you been following me?”

“No, I’ve been anticipating you. I know every move you’ll make before you make it.”

“...okay…”

“I want you to stay away from Katrina. No more text messages, no more meeting her for lunch, which you obviously did yesterday. Don’t bother denying it. I already know.

“Okay,” he says again.

“Severe all contact. If you do that, you’ll never have to see me again.”

“Kristeen, I’m sorry that you feel threatened. Believe me, I’m not the kind of guy who usually does things like this. But Katrina contacted me, okay? She found me and tracked me down.”

“How?” I say.

“I don’t know. Kinda like now. I was at Barney’s, she went there for lunch. We started chatting. That’s it.”

“That’s it?”

“Well,” he says, “we made plans to meet again. But just plans. Nothing more.”

“Fine, well cancel your plans and you can have your cards back.”

“What are you talking about? What cards?”

“The collection of vintage Pokemon cards you have stashed under your bed.”

He goes white.

“That’s right, Aaron,” I say, pressing my advantage. “I know all about your collection. The holographic Charizard, the first edition Blastoise, the unopened booster packs from 1995. And you can have it all back if you’re willing to do exactly what I say.”

See, being Aaron Pendergast, I asked myself, what could I take from him that would really make him squeal? It couldn’t just be valuable. It had to have sentimental value too. Right now, he thinks that Katrina is just another chick he wants to bone. But he’s been holding onto those cards since he was seven years old. Never played with them. Never took them out of their sleeves. I– He has been saving those cards for a big payout, and he’s not going to give those up for some girl.

“You were in my apartment?” he says.

“You can’t prove that I’ve been anywhere. Go ahead, call a cop. You’ll never see those cards again if you do.”

The chopsticks in his hand clatter to the floor. He’s beat, and he knows it.

“How did you know? I never told Katrina anything about those cards.”

It was simple, really. All I had to do was go back to the apartment while he was at work, take the key from under the mattress, let myself in, take the cards from under the bed, and then lock the apartment again. The perfect crime. How could I not be this good? Who else knows this guy like I do?

“It’s not important how I know. All that matters is that you follow my instructions. Do that, and you’ll get every card back.”

“How?”

“Dead drop. I’ll name the place and time once I have proof that you’ve broken things off with Katrina. Here’s what you’re going to say to her.”

I slide a piece of paper across the table with a script scrawled on it. He reads it.

“You say that exactly, and the cards are yours again. No funny business.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he asks.

“Hey, I’m not the cheater here. Katrina is my girlfriend. You’re the interloper.”

“But why all of this? Why go to all this trouble just to get me to stay away?”

“It’s very simple, Aaron. I know you better than you realize. I don’t want to hurt you, but I’ll do what I have to. Only one of us can have Katrina, and it’s not going to be you. I’m not the girl in the egg, Aaron. You are. I’m Jon Hamm.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“It means send those texts or else.”

“Now?”

“Now,” I nod.

For a minute, he looks like he’s considering throwing his bowl of ramen in my face and storming out. But I know him too well for that. He’s beat and he knows it. He looks back at the sheet of paper and begins transcribing it into his phone.

“There. It’s done,” he mutters. He slides the phone across the table to confirm that he’s sent them.

“Very good.”

“Now will you give me my cards back?”

“Not just yet. First, I have to confirm that she’s accepted the fact that the two of you are over. Once I do that, I’ll contact you about the when and where.”

“You’re a psycho. Seriously. You need help.”

“You would do the same thing if you were me,” I say, confident that I know what I’m talking about. “For what it’s worth, I know you’re a good guy and I hope that you find a girl who’s perfect for you. I can see what Katrina sees in you, but it can only be one of us, understand?”

“Whatever,” he says, pushing his bowl away from him and rising from the table. “Just know, if I ever see you at my office or my apartment, or anywhere that I may be, I’m calling the police.”

“Then I guess this is it for us, then,” I say. “Goodbye, Aaron. We’ll be in touch.”

He kicks an empty stool as he exits. It’s a weird thing pissing yourself off. But what can I do about it? The heart wants what the heart wants.


3.

Well, it's been a week, and by all appearances, the plan worked like a charm. The night after our meeting, Katrina was a little weird, distant. But I don't think she has any idea that I was ever involved with Aaron breaking things off. Why would she suspect me anyway? She should be the one who feels guilty. She's the one who cheated on me or tried to. And probably not for the first time. I should really be mad at her for what she put me and poor Aaron through. She has a way of playing with hearts that makes her totally irresistible. Like I say, I should be mad. But I'm not. Instead, it makes me uncontrollably horny.

There’s something delicious about needing Katrina the way I do. Wanting to be her girl, her only one. I’m touching myself now just thinking about her. Now that I know where the dildos are kept, I can hardly wait for her to leave the house in the morning. I go to town on myself as soon as the coast is clear. I never masturbated this much as a guy, or for this long. Every day this week I’ve started each morning with two-hour sessions playing with my pussy and sometimes another in the afternoon.

I start out touching myself through my panties. Then, when I’m good and wet I graduate to fingering myself. In my head, I’m kissing and caressing Katrina. We’re playing with each other’s breasts, stroking and kissing each other. Gradually the fantasies have gotten kinkier. I picture her tying me up and then penetrating me hard and fast when I’m not ready. I scream and protest, but really it’s the best sex I’ve ever had.

Sometimes it gets a little weirder. I’ve had Aaron on my mind a lot. He starts sneaking into the fantasies. Even while I’m Kristeen, getting fucked by Katrina, I picture myself from Aaron’s perspective. He’s watching these two super hot babes screwing and he starts stroking his cock while he does it. I think about getting him horny too, and the whole effect is magnified.

Sometimes I’ll switch perspective, imagining myself as Kristeen watching Katrina and Aaron. It’s strange how hot it makes me feel. I’ve never thought about guys, well, ever. But before the switch happened, I watched tons of porn with guys in it. I’m not sure whether it’s the fact that he’s doing it with my girlfriend, or I’m doing it with her while he’s watching. But however we do it, it’s hot. Maybe it’s just my kinky brain looking for some new novelty. Whatever it is, I’m finding it hard to stop.

These are just thoughts, erotic fantasies. It doesn't mean I want to share my girlfriend with, well, myself. Aaron got his cards back, by the way. It's not like I was ever going to do anything to them. I know exactly how much he loves those things. I love them just as much as he does. But I've noticed how little things, other things, that I used to care about suddenly aren't so important anymore. Like, I used to love this one flavor of ice cream, rum raisin. I was the only kid I knew growing up who liked it. It doesn't actually have rum in it, ya know. Or, it does but it gets cooked out in the process of making the ice cream. Anyway, I tried it the other day, and I couldn't stand it. I thought I was going to love it, but instead, it was repulsive.

I guess everyone changes, but when you trade bodies, and lives, with someone it changes some weird things, things you weren’t expecting. Anyway, all of this talk of ice cream made me lose it again. Not that there’s anything to lose exactly. You can’t lose your chub when you’ve got a vagina, but it’s more or less the same thing. I’m gonna go wash up, try to cover up that smell on my fingers. Lavender wash helps, a little.

But I'm still curious. What other tastes of mine have changed? What am I going to have a craving for next?


4.

I was in his apartment again today. No plan, nothing I wanted to take. No reason to be there at all, really. I guess I was just homesick. What else would you call it? Life sick? I must have sat there in the chair by the window for almost an hour. I didn't watch TV or drink a beer or anything. But I wanted to feel like I had my old life again. To feel like my old self. Which makes no sense, since I rarely sat in that chair before. But sitting there, being quiet, some part of me wanted him to walk in. I planned it so that he wouldn't. It was too early for him to be home from work. But even though I knew he wouldn't, some part of me wanted him to catch me. To walk in and demand to know what was going on so that I could tell him. I wanted to confess everything, explain it all, and let someone else know what's been happening to me. I miss manhood. At first, I thought that Katrina was all I needed. It was so exciting between us, everything was so completely new. I guess the initial buzz has worn off, or something. We haven't had sex in three days. I know that may not sound like a lot, but I feel the distance growing between us. I wonder if the old Kristeen ever felt this way.

The old Kristeen. What happened to her? Did she die? Am I her, but I only think I’m Aaron Pendergast?

I know it's probably better not to even think these thoughts, but I can't help myself. I'm bored. I have no job, and no interest in spending time with a bunch of friends I don't know. Every day is spent either flicking the bean, watching makeup tutorials, or stalking my former self. I don't know what I'm expected to do here. Having Katrina is what I wanted, I think. So, why can't I accept it?


5.

We’re going out tonight. I suggested that we do something fun together, and Katrina agreed. Apparently, we always go to a club called Lush. Well, whatever works. I’m just happy to be doing something just the two of us. We really need some girl time.

I've gotten pretty good at doing my makeup. Katrina picked out my outfit, and I did hers. We're like twinsies! Both my dress and her skirt match, but she's got a black top that shows off her boobs. I still can't stop staring at her when she's getting herself ready. I can't watch her slip into that tight little outfit without wanting to see her slink out of it again. I think I'm going to make a pass at her in the cab unless the driver is all bleh. Guys are so gross. Some of them, anyway.

“Hey, babe?” Katrina asks, pausing from applying her lipstick. “Can you come zip me up?”

I hop up, walking perfectly convincingly in my heels, and grab her tiny little zipper. I kiss her back with gentle little pecks as I do it. Her spine shivers a little as I do it. I’m already picturing her naked. But I don’t want to get too excited. Better to save it. So, I rest my chin on her shoulder and watch her putting on her makeup.

“You’re a goddess,” I say.

“And you’re my hot little slut,” she replies. “Come here so I can put some blush on you. This shade is perfect for you.”

She swivels around her stool and stands to look at me.

“Come over to the light a little more,” she says. I comply, holding my face out for her to doll up. 

“I’m so glad we’re doing this. We really need some time, just the two of us.”

“And about a thousand strangers,” I answer.

“Who cares about them? Besides, they’re all going to be looking at us and wishing they had what we had. Especially the guys.”

Finished with the brush, she sets it on her makeup table. Then, she leads me into the bathroom so that we can get a look at ourselves in the big mirror.

“What do you think?” she asks.

“We’re so fucking hot,” I say.

“What did you expect?” she says, grabbing me around the waist. “Come on. Let’s get free drinks and dance with only each other all night.”

I never realized how easy it is to get into a club when you're a girl. No wait. No cover charge. Going out is actually fun. And Katrina wasn’t kidding about the drinks. Within three minutes of showing up, champagne arrived from a bunch of broey looking dudes in the corner. We raised our glasses and then left them there, sulking. I almost feel sorry for them. But I’ll tell you one thing: I’m never going to a club unless I’m wearing a tiny little skirt ever again.

Katrina’s a good dancer. I put my hands on her hips and try to keep up as she bounces and bucks. The best part is when she grinds her ass into me. The guy beside us who’s here with his girl can’t stop staring. She scowls. Eat your heart out, bitch! We’re not going anywhere.

I have to admit it. I’m loving the attention. Even when I’m just swinging my hips, barely even moving my feet Katrina flashes that killer smile of hers and I just want to melt into her.

“Hey, ladies,” comes this guido-looking dude with a mountain of hair-gel atop his itchy red scalp. “Wanna party?”

“Thanks, but we’re a party of two already, ya know?” Katrina says.

“No, no. You got me all wrong. See, I’m not trying to join the party. I’m here to bring the party.” 

He slips his hand into his pocket and comes a little clear plastic baggy with a pink pill inside.

“How much?” Katrina asks.

“$60 for two,” Guido replies.

Katrina flashes me a grin, like ‘are we up for this?’

“Sure,” I say, shrugging. “We’ll take a couple.”

I’ve never actually done ecstasy before. Just beer and weed through most of college. But if Katrina is into it, I can’t let her do it without me.

“Cool,” he says. “Hey, you dropped your earring.”

“I’m not wearing earrings,” Katrina says. He nods like, ‘don’t make it obvious. Just kneel down and get the money out of your bag.’ 

Katrina kneels down in the middle of the dancefloor and pries three twenties out of her purse. Guido takes the money and slides me two little pills. Then, without a word, he disappears into the crowd.

“Bathroom?” I say.

“We’d be waiting for hours. Here,” she says, reaching for the pills, “We’ll make it quick.”

She snatches the pills from their little plastic pouches and then discards them on the floor. She gives me a smile, places one on her tongue, then washes it down with champagne. I’m about to follow her lead when she puts the next pill on her tongue, then pulls me towards her. She kisses me, slipping the pill from my tongue to hers. I swallow hard without anything to wash it down. I don’t care, our tongues are entangled and I’m eager to swallow her whole. 

When we finally separate, she asks, “how do you feel?”

“So good,” I say. “How long does it take to kick in?”

“When it happens, you’ll know.” 


6.

It’s been ten minutes, and I’m already starting to feel it. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. I feel hot. Not like I’m sweating, although I’m doing that like a pig. More like I’m sexy. I love the way that Katrina’s chest keeps pressing against mine. I feel like touching her all over. I can’t tell if it’s from dancing or what, but my panties are practically soaked. She keeps running her hand up my leg, teasing me like she’s about to slide it up my skirt. What we’re doing is hardly even dancing anymore. It’s foreplay.

Some guy just snapped a bunch of photos with his phone. I should be mad, but instead, it just makes the whole thing even hotter. Katrina has a bead of sweat traveling down from her forehead to her nose, and I flick it away with my tongue.

“I want to get out of here,” I say.

“What? No, we just got here.”

I slide my hand from her waist to her ass, squeezing her pert cheek.

“I’m sooooo horny,” I whine.

“Just one more song, okay?” she says. I’m too deliriously happy to argue. She grabs my hand and puts it back on her hip and we start really dancing again. She’s light, agile. She whips her hair along with the beat. God, she’s beautiful. There’s not a man alive who wouldn’t give his left nut to be with her. Well, I’ve given both nuts, and then some. It was worth it. She’s the hottest thing I’ve ever gotten near in my life, and she wants me too.

But, every once in a while, I start to notice the way she’ll catch the eye of some guy in the crowd, a stare she holds for just a little too long. It’s subtle, but I think she still has men on her mind. It should make me feel devastated, but maybe the drugs are having their intended effect. I can feel myself opening up to the possibility. It’s not like I haven’t had wandering thoughts myself. For the first time all night, I think about Aaron again.

The song ends and she leans in to whisper in my ear– 

“Okay, wanna get out of here?”

“Yeah, let’s go home,” I say. “I want to fuck you hard before this wears off.”


7.

The ride home is a blur of passionate kissing and groping. I remember rubbing her breasts under her dress. The guy driving the Uber didn’t know whether to pull over or try to film us over his shoulder. Now we’re walking up to the apartment, our heels in our hands. Katrina fumbles through her purse, looking for the keys. She laughs at the minor distraction, and because I’m kissing her neck.

Inside, we toss our shoes on the floor. I grab us a couple of water bottles from the fridge and she beelines for the bedroom. I follow her, finding her splayed out on the bed, legs spread apart, waiting. I crawl on top of her, brushing her hair from her eyes.

“Sit up and have a sip of water,” I tell her. “You’re gonna need it.”

She takes the water bottle, drinking it greedily. When she's had enough, I take it from her and polish off the rest. I toss the empty bottle aside and start kissing her neck, the way I've done with a dozen girlfriends in the past. Maybe it activates something latent inside me, but I want to fuck this girl like a man.

I hike up her skirt, then my own, grinding my groin against hers. She’s rubbing her hands along the outside of her bra while I dry hump her. Well, not exactly dry humping. I can feel how wet she is, and my own juices are soaking the fabric of my panties too. I want so bad to penetrate her, and for her to penetrate me too. But I can only have one at a time, and so I decide to slide off for the moment and go over to the closet where the dildos are kept. There's a 10-inch strap-on that I've been dying to try out. I reach around to find the zipper on the back of my dress and unzip. It falls to the floor and I'm left wearing a pair of black panties and a matching bra. Then, I step into the dildo harness, tightening the straps across my luscious ass.

“You ready?” I ask. She looks at me with mock horror.

"What are you going to do with that thing?" she squeals in a little girl's voice.

"I'm gonna fuck that little pussy until it pops," I say, feeling confident and in control. As much as I love being the submissive one, there's something so familiar and comforting about being the one in charge. "Spread yourself, you little slut!”

She turns, getting on all fours and sticking her ass in the air. I approach the bed, sliding down her panties with my own manicured fingers. If my cock weren’t made of polymer, I’d be getting hard at the sight of her perfect ass, with her tight pussy between her legs. As it is, I’m so wet that I worry I might drip on the floor. Climbing onto the bed, I slide the dildo in between her wet folds, making her moan with excitement. I put my hands on my breasts, my nipples standing up as I touch myself. Katrina groans as I continue to buck, pressing myself into her.

“You like that?” I ask.

“Yes, mama,” she wails. “I love your cock in me.”

Something about penetrating her while still feeling feminine activates something my brain has been eager for. I take my hands off my breasts and place them on her hips, grinding even harder into her. She's so wet she doesn't even need any lubrication. I can feel my heart throbbing as I push myself into her, harder and deeper. The ecstasy is making the whole thing that much more enjoyable, but intense too. I can't get enough of her skin or the feeling of her on my own.

I continue pressing my strap-on shaft inside her, wanting to get her off. I imagine myself as Aaron, thrusting my real cock inside of her. My dick is about to explode inside her, filling her with my cum. The thought of it makes me hot in my panties, and I want to have that dick thrust inside me too. She's so supple and soft. I want something harder, to feel the same power that she's enjoying from me.

“You like what I’m doing to your tight little pussy?” I ask.

“Yes!” she squeals. I tug her hair, not too hard but just enough to let her know who’s in charge. “Oh, god!” she sighs.

“You love it, don’t you?”

"I do. I love it," she says. Katrina is always so dominant, the moneymaker, the strong woman. But all she really wants is to feel out of control, to feel sexy, and to know that she's being enjoyed.

“Call me his name,” I say.

“What?”

“Call me Aaron,” I command. “I want you to call me Aaron.”

“Aaron,” she moans. 

“Louder!” I say.

“Aaron, you fuck me so good, daddy.”

“That’s good,” I say, plunging deeper into her. “Tell me I’m your man.”

“You are,” she says. “You’re my man. I need your thick cock.”

“Cum for me, slut!” I say.

“I will,” she says. “Get me there, daddy. Harder.” 

I push the rubber rod deeper into her. She heaves as it enters, and I can tell that it hurts. But just enough. She wants it harder, and that’s what I’m going to give her. 

I swat her thigh as hard as I can.

“You hit like a girl,” she teases. “Come on, harder!”

I slap her again, harder, in the same place. She cries a little, and this time I know I’ve got her. Now to finish her off.

“I want you to feel my hot seed inside you,” I say. “Cum for me, sweetie. That’s daddy’s girl.”

She groans as she cums, her pussy melting at the end of my shaft. I give her three or four hard thrusts before letting the rubber member slide out of her.
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"Oh, god, baby," she says, collecting herself. Having taken the dildo off, I wrap my arms around her. Now I'm the big spoon. "What was that? Usually, I have to coax you to be the dominant one."

“I had some idea it was what you needed,” I say, drawing little circles on her perfectly flat stomach with my finger.

“How?” she asks.

“Because it was what I needed, too,” I say.

“You were right. It was fantastic. That was... so hot.”

“You get me so excited,” I say. “I just want to give you whatever you want.”

“Do you mean that?” she says.

“Of course,” I reply. Then, after a moment– “What are you thinking?”

“Nothing. I just… I know you talked to Aaron.”

I sit up, suddenly alert.

“He didn’t say anything, but I knew. You had to have done something to make him suddenly break things off like he did.”

I’m amazed that she would talk so openly about the affair, but I want to know where this is going.

"Why?"

"Why what?"

“Why him? And why not…”

Why not say yes that first night at the bar? Why only later, after I became Kristeen did she decide to look him up after she’d already turned him down. Of course, I can’t let on that I know any of that so I leave the question unfinished.

“I was thinking about us, honey. I promise you I was.”

“How? How could fucking a man be for us?” I’m not even angry. I just want to understand all of this.

“Fucking a man? No, no. You don’t understand at all.”

“Then, tell me. What were you planning to do with Aaron?”

She bites her lip.

“I wanted him for a stud,” she says. “But not for me. For you.”

The idea sends a shiver down my spine, but I can’t tell whether it’s fear or excitement, or maybe both.

“Me? You mean, me pregnant? With his baby?”

“It’s what we’ve talked about, right? I mean, I know that you’ve always said you were grossed out by the idea of having an actual cock inside of you. But just for one night, I thought maybe...”

I almost can’t imagine the thought. Do I really have it in me to fuck myself?

"Forget it. You're not into it. It's fine. We don't have to talk about it anymore."

But I don’t answer right away. Something about the idea is appealing, but scary too. Never in my life did I imagine being a mother. I mean, I was a guy until a few weeks ago. But half of what I’ve done in the past month I couldn’t have imagined. I look at Katrina and think about the kind of mother she’d make, the kind I’d make.

“Do you think he would even be into something like that?” I ask. After what I did to Aaron, invading his space and blackmailing him like that, there’s no way he could possibly trust me. Right?

“I’ve already brought it up with him,” she says.

“When?”

“Before he went radio silent. It was what I approached him about. He seemed into the idea. Or at least open to considering it.”

This is crazy. No way I could have my own baby, right? What if it came out with webbed toes or an extra eyelid, or something? But I’m being stupid. There’s no genetic similarity between Kristeen and Aaron, so my baby wouldn’t have any sort of abnormalities, would it?

“What are you thinking?” Katrina asks.

“I’m not sure. Just trying to process.”

“So, this is something you might actually consider doing?”

“Yeah, I guess it is,” I say, surprised to even hear myself say the words. I can’t deny that I’m in the best relationship of my life. So what if I had to become a girl to get it? It’s a hell of a lot more fun than I ever thought it could be. I think about the woman I’ve just screwed and I couldn’t imagine anything better. Besides, there’s an attraction to my former self that’s been growing ever since I saw myself that day. What would be so wrong about trying?

“Are you sure?” Katrina asks.

“Let’s try it,” I say. Katrina’s eyes light up. She leans over and kisses me deeply.

“Thank you!” she squeals the second that our lips part. “Krissy, this is what I’ve always wanted. For us to have a real family and be mommies together. We’re gonna be so yummy.”

9.

The big night is here. We waited until I was at the optimal point in my cycle. I had to google how the whole thing works. Female reproduction is sure as hell complicated. Apparently, there's all this stuff about the right time to do it and the best way to achieve maximum efficacy, or whatever. I've got a pit in my stomach thinking about it, to tell the truth. But the thought of doing it makes me horny too. Sooo horny. All-day all I could think about was sex.

Katrina seems to be treating it more like a game. She's been running around picking out stockings and underwear. She spent the whole afternoon getting us both dolled up, styling my hair, doing my makeup. We're going to present ourselves to him in matching red panties and bras and stockings, just like a couple of Christmas presents. I almost feel jealous of Aaron. He's certainly never had anything like this before, that much I know.

I feel exposed, standing her in just my underwear while I wait for the man I used to be. But it’s pretty sexy to see myself in the mirror standing next to Katrina. Seeing me dressed like her, walking and prancing around just like her, I’m so turned on. I insist we take a few photos for posterity. Actually, I want to look at these photos when I touch myself later. No matter how long I’ve spent being Kristeen, there’s still something about seeing her body that turns me on. What can I say? I’m one hot piece of ass. And so is she. Aaron’s bound to think so.

Ding dong!

Katrina is the one who goes and opens the door. I still can’t get over how weird it is to see the face I used to know from looking in the mirror staring back. But right now, he’s not looking at me. His eyes are locked on her.

“Hey,” she says, getting closer to him. He senses what she wants to do and leans over to kiss her. Their lips meet, playfully touching and then pulling away. Katrina looks at me like, is this okay?

I smile. I’m actually enjoying it.

“Hi, Aaron,” I say, finding my voice rising an octave.

“Hey,” he says. His face is reticent and I can’t tell whether he’s just tolerating my presence or wondering whether I’m the one tolerating his. “Come inside and have a seat on the couch. I’ll make us some drinks.”

“Thanks,” he says, taking Katrina’s hand as she leads him over to a faux leather couch against the back wall. I dip into the kitchen and go for the vodka in the freezer. I feel a chill down my spine, and it’s got nothing to do with how cold the bottle is against my fingers. He’s gonna be inside me tonight. He’s going to put his dick in me and then shoot off his load.

The thought of it is almost too much. I feel queasy, but not because I'm turned off. More like I just can't wait to have it happen so that I don't have to think about it anymore. I fill three juice cups with about a shot and a half and then grab a mango juice from the fridge as a chaser. My heels clack on the floor as I return to the living room. Katrina's sitting so close to him that she's practically in his lap. I set the drinks on the table in front of them. He's grinning like he's just won the lottery, then he turns to me. His smile fixed but looking hollow all of a sudden.

“You okay?” I ask.

“Yeah,” he says, a little unsure. Katrina turns his head with the tip of one finger.

“Kristeen wants you here,” she assures him. “We wouldn’t have invited you here if she didn’t. This is going to be fun for all of us.”

Katrina looks to me for confirmation. 

“Aaron?” I say. He turns his head to look at me. “I want to say that I’m sorry.”

“Forget it,” he says. “It’s alright, really.”

“What’s she talking about?” Katrina asks. “What are you talking about?”

“It’s nothing,” I say. “Just something in the past. Nothing we can’t get over, right?” 

“Yeah,” Aaron says. “That works for me. I was… surprised to get your call. But in a good way.”

“So,” I say. “Shall we get things started?” I pick up one of the juice glasses and raise it in a toast. They both do the same, Katrina twisting the lid off the mango juice and pouring some in her mouth before taking the shot. We all down our liquor, mine hitting me almost immediately.

“Give me that,” I say, reaching for the bottle of juice. Katrina tosses it to me, then leans over and starts kissing his neck.

“Krissy, are you going to help me here?”

I look at the two of them hungrily. He pulls her nearer to him and starts kissing her neck in turn. I can feel a kind of stirring inside me as I imagine myself as her. Getting touched by him, enjoyed. They start making out hard and already I can see Aaron’s cock starting to stiffen in his Dockers. While they’re distracted with each other, I set the glass on the table and slide it out of the way. The noise is loud and unsexy, and for a moment the two stop to look at me.

“Don’t mind me,” I say in what I hope is a sultry voice. “I’ve just got something down here I need to attend to.”

I slip off my heels and go down on my knees in front of him. Aaron eyes me, excited about what’s coming. Katrina pulls his attention back to her by placing his hand on her breast.

I watch as my fingers drift up to his knee and towards his inner thigh. I never thought of myself as a particularly huge guy. Above average, yeah. I got that much from the locker room in gym class. But not huge, huge. Of course, that was when I was looking at myself as Aaron. Kristeen obviously has different standards of cock length, because she's definitely getting turned on by the way that Aaron's pitching a tent in his pants. I touch him through his khakis, fingers probing for his tip which is already spotting with precum. Careful not to get in Katrina's way, I undo his zipper to let his mushroom head have some room to breathe. As he slides out of his pants, I can feel my excitement grow. There's something about the smell of his dick that is so alluring. I want to draw it closer to my lips and take him in my mouth.

“Hold on, girl,” Katrina chides me. “We wouldn’t want our strapping young gentleman to blow his load before doing what he came here to do.”

“Right,” I say.
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She climbs off him, and I stand, unhooking my bra. He gets a good look, eyes widening at the sight of my magnificent breasts.

“She’s hot, right?” Katrina asks.

“Oh, yeah,” he says, practically drooling.

“You want to fuck me?” I ask.

He nods.

“You’re gonna need to say it. Let me hear you say you want to put that thick rod of yours inside my pussy.”

“I want to fuck you,” he says. “Please let me fuck you right here and now.”

So, I tug on the cuffs of his pants. He gets the idea, lifting himself off the couch enough to let the khakis slide down to his knees. Then, I slide my little red panties off and give him a peek at my tight little cunt.

I'm looking at him, but in my head, I'm also being looked at by him. Enjoying the way he stares. My hand slides down, fingers sliding into my wet sex. His dick throbs and bucks, ready to do the deed.

I climb on top of him, sliding myself over him. His dick feels like the dildo except way better. Meatier. And so hard. Jesus, he feels good. I thrust and buck, falling deeper inside of him.

Katrina has taken a spot in the corner of the couch, her hand in her panties while she watches me riding Aaron cowgirl-style.

“Oh, fuck,” he sighs. I take his hands and put them on my bare tits. Do I have to do all the work here? Typical. I guess that’s the way Aaron has always been. Not that I mind much. Now that I’m the girl he’s fucking, I can at least say that I know exactly what I want.

I squeeze his shaft inside me, coaxing his hot sticky load to come out. I turn to Katrina and our eyes meet. This is as good for you as it is me, isn’t it? It turns me on to know that she’s getting off from watching us. I go back to Aaron, pursing my lips in a pout.

“Fuck me harder, daddy,” I tease. “I want more.”

“Alright,” he says. “Get on your knees, and I’ll show you how hard I can really go.”

I slide out of him, depriving my vagina of what it’s been hungry for, but just for as long as it takes to switch positions. I crawl over to Katrina, sticking my cute little ass in the air as much as possible.

“Hey,” I whisper as I lean in close. “You having a good time?”

“Oh, yeah. You?”

Before I can answer, Aaron has thrust his cock hard and deep into me. Bastard. I wasn’t ready. But I’ve got a smile on my face now. I ask for harder, and now I’ve got it. He starts pounding my pussy like it’s his job. I grunt and strain at the sheer power of his hips, spreading me apart and penetrating deeper. As he presses deeper, Katrina reaches over and presses my tits together just like I like.

I don’t know which one of us came first. Maybe both at once. But however it happens, his hot jizz spurts into me with incredible force. I feel seeded, somehow strangely complete.

“I think you just came,” Katrina tells me.

“Yeah,” I say, as Aaron climbs off me. “So, how do we know if it worked?”

“We wait,” Katrina says. “All we can do now is wait.”


11.  

So, we waited. Nine months later Aiden was born. I can't believe the changes that have happened in my life since becoming a mommy. It's hard to remember sometimes that Aaron and I used to be the same person. He's a great dad, really. But I couldn't ask for a better partner than Katrina.

I was so bored before, so lost. But having a baby has given my life a new purpose that I never had when I was a man. I still have no idea what it was that made my wish come true that night, but whatever it is, I’m just glad that it happened. Who could have imagined that I’d meet a woman in a bar and less than a year later I’d be carrying my own baby to term? It’s almost creepy when you think about it. But strangely it doesn’t feel that way. It feels normal. It feels like us.
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